
Extracted from 
"The Forty Years Of Hardware" by Saunders Norvell 

CHAPTER XXI 

INTRODUCING "THE GIMLET" 

ALL of us in business realize that the retail clerk is 
our point of contact with the great mass of the 
consuming buyers in the country. Merchandis-

ing experts today are agreed that one of the weakest 
points in the chain of distribution is right in this 
contact between the retail clerk and the consumer. 
We expect a great deal of the retail clerk, but allow 
me to ask the question : "What are we doing in a 
practical way to help train the retail clerk to meet 
his selling problems? What are we doing to train 
him on our goods ?" 

The head of the house buys some special line of 
goods for shipment several months later. The head 
of the house hears the salesman's selling talk. He 
buys the goods. They arrive. The selling talk is 
forgotten and, anyhow, the chances are that the 
buyer who listened to the salesman's talk has little 
or nothing to do with the selling of the goods to the 
consumer. 

Just stop and look at this gap here. Some 
plan must be devised and should be devised by 
which the salesman of a line of goods has the ability 
to tell the retail clerk how goods should be sold to the 
consumer and then he should have the opportunity to 
talk to the retail sales force in every store in the 
land. The buyers all over this country are absorbing 
a great deal of information on selling that is utterly 
wasted. 

E. C. Simmons wrote a very long monthly letter 
to the salesmen. These letters were sometimes so long 
that they were regular newspapers, but Mr. Simmons 
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had the art of making them interesting, so the sales-
men were never bored and they always looked for-
ward to reading these letters. Mr. Simmons often 
said to me that instructing salesmen and writing long 
general letters to them was just like throwing mud 
at a fence. All of it did not stick but some would. 
"And," said he, "if you keep the process up, the more 
mud you throw, the more will stick on the fence." So 
it was his system to write these letters month after 
month and almost always to write very long ones. 

Mr. Simmons also said that not only were these 
letters valuable in telling the salesmen interesting 
things about the business, about our lines of goods, 
about conditions in the country, as well as giving them 
"small talk" to use with the customers, but he said 
they were of great value, too, in keeping him posted 
about the business, because when it was necessary 
for him to write these letters he himself had to post 
up on our various lines. Suppose, for instance, Mr. 
Simmons intended to write a letter on sporting goods. 
He would go to the sporting goods department and 
spend several hours with the manager of that depart-
ment, taking a regular salesman's course of training. 
I have seen him pick up guns, take them apart and 
make notes of all their selling points. Now, as he 
would write letters about the various departments—
house furnishing goods, cutlery, builders' hardware, 
etc.—and as he would post himself thoroughly in this 
way on each line, naturally it kept Mr. Simmons him-
self from becoming a back number in the business. 
He enjoyed this sort of thing. He did not think it 
was work and he took great pleasure and delight in 
writing these letters. Of course each letter, before it 
was printed, was turned over to the head of the de-
partment to be checked by him. 

Then Mr. Simmons would gather up all the good 
stories that had a point that would apply to the busi-
ness or the conditions of the times and he would use 
these stories in his letters. Salesmen, of course, in 
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turn would use the stories with their customers. 
Mr. Simmons was a great believer in what he called 
"small talk" and he constantly told us things to talk 
to the trade about. For myself, as a salesman, I 
found these suggestions exceedingly valuable and I 
used to pass them out as strictly original to my cus-
tomers ! I was like Elbert Hubbard, who told me that 
something that he said was original because he had 
heard it only once before! 

I remember during a certain panic year that Mr. 
Simmons wrote us the celebrated story about the 
jumping frog. I think this story is a classic. It is 
just as good as Mark Twain's story of the frog they 
filled with shot just before the jumping match. This 
story is so good that I am going to briefly repeat it 
here. 

It happened that two frogs fell into a jar of milk. 
They tried their best to climb up the sides but the 
jar was too slippery. One of the frogs cried out, "I 
give up. There is no use trying." He sank in the 
milk and was drowned. The other frog, however, had 
more courage. He said to himself, "I will not give 
up as long as I have any breath left in my body." So, 
instead of giving up, he kept on kicking and swim-
ming. After a while he noticed that his jumping was 
churning a pat of butter. This gave him hope. The 
pat of butter finally became so large that he was able 
to climb up on it and rest. Then with a little more 
jumping he made it large enough and solid enough 
so he was able to get a good perch, and with a great 
leap he jumped out of the milk jar, making his escape. 

Of course, the moral of this story was that when 
everything goes wrong with us, when business is dull, 
when times are bad, the salesman should keep ajump-
ing. He should not lie down in despair. In other 
words, with a man who does his best, something 
always turns up in his favor. 

When-  I took the reins as president of the Norvell-
Shapleigh Hardware Company, I also wrote a long 

Digitized by Google 



INTRODUCING "THE GIMLET" 	- 335 

monthly letter. I tried my best to make it in-
teresting. There was one thing I never did and that 
was simply to hammer our salesmen, criticize them 
and discourage them without offering any suggestions 
as to haw they could improve conditions. Another 
thing, I never held up any salesman by name to ridi-
cule. It was my belief that the best results in busi-
ness come only from encouragement. You cannot 

"His jumping was churning a pat of 
butter in the jar" 

humiliate and discourage a man and expect him to pro-
duce good results. It is not in human nature. 

I not only wrote a monthly general letter but after 
a while I wrote a weekly yellow letter. These yellow 
letters took their name from the fact that they were 
mimeographed on thin yellow paper. I also liked the 
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name because at that time we were hearing a great 
deal about "yellow journalism." These weekly letters 
of mine were all written in a very personal, informal 
and cheerful vein. In the letters I did tell in a joking 
way about some of the mistakes our salesmen made, 
just little, every-day mistakes that limited their suc-
cess. Most of these stories I gathered from personal 
contact with the trade. 

For instance, I remember that a certain general 
merchant called on us. On having his account looked 
up, I found that he was buying only a few goods from 
us by mail orders. I asked this merchant why he did 
not buy from our salesman. "Well," he said, "if you 
wish to know the truth, I do not care particularly 
about your salesman. You know, he had a habit of 
coming into my store and, while he was waiting for 
me to give him a hardware order—without being in-
vited—he would open the candy case and eat most 
of my chocolate drops. Now, I just got tired of having 
that salesman fill up on chocolate drops, free, gratis, 
for nothing, and so I told him to discontinue his 
visits." This was a sample of the stories that I 
told in these weekly letters. 

Here is a sample of another story. One of our 
salesmen was a very bright, energetic fellow, but 
somehow he did not achieve a large measure of success 
on his territory. When one of his customers called, 
I pinned him down to the reason why he did not buy 
more goods from our salesman. "Why, Mr. Norvell," 
said he, "if you must know the truth, this salesman 
has such a bad breath that I hate to have him come 
around. I do not buy from him on account of his 
breath." Now, how many salesmen realize they have 
a bad breath? In one of these yellow letters I suggested 
to our salesmen that they ask their wives or sweet-
hearts to tell them the plain truth about halitosis! 

These letters caused a good deal of amusement 
among our salesmen and they frequently read them 
to their customers. This led our customers to write, 
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asking us to put them on the list for our weekly 
yellow letters to the salesmen. We mailed them to 
customers in a number of cases. The call for the 
letters constantly increased and this made me wonder 
if there was not some method by which I could get 
out a little monthly booklet telling sales stories, talk-
ing about our goods and in this manner reach our 
customers. At this time, and for some years before, 
I had regularly been reading Elbert Hubbard's Philis-
tine. Many of his articles were very timely and 
pungent. I wondered if we could not get up some kind 
of Philistine magazine, just for our own trade. It 
occurred to me that the booklet should be small so it 
could be carried in the pocket, ready at any time to 
be read at odd moments. 

About this time I was also reading what Plato had 
to say about Socrates and about the Socratic method 
of argument. It seemed that Socrates would ask 
questions. He would get the other fellow to make 
certain admissions. When he had these admissions 
lined up he would say, "All right. You 'agree to 
all this. Then as so much is true, as a matter of 
fact, isn't this other thing true also?" Socrates fol-
lowed the algebraic formula that things equal to 
the same thing are equal to each other. It is a 
curious twist in human logic that men are willing to 
admit certain things are true, but when you pin them 
down to the fact that if these things are true then 
other things must also necessarily be true, they are 
not willing to admit it! 

It occurred to me that if Socrates was one of the 
greatest thinkers of ancient times, possibly in our 
modern times we might also develop another great 
philosopher ! Now, I wanted this philosopher to be 
of the common people. I did not wish any highbrow, 
efficient, big-me-and-little-you stuff. I wanted my 
philosopher to be one of the common people and to 
write and speak with modesty, as one knowing little. 
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I wished him to ask questions, just as Socrates did. 
Where could I get my philosopher ? 

It was my custom after having lunch to finish my 
cigar sitting on a box out in our shipping room. I 
loved to sit there every day, smoke and chat with the 
teamsters and shipping clerks. As I would sit there 
and smoke, frequently our head teamster would 
come up and chat with me. It happened that this-
teamster was named "Mike Kinney." He had been 
doing the drayage for the Shapleigh business for 
many years. His father, another Mike Kinney, had 
done the hauling before him. 

Mike was quite a character and often we would 
discuss philosophical problems together. One day I 
had a brilliant idea. I said, "Mike, how would you like 
to be made the most celebrated teamster in the 
world?" "I have no objections," said Mike. 'Well," 
I said, "if you have no objections, I will just have 
your name copyrighted and I will write a little 
monthly magazine to the hardware trade over your 
name." "All right," said Mike, "anything you will 
write will go with me." So I had found my phil-
osopher. 

The next thing was to get a name for the publica-
tion. As the days passed, I thought of many names. 
I would write them on a block of paper and look at 
them, but somehow they were not right. One day 
as I was talking to one of our salesmen I found my-
self unconsciously drawing the picture of a gimlet on 
the pad of paper on my desk. Under it, without any 
mental effort, I wrote the words The Gimlet. Now 
when I did this, I was thinking about the salesman 
and the subject of our conversation. This work was 
absolutely subconscious. When the salesman had 
taken his departure, I looked at the pad and I said to 
myself, "By gosh, there is the name for my magazine!" 

Then I thought out my plans for writing it—always 
to write from the bottom toward the top, always to 
confess ignorance, always to admit weakness, always 
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to address my reader as the wise, far-seeing person ! 
I had a great deal of fun thinking out these plans. 

One day, traveling on the express train from Boston 
to New York with T. James Fernley, secretary of 
the National Wholesale Hardware Association, I told 
him about the magazine I expected to issue. "What 
is the price per subscription?" inquired Mr. Fernley. 
Again, subconsciously, I replied, "Well, I guess about 
twenty-five cents." The Honorable T. James Fernley 
reached into his trousers pocket, took out a quarter 
and asked me for a receipt. He was the first sub-
scriber to The Gimlet. I took his money before a 
single Gimlet had ever been written. I always be-
lieved in prompt collections ! 

My next thought was, "How can I finance The 
Gimlet? It is going to cost lots of money to publish 
10,000 or 15,000 of these Gimlets every month." So I 
took up the question with twelve manufacturers and 
without any difficulty these manufacturers agreed to 
pay us $100 per page for the advertising privilege. In 
other words, before The Gimlet was even written, we 
had subscriptions and we also had $14,400 worth of 
advertising sold. When I had gotten this far, I put 
up the proposition to our board of directors. I told 
them I would write The Gimlet but with one under-
standing and that was that no one else in the busi-
ness was to monkey with it except myself. I said I 
was perfectly willing to have every article read by 
one of our other directors, and if he thought anything 
in the article was dangerous we would cut out that 
part without any discussion. 

There were two subjects in The Gimlet that I made 
it a rule never to touch upon. One of them was 
religion and the other was politics. 

For six years I wrote The Gimlet. It was written 
almost entirely on my own time—at night, on holidays, 
Saturday afternoons and, I regret to say, very largely 
on Sundays. I think I can say with all due modesty 
that The Gimlet made a hit. We asked twenty-four 
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cents per annum. This just about paid the postage. 
If a customer would not remit for The Gimlet we 
advised him we would put him on the charity list ; 
possibly he needed the money more than we did. We 
were philanthropists ; if he would not remit, we would 
fiend him The Gimlet free! Every article was signed 
"Original—thot out by Mike Kinney, Teamster and 
Editor." On the front cover we wrote, "The gimlet 
is a small instrument with a point." Then at the 
bottom of the page we wrote, "Damages 24 cents per 
annum—We need the money—There may be more 
numbers—That all depends—This is real second class 
stuff that pays first class postage—No post offices 
entered." 

The Gimlet led to a large number of letters from 
all over the country from all kinds of people being 
addressed to Mike Kinney. Mike got up his own 
letter head on green paper and every one of these 
letters was scrupulously answered. It took a great 
deal of time but it was a lot of fun. 

It was curious to see subscriptions coming from 
foreign countries. On one occasion Mike Kinney was 
just ungentlemanly enough to write about Queen Mary 
of England. He said some things about Queen Mary 
that no gentleman of good taste and refinement would 
have said. However, what he did say must have struck 
the funny bone of some of the English nobility be-
cause shortly afterward a solicitor in London sent 
real money and a long list of subscriptions. Most of 
these subscribers were connected with the English 
nobility. Just why they wished to read The Gimlet 
I could never understand, but from year to year their 
subscriptions were renewed. 

In the early part of 1911 I planned to go to London 
and see the coronation of George V and Queen Mary. 
This took place on June 22, 1911. I. was there and 
saw the show. Before leaving I arranged to have all 
of my mail sent to me care of Brown, Shipley & Com-
pany, bankers, in London. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

EMPLOYER AND EMPLOYEES 

THE subscription list of The Gimlet had now 
reached a total of 50,000 monthly. The Gimlet 
was not only going to the hardware trade of this 

country but many hardware men were subscribing to 
it, for all of their customers. Other lines of business 
were calling for The Gimlet. It was not only being dis-
tributed in the United States but in almost every 
civilized country. This goes to show how an idea may 
develop. The weekly general letter, mimeographed on 
thin, yellow tissue paper, had grown into the leading 
house organ of the world. The rate of subscription, 
24 cents, had not been advanced nor had the rate of 
$100 per page been advanced to our original twelve 
advertising patrons. They certainly received their 
money's worth in circulation. 

Before leaving for Europe, I placed a notice in The 
Gimlet that if any man, woman or child, regardless of 
previous condition of servitude, should send a postal 
card to Mike Kinney, care of Brown, Shipley & Com-
pany, in London, Mike would in acknowledgment send 
them a Coronation postal card with a picture of King 
George V and Queen Mary. The Honorable Mike 
Kinney put this notice in The Gimlet and then forgot 
it. He landed in France and spent some time in the 
early part of 1911 on the Continent. 

Finally, in June, he arrived in London, land one day 
sauntered into the tourists' mail department of Brown, 
Shipley & Company. I first asked for my own mail 
under my own name. After sitting at a desk in the 
office and digesting my own mail, I happened to 
wonder if there was any mail for the Honorable Mike 
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Kinney. I therefore went to the mail clerk and asked 
if he had any mail for Mike Kinney. When I first 
spoke, this mail clerk was rather busy and indifferent. 
When, however, he heard the words "Mike Kinney" 
he straightened up, looked at me searchingly and in-
quired: "Are you Mr. Mike Kinney?" "No," I re-
plied, "I am only his business manager. Have you any 
mail for Mike Kinney?" "Myle?" replied the English 
clerk, "we have nothing but myle for Mike Kinney. 
Every ship is bringing myle for Mike Kinney. Our 
whole office force has been at work on Mike Kinney's 
myle. A lot of his myle has come without enough 
postage, and we have a big charge against him for 
stamps. Besides that, our managing director has in-
structed us when Mr. Mike Kinney arrives to immedi-
ately show him into the manager's office." 

I found there was a large box full of postal cards 
for the Honorable Mike Kinney, teamster and editor. 
There were not only regular-sized portals but every 
conceivable size of postal. Some of these enlarged 
cards had been painted by artists with pictures of Mike 
Kinney and George V and Queen Mary. Almost every 
postal sent their greetings to the King and Queen. 
There were 12,186 pieces of mail in all. 

When I met the managing director of Brown, Ship-
ley & Company, he was exceedingly angry. He said: 
"What kind of hoax is this?" I assured him that the 
intentions of Mike Kinney were all perfectly innocent. 
"This does not please us at all," said the manager. 
"Mike Kinney has made a laughing-stock of us among 
the bankers in London. Everybody wants to know who 
Mike Kinney is and what all these postal cards from 
all over the United States mean." I told this banker 
the story, but he was not delighted. I told him we 
had advertised Messrs. Brown, Shipley & Company 
more than they had ever been advertised before in the 
United States. He replied that they did not want any 
advertising. 

I asked him to present to me a bill for the time of 
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his clerks in handling the mail and for the extra 
postage. This turned out to be a very large bill, but 
I paid it. 

Then I went to the great London printers, W. H. 
Smith & Company, and told them my predicament. 
Through them I bought some 13,000 postal cards in 
colors with a picture of the King and Queen. I wrote 
greetings from Mike Kinney and from King George-V 
and Queen Mary to all my correspondents in America. 
I had a plate made from this autographed letter and 
from this plate "our" greetings were printed on the 
postal cards. I hired one of the clerks of W. H. Smith 
& Company to address the return postals from my 
accumulation. This little joke cost the neat sum of 
$600! 

But poor Mike Kinney's troubles were not over. 
Just as soon as the postal cards arrived in the United 
States they were shown around town. School chil-
dren received them and showed them to other school 
children. As a result, the flood of postal cards to the 
angry Brown, Shipley & Company continued. There 
was no way to stop them. 

I arranged with a clerk at W. H. Smith & Company 
to go over to Brown, Shipley & Company every week, 
gather up the postal cards and answer them. Then I 
went to France and later visited Switzerland. All that 
summer these postal cards kept coming. I wrote The 
Gimlet to put in another notice that no more postal 
cards could be sent—that the coronation was over—but 
it is interesting to state that every month for a year 
afterward postal cards would drop in on Brown, Ship-
ley & Company from every ship! 

However, I have gotten ahead of my story. When 
I became president of the Norvell-Shapleigh Hardware 
Company I realized I had an opportunity not only to 
make money for our stockholders and for myself, but I 
also had an opportunity to do some practical things 
for the good of the employees of the business. I had 
seen so many businesses run exclusively for the benefit 
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of the owners, and I had seen so much of the folly 
of this policy that I was determined, just as far as I 
could, in justice to the stockholders to run a business, 
giving a liberal share of the returns to the hard-
working house people and salesmen who achieved the 
results. 

Full of such thoughts, the first thing we did was to 
arrange a very generous profit-sharing arrangement 
with our salesmen. I have written about this arrange-
ment in a previous chapter. We not only did this, 
however, but we introduced a bonus system in the 
house, and every employee who had done extra good 
work was given a very generous bonus check. This 
system not only applied to heads of departments but 
went almost all the way down through the list. It was 
our idea to reward extra hard work, merit and good 
ideas with cash, and the cash came immediately—not 
at some future date. When an employee was promoted 
from one position to a higher one, an advance in salary 
immediately took place. 

The entire idea on which the business was run was 
that we were willing to divide with our employees for 
good work and to divide on a liberal basis. As a result 
of this policy there soon developed a wonderful spirit 
of cooperation among our employees. This esprit de 
corps on the part of our employees led to some unusual 
things. 

Let me illustrate with only one example : We had 
a very "live wire" house superintendent by the name 
of Benson. I believe he is now with a wholesale house 
in Seattle. Late one afternoon I called Mr. Benson into 
my office and told him we would like to move our filing 
department from one floor to another. I told him we 
would like to have this move made with just as little 
delay and disturbance to business as possible. Benson 
looked at me and said: "All right. We do not think 
we will disturb the business at all." I left the matter 
in his hands. The next morning when I arrived Ben-
son dropped in my office and said: "I would like to 
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show you the new filing department." I went to the 
room where we had planned to place this department 
and there were all the filing cases in place. All the 
filing employes were working as if nothing had 
happened. "How did you do it?" I asked Benson. 
"Simplest thing in the world," he replied. "We worked 
all night. I just called for volunteers and all the boys 
were glad to help." 

Now, when I write that not one cent was paid for 
overtime, as in those days we never had any overtime 
in our business, you can appreciate that it took the 
right kind of spirit for these employees to volunteer to 
work all night just to help out the organization. Of 
course, I could cite hundreds of instances such as this. 
Naturally, such a spirit could not have been built up 
unless we were loyal to our employees as well as ex-
pecting them to be loyal to us. 

The only way, in my opinion, to build up such a 
spirit is by a system of quick rewards. If a soldier 
displays valor on the field of battle, he should receive 
his medal at once. The commanding general should 
have the authority to award these medals. He should 
carry a box full of them around with him. In my 
opinion, a medal awarded on the spot would have far 
more influence in building up the morale of troops 
than when it is awarded several years afterward by 
act of Congress, so I also wish to emphasize that in 
business, in order to build up enthusiasm on the part 
of employees, the reward for extra e fforts must be 
immediate. They should not always be compelled to 
wait even until the end of the year Business is like 
a battle. It is a live thing. It changes instantaneously 
from day to day. In order to keep it out of a rut, in 
order to keep everybody up on their toes, there should 
be rewards every month, every week and, in fact, 
almost every day. 

Our directors voted me a very large bonus fund. 
This fund was carried in a separate bank. I kept the 
check book of the fund in my desk. It was a great 
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pleasure for me to draw out this bonus book and write 
checks for distinguished services. It was a great 
pleasure to see the delight of the employees when they 
received these unexpected expressions of the apprecia-
tion of the house, and I am very sure in the majority 
of cases that they cared more for these checks as an 
expression of appreciation than they did for the actual 
amount of money involved. 

Our new building was on a high point overlooking 
the Mississippi River. From the top of our building 
there was a beautiful view up and down the Missis-
sippi. We had a large, flat roof and it occurred to us 
that this would make a splendid playground for the 
girls and boys working for us. We therefore had rest 
rooms erected on the top of this building. We had a 
wire netting put up around the edges of the building 
to prevent accidents. At the lunch hour in the summer 
months the female employees and the boys working for 
the house would spend their spare time on our roof. It 
was, of course, much more pleasant for them than 
being on the streets. The employees formed lunch 
clubs, and coffee was prepared in the roof rest room. 
It was also a regular thing every day for the caterer 
to deliver a large freezer of ice cream and to have it 
carried up to the roof for daily consumption. 

These activities were carried out by our employees 
for themselves. They appointed their own committees, 
bought their own supplies and arranged their own 
scale of prices. If there was a deficit at the end of the 
month, they must have taken care of it themselves, 
because we never heard from them. 

We employed a large number of young women. Many 
of these girls came from some of the best families in 
St. Louis. We went to a great deal of extra trouble 
to make our business 'not only an attractive place for 
these girls to work but a sate place. We never for 
one moment stood for any familiarity between any of 
the men in the business and these girls. Just as soon 
as we saw signs of any such familiarity the matter 
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was immediately taken up in a most emphatic manner 
with the employees concerned. As a result, we never 
had any trouble or scandal because of mixing the sexes. 

The handling of a large force of women is a rather 
delicate matter. We finally employed as a matron a 
Mrs. Wakeman. She was a woman of high character 
and unusual tact. I never knew a woman who had the 
ability to handle girls better than Mrs. Wakeman. She 
had the strength to make them obey, while at the same 
time she had the human sympathy to command their 
respect and their affection. She was our matron for 
many years and she not only helped us very much in 
a business way in looking after the girls, but she did 
a great deal of actual good with these girls. She 
learned their troubles. She was their "mother con-
fessor." She not only gave them sound advice but in 
many instances she was more practical. She visited 
their homes. She looked after the environment in 
which they lived, and when necessary she saw that 
they received proper medical attention. 

Mrs. Wakeman's work led to our employing a woman 
physician—I am sorry I have forgotten her name—
who visited the girls' rest 'room at least once every 
week. She had regular office hours there, and the girls 
could consult her free of charge. One thing always 
seems to lead to another. As a result of this physi-
cian's visits, we finally put in, under her direction, a 
very complete collection of medicines and remedies. 
This physician taught a number of our girls "first 
aid" and things to be done in certain emergencies. 
These girls became very adept in their duties, and in 
several cases where we had serious accidents, being 
immediately at hand, they were of great service before 
physicians and trained nurses could be summoned. 

While for some reason I have always had a repug-
nance to the expressitm "welfare work," and while we 
never posed in any form as doing welfare work among 
our employees, I suppose what we were doing was 
actually along this line. However, we were doing these 
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things not as a matter of philanthropy but simply 
because we considered it good business! 

It was not long before the young boys in the business 
understood that if they got "fresh" with any of the 
girls the matter would be brought to Mrs. Wakeman's 
attention, and if it came to her attention it was not 
long before the head of their department, when the 
facts were proved, would slip these young men on the 
greased chute that slanted outward. Just a few dis-
missals among our young, gay Lotharios, and they 
gathered the idea that it was healthier to do their 
"mashing" somewhere outside of the business. 

I was in close touch with everything bearing on 
our house management and I am convinced that if 
some of our business executives could realize how 
much time is lost in a business and how much demorali-
zation results from a loose and careless management 
of the sexes, they would devote more attention to this 
part of managing. When the sex spirit breaks loose 
and runs wild and unchecked in any business, all kinds 
of serious results follow. The curious fact is that 
sometimes the head of the business has not the faintest 
conception of what is going on around him. It is my 
judgment that one of the best cures for such a situa-
tion is to have a matron such as Mrs. Wakeman and 
also to deal with offenders with an iron hand. 

It is especially important, too, that the executives 
and head men in the business should set a proper 
example by always avoiding any familiarity with 
female employees. Nothing truer has ever been 
written than "familiarity breeds contempt" and 
in every business I have ever seen where the head 
men became familiar with their stenographers and 
other female employees, demoralization to the business 
always ensued. These head men might explain that 
they were only "friendly" but the trouble is that other 
subordinate employees, seeing them "friendly," would 
go to extremes and so the entire morale of the office 
would be undermined. 
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Let me illustrate with a little human' story some of 
the things that happened : A very healthy-looking 
young woman came to work for us as a copyist. When 
she went to work her cheeks had the bloom of health. 
After a few months, however, I noticed that this 
healthy young girl had lost most of her bloom and was 
doing her work in a very tired and listless manner. I 
called her case to the attention of Mrs. Wakeman. 
I remarked—"There is something wrong here. You 
had better investigate." 

A few weeks later Mrs. Wakeman told me that she 
had made a point of cultivating this girl's acquaintance 
and learned her story. This was the story : The 
family were in poor circumstances. She lived with 
her mother. Her mother was a semi-invalid. After 
business hours and early in the morning before coming 
to the office, she had to help do housework. This made 
it necessary for her to rise very early. She was 
engaged to be married. Her suitor called every night 
and sat up with her until twelve o'clock. No wonder 
the poor girl, between her sweetheart and her duties 
at home, as well as her loss of sleep, was gradually 
fading away. Mrs. Wakeman called on the family. 
In a tactful manner, she took up the case with the 
mother and as a result the young man was persuaded 
to make his visits on only three nights a week. The 
young lady was able to catch up with her sleep on the 
other nights. Result She got over the tired feeling 
and the color came back to her cheeks. She also did 
her work better. If the situation had continued, it 
would have been necessary for us to have asked her 
resignation. At it was, with a little tact and diplomacy 
on Mrs. Wakeman's part, everybody was made happy. 
In the course of time the young lady married and 
possibly neither she nor her mother ever realized 
that her case was a subject of a business discussion ! 
How many more cases are there like this? These 
things are taking place around us every day. When 
men get up in conventions and discuss management, 
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the human equation is very seldom given any serious 
attention while, as a matter of fact, the human side of 
management is the great problem after all. 

There is also a very important human side to the 
management of salesmen. Salesmen are very human 
and it has always seemed to me that the better the 
salesman, the more human he is. It takes this human 
touch to make him a great salesman. Very successful 
salesmen are usually big-hearted, generous, sym-
pathetic fellows, full of the love of life, good will and 
friendship for men and women. The successful sales-
man as a rule, by his temperament, is a shining mark 
for domestic difficulties! 

Whether this is true or not, as I review the past, 
it seems to me that some of our very best salesmen did 
seem to get into a good deal of trouble. When I was 
a sales manager I was in very close touch with these 
salesmen and in many cases these troubles finally 
had to be ironed out. Very frequently this pleasant 
job fell to my lot. 
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