
I

•Julv !>;, 191-1 TIlK'i; R AIN I ; lx‘ (I WE US' (ill 1) E

Getting the Franchise
The Story of a Street-Railroad President
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From the ‘Philadelphia Saturday F.ienirtg Pa»t

.Concluded from Last Week 
-—'.'It's rotten; and neither of them will 

get the money—not more than a half to a 
third of it. 1 am on to this special-edit ion 
game and yc>u are not. There are teams of 
pretty shrew d citizens travelling ac ross the 
country; and wherever they see a paper 
fairly hard up for advertising revenue they 
tempt it—just as men hard up are always 
being tempted. They contract to get out 
a special edition; and the publisher, for 
lending his office, his stationery and the 
good name of his property, gets from 
thirty-three to fifty per cent, of the gross 
revenue— without lifting his hah el for 
solic iting the business. Chicago has been 
worked, New ^ ork is a good proposition 
and the other towns are having their 
turns." Its a good money-maker of a. 
business; and if I were not helping untie 
these Riverport kinks I'd probably be 
doing the half-year stand, with an" ad
vertising team of my own."

After that 1 promised Durredge that I 
would be good-—and he saw to it that the 
promise was kept.

“ We'll need to advertise in this Congress 
Street situation," he said; "and we’ll be 
generous advertisers—but not at the cor
poration rate. We’ll be thinking up our 
campaign just as c raftily as the Emporium 
drygoods store uptown. You’ll be aston
ished to see how friendly and interested 
the publishers will be in our campaign, 
and the position the editors will give us in 
the new columns------ "

“Hut we have advertised—sometimes,"
I protested.

“ Do you consider Compliments of a 
Friend advertising?” he said with a fine 
scorn. “I don't. We'll hit them between 
the eyes. Wet’ll get the credit for spending 
the money and we'll get tile benefit of the—
space. Advertising counts—when you give 
it the punch. Without that punch -it's 
worse than useless. And we will pull the 
reading notices right alongside. We'll 
make our big stubs on Monday mornings, 
though we’ll try to give a fair alternation 
of releases between the morning papers 
and the evenings, ami so keep them both 
on good terms; but Monday mornings— 
Monday morning is the prize time for 
press-agent stuff, and every publicity man 
from the president of the l nit eel States 
right clown the line knows that: Cabinet 
officers, seasoned campaigners, show- 
people, society leaders all the rest of 
them—know it is all a c ity editor can do 
on Monday morning to keep his paper 
from getting choked with sermon stuff 
and the managing editor landing on him 
for it.”

Durredge was a dandy. 1 began to have 
infinite confidence in him and to take him 
into all our plans.

“Get your stuff of pencil-pushers lined 
up, ’’ 1 told him, “ We’ve no time to lose 
on Congress Street. They are setting the 
piers of the hew bridge. ”

We took stoc k of-the situation. There 
we re eight daily papers in English printed 
in Riverport. Of these the Record had 
the largest circulation, even when you took 
its morning and evening editions separate
ly. Durredge decided that it could be 
reached between the combined per
suasive powers of an advertising appro
priation a riel by diplomatic appeals to 
its owner, whose gerrcyal outside interests 
in Riverport were' heavy—a great weak
ness in a newspaper proprietor. I he 
Times, the Enterprise and the Herald- 
Gazette* were all too weak to be* of much 
account* one way or the other. A little 
advertising would probably hold them 
in line.

"So far as the Enterprise is concerned,"
I laughed to Durredge, "I have fenri- 
worth, the owner of tin* paper, bottled up. 
lie’s heavily in debt, paying for his paper 
a good deal of the time with notes arid 
most of those notes are in the* strong-box 
of the* Comstock National. Comstock has 
been after me for one of our accounts and 
I’ve* given it to them on eondifiqn that 
they keep Fennworth lined up for us.

Durredge did not laugh.
“ That puts you in the I a-Hail Hub 

again ! " lie saicl. " \ on don t know fc-nn- 
worth. lie must know that—and he will 
hate you for it. I found him short with 
me at the Country ( lub last Saturday, and 
Dat was the reason And you do not know

another thing: Kenilworth's been 'picking 
up backing from somewhere* and getting, 
control of the Register. lie 11 consolidate 
plants, reduce working expenses and use* 
the power of the morning paper to build up 
tin* evening. All he's lacked has been 
capital. Loosen that crimp."

Again I obeyed the orders of my press 
•agent. I did not propose to have the 
Register enlisted against us. It was too 
strong. We could discount the Standard, 
which, because of heavy mut mil owning 
interests with the ( itizens' Company, 
would be- bound to light us;'and Relligan 
would take good care of the llerahM oiz- 
ette. He had sent the veteran editor of 
that sheet halfway toward being a million-” 
aire. "How could he do it? How about 
the publisher?" yuii ask. The pubfiwhrr 
was Watson, better known in Riverport as 
the* Little Press Agent of the* Rich; and the 
environment of the Watsons was therefore 
such as required a bigger income than his 
weak-kneed Herald-Gazette could give.
W at son knew of his editor’s weaknesses 
and condoned them—liera used he shared

local investment lie had no irons in the 
lire save his paper. He lived in his paper 
and the paper in turn,was Patterson's life 
It was honest bcrXhwe he was holiest. 

-Worse than honest, it was able, and, 
worse than ladh, it was popular. Its 
managing editor knew the inner trails the 
dirty, half hidden scandals of Riverport 
as lie knew the lingers of his hands; aiictTir 
was a man after Patterson's.own heart, 
given to speaking the truth..

The Slur, without opposing ns, gnvr us 
no comfort Instead of hailing our new 
extension through Congress Street ns a 
benefit to the town, it kept asking why 
competitive serv ice would not la* as valu - 
able to'the North Side as to the South 
Side, and how heavv rental tolls Riverport 
would receive from us for the use of the 
new Congress Street bridge. That was a 
new question. I proposed to pay no tolls 
It was absurd for Patterson to raise that 
point about rental for a mm-revetitte-pro- 
ducing bridge; and I told him so one day.

“ We add to our haul and get no increase 
in fares," I explained to him.

A GREAT BOOK
Every man and woman who wants to understand the tariff 

(|uestion arid he aide to talk and vote intelligently on Erect Trade 
and Protection, should read Edward Porritt’« great hook “Sixty 
Years of Protection in Canada.’’ The first edition has been sold 
out for over two years, hut tin* need fur knowledge on this subject 
is so great that we decided to have it reprinted and to sell it at a 
popular price. In order that it might he up to-date we asked 
Mr. Porritt to revise the hook. Mr. Porritt. unfortunately, was ill, 
hut Mrs. PorrifT, who is also a well known author on economic 
questions, has done the work and included in the same volume 
her husband’s later hook, “The Revolt in Canada Against the New 
Feudalism,” which deals largely with the efforts of the Grain 
Growers and U.F.A. to secure tariff reduction. The new edition 
is now off the press arid on the way to us from the printers in 
England. We could have printed it in The Guide office, hut tin- 
cost would have been considerably more, so we gave the order to 
a London firm fued those who pun-liase the hook will get tlmadvnn- 
tage of the low<4r cost. “Sixty Years of Protection in Canada” 
was originally sold at $1.50, and “The Revolt Against tin- New 
Feudalism” at 45c, hut we are sc Ming the new edition, which con
tains both these hooka and also a chapter on Reciprocity, for $1.25 
post paid. The hook is intensely interesting. It contains 500 
pages, is printed on good paper in clear type and handsomely 
hound in cloth. To those who would In* posted in the tariff history 
of Canada this hook is indispensable. It should he in the home 
of every man who aspires to lie a leader in the reform movement, 
and in the library of every branch of the Grain Growers’ Associa
tion and U.F.A. Its facts are indisputable, it is impartially writ
ten, yet no fair minded man or woman can read it. without being 
convinced that Protection as il exists in Canada is a burden upon 
the countnNyid a hindrance to ils progress. The hook will he in 
our office in two or three weeks. We want it to he in the hands of 
our readers at once. Several hundred copies have already been 
ordered, hut there are a thousand copies still to he disposed of. To 
secure prompt delivery, orders should le* sent in advance, so don’t 
delay, hut order today.

ROOK DEPARTMENT,
GRAIN GROWERS’ GUIDE,

WINNIPEG, MAN

in t le- gross receipts, 'I box*- I hingx urri- 
<nmmen knowledge i+c Hi v » rjiurt I bey 
tver<- common xrandal, but probably no 
«orne xrandal t lian affected banking or 
railroading or wbolexab* dr> goods or hard
ware, or any one of I be infinite nil in In r 
of businesses that went to make t he » ity 

That left ux confronting tie- really great 
morning paper of Riverport lie- Star 
'I le- -tar wax our real problem. • >t large 
circulation, it alxo held tie- keenext. city 
staff in our part of the country. It had 
never xa< rifieed editorial cost which 
meant editorial ahilitv to money making 
and that meant that rt had never stopped 
moneymaking It wax owned by a keen- 
minded, hard-headed man who, ax a 
matter of principle, put hi» earning» in 
Government bond» and refrained from

"And, of course get no development of 
your territory," le an»acred There win 
no il xe in arguing the merit » of t he situa- 
t ion

“ We are ju»t out of the «hadow» of 
bankruptcy,” | pleaded, throwing my»e|f 
on bis inert y. " < an’t you forget that
matter of bridge rentals?" 

lie looked at me sharply 
You i aii go to hell* 1" he »aid softly, 

then smiled and handed me a i igar to 
• how- there could he no offense between 
friend» After that I gave it up with him. 
Tie- man wax impenetrable Durredge 
might have J^andhd the thing lietter, hut 
Durredge was away at that < rile »l mom
ent Hix mother, away down East, lav 
hovering le-lween life and death, and it 
would l.axe I,cen inhuman of rne'not to

have sent him hark to her—I bad not 
forgotten when 1 hade the last good by to 
my own!

VI.
Within twenty-four hours my self- 

confidence was back again, however, 
and I felt myself capable to handle the 
thing without my press agent. For oppor
tunity —opportunity in tin* form of a man 
six feet tall had stalked into my office. 
Opportunity's name was Sain Dwiggius.
Sa in Dwiggina was the star reporter on , 
I’atterson's paper, and be was a daily ' 
caller at in y oilier during those strenuous 
times. It was Sam Dwiggius who had 
told me informally time ami time again of 
the plans of our enemies, as they were giv- ~ 
en to loin for publication—tbeir retaliation 
schemes for not only occupying Congress 
Street and tin* new bridge with their 
trucks, but for fairly gridironing our North 
Side territory with their lines, ft waa his 
hope that lie might exasperate me into so 
sharp a reply as to make good copy for the 
Star. It was Sam Dwiggius who had first 
told me of his paper’s plan to make the 
1‘iihlic Ltilitiea ( omuilasion, up at the 
state capital, to which had, I wen given 
entire control of I lie franchise matter, — 
demand the heavy bridge rentals. The 
idea was popular- Dwiggina said that 
Fattrraon hud recognised it ns a circulation 
builder. This time Dwiggina sat in the 
■ linir beside my desk and hinted to me 
that the Citizens' ('ompsuy was going to 
make a suggestion of giving some slight 
percentage of its increase in gross to the 
city of Riverport in return for the coveted 
new franchises the privilege of having 
us come lo them on bended knees, with 
oiir lints in our hands.

It was revolutionary! It was prepos
terous! We had perpetual franchise» and 
a hard enough light to pull even with them, 
let alone any fool divisions of revenues 
when American towns had hern educated 
not to expect anything of that sort. I'rte 
Arnold was playing with lire and breaking 
all the rules of the traction game. I liegan 
wondering how far hr would go ill this 
business w bat bis suggested percentage 
of city income would lw. If I could find 
out that If I hail hilt the means—:—

I lifted my head. The lanky figure of 
Sa in Dwiggius sut there, Ids long lingers 
thrumming on tin* table. Sam Dwiggius!
There was the man who could find out for 
no- ' I got to I In* subject easily.

"Do you know I'rte Arnold well?"
•nul I

“As well as I know you. I see him 
every day

My mind was settling itself.
“ You reporters have opportunities 1 

suppose you get close to the whole bunrh 
lu a light Jike this? ”

“ Rather!” said Dwiggius. Hr was one 
ol the fools who boast when you give him 
tin* chime.. “| think I know what Gov
ernor darkness has In his mind on this 
whole proposition. I|e is pretty confi
dent isl with us fellows and we respect 
lux confidences."

lb* was my man no doubt of that!
I plunged in waist-deep.

" W- need a mac of your sort here with 
ns, Dwiggius." | began

“ Durredge?"
“Durredge is a brick, but there’» work 

for both of you ”
lb* shook his head slowly. “ I’m not 

much for the press-agent game myself,” 
sai l hr

Itleas his heart I did not want him as 
a press agent I wanted him in another 
rapacity. I wanted him to keep his place 
on the Star and draw fifty dollars of our 
money a week It was hard work explain
ing tfiat to him and I recall that I per
spired, though my offW-r was chilly that 
morning Sam Dwiggina cried cned like 
s women * He was hard up end I knew it.
It had liern pulling for him and I had seen 
I list by a single glaner at his fare - lief ore 
he l<egan to stammer out something about 
his awfully sick wife lie had been whack
ing Ids list upon my desk at first in anger 
at mv suggestion -a moment later he 
stretched forth the slim lingers of bis 
white hand

“find help me!” he said “/ can’t help 
myself!"
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