
ONE MAN'S OPINIONS
BY N. D. COCHRAN.

Chicago Newspapers. I am still
leary of the Chicago Herald, because
I fear it isn't free from Big Business,
but it has taken a step in the right
direction in changing from the small
to a larger type.

Next to The Day Book, the Herald
is now the easiest paper in Chicago
on the reader's eyes. In form, how-
ever, it is still bulky, unwieldy and
hard to handle. But even in this par-
ticular it enjoys an advantage over
the Tribune and Examiner because it
carries less advertising and hasn't so
many pages.

The Herald is now a handsome pa-

per, as newspapers go. But still,
handsome is as handsome does, and
we must judge newspapers finally by
their souls rather than by their bod-
ies. A newspaper may be beautiful in
appearance, but still rotten inside
where the soul is.

I don't say the Herald has a rotten
soul. I am watching it carefully to
see what kind of a soul Keeley puts
in it. Unless he does put a good soul
in it he has a hard game ahead of
him. The old newspaper game is
played out. People understand news-
papers better than they used to, and
it's harder to get away with the bunk.

It is this growing intelligence of
newspaper readers that is largely re-
sponsible for the rapidly, waning in-

fluence of the Hearst papers. I
wouldn't care much about what
Hearst printed in his editorial col-
umns, if he would only be fair and
print the truth in his news columns.
But he colors the news to serve the
purpose of moulding public opinion
as he wants it moulded.

The Tribune has the best chance
in the morning field, because it is in
the lead and thousands believe in it.
A newspaper is hard to build up. It is
a thing of slow growth. But the com-
pensation comes in the fact, that
once it is built up it takes a long time
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to kill it, even with rotten manage-
ment. Newspaper reading is a habit,
and people hang onto the habit until
something unusual jars them out
of it.

The Tribune's danger lies in the
fact that it is now in the hands of
the third generation from Joseph Me-di- ll;

and the rule is that third genera-
tions are the end of the family in
respect to genius anyhow. The Medill
heirs have found life too soft, and
they will have to overcome the handi-
cap of having been born with silver
spoons in their mouths. That's a
mighty handicap nowadays.

I take more interest in the Chicago
morning papers, because the evening
papers are so timid in their competi-
tion that they don't amount to much.
There isn't a pronounced soul in any
of them. The American is more ag-

gressive than the others, but it has
a Hearst soul and that's useless.

The News could hold the field
against all of them if it were not so
colorless. Now and then it gives forth
some deep baritone notes, but most
of the time Lawson sings in a squeaky
falsetto or sweet soprano. But then
Lawson has fought the fight, has
grown very rich, is growing old and
has no sons. Having both wealth and
fame, there isn't much else on earth
for him to expect, hope for or fight
for. He has built up a great property,
and probably wonders what's going
to become of it when he cashes in.

The Post gets along about as well
as any man would get along trying
to ride two horses going in opposite
directions. As a Progressive organ
it will progress about as fast as the
railroads and transfer companies do,
and will strike the popular chord
about as a Grand Opera singer would
singing in a Halsted street music hall.

The Journal is about as comfort-
able as a man could be sitting on top
of a rail fence, and may go ahead
faster when it decides which side of
the fence to drop on.

However, I think all of them will
improve as newspapers as fast as the
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