
SCHARTENBERCT TELLS ABOUT
THE BRIBE THAT FAILED

Charles Schartenberg, Tribune em-
ploye, whom Detectives Carlin and
Flannigan of Hoyne's staff brought
back to Chicago from Macatawa
Park, Mich., to testify before the
grand jury in the Annenberg case,
has burst forth with an interesting
story of "a bribe that failed."

Carlin and Flannigan were recent-
ly arrested and taken to Michigan to
stand trial on a charge of aabducting
Schartenberg.

Now Schartenberg claims that
Pat McKenna, another officer from
Hoyne's office, came to see him while
the txtradition of Carlin and Flanni-
gan was being fought and offered
him a job at $100 a week in the
state's attorney's office.

The object of this, as explained by
Schartenberg, was to get him to--
withdraw from the prosecution of the
two officers, as withput him there
would be no complaint.

But, according to the story as it is
published in The Trib this morning,
Schartenberg spurned the "filthy"
stuff.

He told McKenna that he was get-

ting 50 a week from the Trib, that
he had worked there 16 years, and
that after four years more he would
get a pension of 25 per cent of his
salary.

Annenberg's trial has been set for
Sept. 29. In the Tri bthis morning it
says: "Mr. Annenberg is accused of
shooting Alexander Belford in resist-
ing an attack by a crowd of gamblers
upon Tribune reporters and photog-
raphers who were exposing a gam-
bling place in the Maxwell street po-

lice district. Belford received a flesh
wound."

In the first place no evidence has
been introduced so far that will bear
out Annenberg's excuse that thccar
had been attacked by a crowd . of
gamblers, and, as a matter of fact,
Belford, a young electrician, was
standing on a corner cnaiung wun
a friend whe nhe, was shot down.

Secondly, they say "reporters and
photographersJiThere was only one
reporter and one photographer. The
rest were Annenberg's men, brought
down there for the purpose of putting
out of commission any one who
might triy to interfere in the Trib's
game.

And the last sentence, "Belford re-
ceived a flesh wound." The real
truth is that young Belford hovered
between life and death at the Coun-
ty Hospital before they could remove
the bullet, which had lodged in his
kidneys after entering the body at the
lower part of the left lung.
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"How's your corn?" asked the city
man of the agriculturist.

"It ain't my corn that bothers so
much as my roomatiz," replied the
native. "

And the city man changed his
mind about going back to the land.
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"Ityou didn't take so much inter

est m horses you would be better
off," snapped Mrs. Growler. "You
have had horses on your brain all
your life." "I suppose that is how I
happened to marry a nag," retorted
Mr. Growler, his,face ambuscaded be,?
hind the sporting paper.
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