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nal’s brand of “journalism.”

The Tribune breaks down
when it declares in its head-
lines that the Grand Jury ac-
tion followed a long hunt. Who
did the hunting and what were
they hunting for and who?
The police hunted —unlighted
tail lights on rattling flivvers
but not for the gunmen who
assaulted Samuel Shapiro and
threw acid over his stock of
goods. No fault of the rank
and fiIe—THEY OBEY OR-
DERS. That’s what they are
in uniform for!

It is rather remarkable that
though the police “hunted
long” for these birds that it
didn’t “find” them UNTIL
THE SATURDAY PRESS
PUBLISHED THE STORY OF
SHAPIRO’S BRUTAL AS-
SAULT AND CALLED THE
GRAND JURY’S ATTENTION
TO IT!

True, the police did permit
Shapiro to view these miscre-
ants after they had been aiv

rested BY THE SHERIFF’S
OFFICE for shooting Mr. Guil-
ford, BUT THE POLICE DE-

PARTMENT MADE NO DE-
MAND ON THE GRAND
JURY THAT THE MEN THEY
HAD BEEN “HUNTING” FOR
BE INDICTED—not at all. If
the Saturday Press had not
urged that indictment, had not

demanded it, IT WOULD NOT
HAVE BEEN RETURNED!
The Tribune grovels at the feet
of Chief Brunskill as though
that worthy were a god, when
in fact he’s a joke. He couldn’t
trail a circus caliopse through
the streets of a country village
and find the steam organ.

“The names of the men are
being withheld until the ar-
rests are made,” declares the
Tribune when its sister, the
Journal, boldly announces in
its edition of the same day and
of almost the same hour, the
names of all four of the men
indicted. Was the Tribune
afraid to tell ITS readers that
Mose Barnett, gunman, gang-
ster, had been indicted ? Didn’t
it have lhe same facilities for
learning the facts as the Jour-
nal ? Was its man asleep at the
switchboard while the names
of these scullions were being
phone&in by the Journal re-
porter?

And again: . . Two of the
men named in the indictment
already are in the COUNTY
JAIL, held on another charge.”
But why, stop there, friend
Trib ? Why not tell your read*

ers that the two gunmen, CRO-
NIES OF MOE BARNETT, are
held in the COUNTY jail—-
(not in the CITY bastile)—ar-
rested by Earle Brown, sheriff
of Hennepin County (not by
Frank Brunskill, Chief of Po-
lice of this gang-ridden city)
and charged with first degree
assault upon Howard A. Guil-
ford, one of the editors of this
paper?

Do you who read these lines
wonder that we have a virtual
reign of terror in this city when
the two most influential daily
papers distort FACTS, seek to
protect the NAMES of gunmen,
thugs, killers, gangsters, by
omitting either their names or
by giving the wrong location
and classification to their
“business” ?

And, then, the hirelings of
these grossly unfair sheets,
these simpering sisters of an
intellectual debauch, charge
me with being “unethical” and
“unjournalistic!” Thanks for
the compliment, boys. I assure
you that I appreciate your
scorn far more than I would
your flattery.

Now friends, here are the
FACTS as to those indictments.

Mose Barnett, the “soft
drink parlor” operator, was in-
dicted for assault in the first
degree, as were the others,
Philip Moses, Hary Jaffa and
Paul Gottleib.

The indictments were known
to both these precious daily pa-
pers for “The Journal was in-
formed last night” and the
Tribune must have been in-
formed at the same time. If
they knew the indictments had
been returned, then it follows
as a matter of course, that they
knew the degree of the indict-
ments and knowing they
pushed old Ananias aside and
beat him at his own game,
hands down!

I am not a journalist, thank
the glorious gods, and if the
day ever comes when I MUST
prostitute MY small ability, I
will don my scarlet derby and
declare my profession to the
world.

Night watchman—Let me in
or I'll break down the door!

Stewed one banging on
piano—Go to hell. Thatsh the
wrong knock to get into these
f'ternity rooms.

Mary—Why, I thought you
were going to give Bob’s pin
back to him, and here you are
still' wearing it.

Marion*—l was going to, but
he asked me for it first.
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Tender Frank!
BRUNSKILL TURNS

DOWN “HARDBOILED”
APPLICANT FOR BEAT
A man who bragged

about being “hardboiled,”
is not one of 80 special po-
lice officers who went to

work today.
More than 100 men

lined up in response to the
civil service call for tem-
porary officers, and Chief
of Police Frank W. Brun-
skill sorted them out. He
picked them for height as
weH as appearance. Reg-
ular policemen must be at
least 5 feet 10 inches tall.

As one man came up,

Chief Brunskill remarked:
“You’re not 5 feet 10, are
you?”

“No,” the man said,
“but I’m hard boiled.”

“Well, that lets you out
too,” the chief said. “We
don’t put men on the force
because they’re hard.”

—Minneapolis Journal, Oct. 16.

Friends, don’t Laugh, Frank-
ie meant it and the reporters
made him say it just “as is” or
as nearly as they could remem-
ber how he would like to have
said it—if he cduld. Of course
nothing of the kind ever hap-
pened but “the best chief of
police Minneapolis ever had”
simply HAD to have a little
more publicity. It would never
do to let the ex-beerwagon
driver pine away for lack of
gab! And, to show our will-
ingness to assist in the laud-
able project, we call attention
to some more “publicity” for
the chief which we present in
another column. There will be
more to come. It pays to ad-
vertise and Frankie is sure due
for some advertising.

JustPhuimy
“Mandy, put some ashes on

your -sidewalk, ’cause yo’
daughter sho’ am slipping.”

“I’ve no kick coming,” said
the drunk as he slid off over
the horse’s neck.

He was newly arrived in this
country and was none too fa-
miliar with the use of the tele-
phone. So he took the receiver
and demanded:

“Aye vant to talk to my
wife.”

Central’s voice came back

P-oge Three

. sweetly: “Number, please?”
“Oh,” he replied, perfectly

willing to help out, “he bane
my second vun.”

Sam—Hell, Bill, been hunt-
in’?

Bill—Yes.
Sam—Shoot anything?
Bill—Shot my dog.

• Sam—Was he mad?
Bill—Well, he didn’t act any

too darn pleased.

Drowning Man—Ul? —blub
—elp—lub—ublugs.

Drowsy Bystander You
said a mouthful, brother.

It is human nature that some
are hewers of wood and some
drawers of dividends.

Senior—How do you like my
room, as a whole ?

Freshman—As a hole it’s
fine, as a room —not so good.

Old Gentleman Yes, my
boy, when I was your. age. I
could run 100 yards in ten sec-
onds.

Skeptical Youth—What did
they use to time you with in
those days, sun-dials?

“That’s the bunk,” shrieked
the chambermaid as the fold-
ing cot fell on her frame.

Patient’s is it.
Doctor ? Anythong conta-
gious ?

no, just a bad
case of Scotch.

Prof. Where did Lincoln
get his knowledge of human
nature ?

Bright Stude—Following a
mule.

It’s the first step that counts
especially in an elevator

shaft.

Father (at dinner) Son,
what part of the chicken do
you like, now?

College Son (off guard)—
The neck, of course.

Mother—How did you lose
your teeth, son ?

Son—Shifting gears on a
lolypop.
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