
Better Join the Jew,
Frankie

Two weeks ago an ochre
hued hombre, who swivels the

swivel chair in the southwest
corner of the City Hall base-
ment, got busy with a lot of
telephone numbers and called
to his sanctum, or separating
room, a certain citizen of Min-
neapolis whose identity will be
kept a secret between the best
police chief in the U. S. and the
editors of this publication.

With arms waving like lin-
gerie on a Dakota clothes line;
with genuine self pity por-
trayed on each seam of his
genial countenance, our be-
loved chief demonstrated what
may be expected of him when
the big crash comes. “McCor-
mick and Leach are just as
much to blame for everything
as I am,” the brave little leader
of the city’s finest declaimed,
“and it isn’t fair for me to get
all this heat. Do you know
Near? Can you talk to him?”
the b. p. c. in the U. S. wailed,
and without waiting for an an-
swer he orated further, “You
go and tell McCormick that I
said he was to get this thing
fixed up and pull this paper
off me. I’ll stand for anything,
and nobody will be sorry if this
can be fixed up.”

We won’t regale the public
with the balance of the har-
angue of Brunskill, the big,
brave standpatter which Leach
either picked or had picked for
him to lead the police depart-
ment of this city. Did we say
the “big, brave standpatter?”
No, by all means no. The cow-
ardly, groveling, creeping,
weakling, crying like a spank-
ed schoolboy who wants all the
rest of the class to be spanked
too.

Misery loves company, and
Brunskill wants Leach and Mc-
Cormick in the mud while he
is in the-mire. That seems fair
to the publishers of this paper.
We are not centering an at-
tack on Brunskill to the exclu-
sion of all others, and so, to be
fair to Brunskill, and as a sort
of special favor to him, we are
putting in his confessed com-
panions to keep him company.
Hoping that Brunskill’s pleas-
ure over his mudhole compan-
ionship will not be offset by
the additional heat he will get
from them for his showing of
the yellow streak, we beg to
remain, yours very truly, the

shot and unshot editors, etc.
But Frankie, why all the

weeps and the faint heart?
Why bring the world into your
private little cesspool ? You
know McCormick, and if you

had half the courage that the
Creator gave the louse you
could have delivered your mes-
sage in person. You know
Near, and you know Guilford.
If you were afraid of the old
man you have over five hun-
dred coppers to commandeer
as a bodyguard. And Guilford
was on a hospital bed, put
there by the gunmen of your

bosom Jew, Mose Barnett,
while you conveniently stayed
in Chicago at a “Safety” con-
ference. Surely you would
dare carry a message to an in-
valid, unless your guilty con-
science made you cower and
cringe like the craven which
many members of your depart-
ment declare you to be.

Your crony Barnett didn’t
act as you do. He didn’t run
around crying for sympathy
and telling folks it was all your
fault. When the heat got too
strong he exchanged several
silver beams of prosperity for
a one-way railroad ticket. If
he didn’t leave his address
with you, you have earned the
right to get it from members
of his gang that you let out of
jail on numerous occasions.
Better join your greasy chum,
Frankie, for the big tank is go-
ing to crash through your of-
fice one of these days.

Simple—Like a Fox
A total of a half million cop-

ies of the Minnesota Leader
have been sent out over the
state (precious few of them
were scattered among the vot-
ers of Schall’s home city), since
September Ist. If Schall isn’t
trying to “frame” the G. O. P.
in this state, then he’s letting a
lot of shavings fall on the floor.

Schall doesn’t come up for
his Senatorial licking until
1930 but here we find him
working in his little political
cabinet shoß, two years, plus,
in advance of his own cam-
paign.

And bear this in mind:
Schall will be a Republican

“regular” just as long as the
Republicans are “regular”
Schallites, but let them exhibit
symptoms of choosing another
man for the position he now
holds and Schall will be any-
thing else, but.

That old boy is a politician
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first and a party man last.
And, speaking once more of
the Minnesota Leader, it is cur-
rently reported that a new
number soon off the press (and
in time to again save the mail-
ing rights) will be devoted to
Shipstead.

Schall takes the first two is-

sues of the Leader. Sure, Tom-
my is simple—like a fox.

“That freshman's neck re-

minds me of a typewriter.”
“How’s that?”
“It is under wood.”

Two to one is Schall’s fa-
vorite play—two issues devot-
ed to Schall and one sold to
Shipstead ?

Shipstead, if you notice, is
“first up” for election, but

“You had better be X-
raved,” said the doctor.

“There's no need,*' sighed

the patient. “Get. my wife;
she’s always able to see
through me.”

GRAND JURIES AND DITTO
There are grand juries, and there are grand juries. The

last one was a real grand jury. It acted. The present one is
like the scion who is labelled “Junior.” That means not so
good. There are a few mighty good folks on it—there are some
who smell bad. One petty peanut politician whose graft was
almost pitiful in its size when he was a public official, has
already shot his mouth off in several places. He is establishing
his alibi in advance for what he intends to keep from taking
place.

But George, we won’t bother you. We are aware that the
gambling sjmdicate was waiting for your body to convene be-
fore the big crap game opened again. The Yids had your di-
mensions, apparently, and we always go by the judgment of a
dog in appraising people.

We will call for a special grand jury and a special prose-
cutor within a short time, as soon as half of the staff can navi-
gate to advantage, and then we’ll show you what a real grand
jury can do. Up to the present we have been merely tapping
on the window. Very soon we shall start smashing glass.

I have been asked by two somewhat hard-boiled gentle-
men, who have prior claims, to leave Mose Barnett for therp,
as they wish to take him on his last ride. So hurry back, Mose.
You’re sitting pretty—like the traveling man whose berth was
in a wooden coach, but he had a steel coach ahead of him and
another one behind him.

Big Ed turned out to be a poor forecaster on the longevity
of the Saturday Press. Why Ed, the Press will be running when
you are editing the funny column in the Prison Mirror.

Our Court House is a wonderful institution—it is so oper-
ated that even the four faces of the town clock tell a different
story. Start to work by one of them, and then look at another
and you'll discover you are going to be two hours late for the
evening pork and beans if you don’t start back home pronto.
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