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“GRIM JUSTICE PURSUES MARY PHAGAN'S SLAYER

As Famous Murder Case Nears Trial the Public Mind Again Reverts fo the Discovery of the Crime; and Agairz.lhe Great Question Comes Up:
“What Happened in the Pencil Faclory Between Noon Safurday and 3:15 Sunday Morning?”’
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Automobile in which deteetives and newspaper man went to the scene of the murder. In the

wachine are Deteetive Starnes, Harry Seott, W, W, (Boots) Rogers and John Black,

Mary Phagan, the voung victim of a most mystifying murder,

1By Britet Craix,

There are things that happen right
before our eyves that defy the pen of
a wod to deseribe. The mind of a mas-
tor wanld fingd Hself lamentably jneom-
jetent, nnd the words of a Demosthe-
103 would hecome panle-stricken In
e attempt,

One of these was tho night  Mary
Phaszan’s hady was found. 1t was a
right dramatic as the fury of a
cucen and polgnant ag her sorrow. It
wraote the first thrilling chapter of At-
Innta’s greatest eriminul case, and it
will Hve forever in the minds of those
who knew §t,

This story is no effort at description,
because deseription is fmporsible. It is
Just a plain, ordinary story of the hap-
pvninugs that night when Newt Leo
went down tuto the hasement to wash
his hands and emerged, overcome with
fear, 1t discoverer of a crime that
put an ontire stute in mourning.

A week from tomorrow, lLeo Frank,
minaser of tho pencil factory, where
Mary Phagan’'s body was found, win
e placed on trial charged with the
murd-r af the young girl, and interest

as

In this mysterious erime agnin goes
bitek  to the night when Newt l.eo

startled police headquarters with news
of his prewsoino find,
Finding the Baiy.

Newt  was  nightwatchman in the
factory of the National Pencil company
on South Forsgth street. Ilo is o typ-
ical negra and on the afterpoon preo-
ceding his discovery, just to show how
typical he is, hie had spent tho whole
of two leisure hours allotted to him
watehing « negro play a banjo and
sing cotlon fleld songs at a patent
medicine show on Decatur street, '

It was between 3 and 3:30 a. m. that
nirht when he arose from tho desk in
the office where he had béen scribbiing
pictures of cats and dogs and ratirond
trains to while away the Jonesome
hours, and picked up his sooty lantern
to mmake a tour of the plant. The world
outside was fast nsleop, and the only
egound was the occasfonal faraway rap
of a policeman’s night stick,

The building was dark and gloomy
as n tomb and his footsteps created
uncanny sounds. Something in the
atmosphere of loneliness inspired him
to hum the anclent strain:

71 got @ gal In de white folks’ yard, !

Brinks mo butter ‘n brings me lard,
Can't help but love her, so: help me
Gawd—
Shout mourners, you l?lmll ho free!”

Newt went to the first floor where
the big watchman'y clock tioks tnees-
santly on the wall near the bottom of
the steps. 1t was the only lifellko
thing in the building, and Newt, )ike
all other nightwatehmen, felt a deep
attachment to clocks that tick-tock so
humanly through the lonely hours of
night.

‘The hands s&tood somewhere tn the
neighborhood of 3:15, showing that
his tri-nightly trip fnto the hasement
was due. It wasn't an inviting place,
thia basement, nnd Newt, as any other
typical negro would do, made it a
point not to mnke any more than the
three required trips thereinto.

Ita “Watching’ Perfuncfory,

It was his oustom to go only to the
bottom of tho ladder that ran from
tho scuttle hole, from which polnt he
surveyed what Mttle of the cellar that
could be percelved by the light of his

lantern. Very seldom did he venture
turther. 1le preferred the uppor floor,
with ity machinery and the lfellke

clack and less possibllity of ghosts
and spooks,

That night, however, he wanted to
wash his hands. © Spots of Ink hal
clung to his fingers as he had skotched
tho cats and dogs at tho office dask.
‘The superintendont had forbldden him
the use of any but the basement sink,
and It was there that ho always por-
formod his monger ablutions,

With a courage a negro manages to
muster only when he drives from lils
mind all thought ot evorything, Nawt
descended the shaky ladder. A tiny
tlamé flickered from a gas jot dircetly
beneath the acuttie hole,” but beyond
the interlor was as black as the soul
of night, . X
* Huwmming his tune so as to keep his
mind vacant of othor things, including
fear, ‘he walked tq the sink.” It wus
midway of the basement, just boyond
the furnace, The darkness ahd solftude
seomad g0 Intenso that he cotld almont
feol it,-and his steps heat upon lifs
cars with a-creepy thudding, - *

He sot-his-lantern down” beside the
sink arnd:washed his.hands,  Then he
dried. ‘thént on a newspaper. ~ As he
plcked itp 'the-lantern’ to return to the

souttlo holo it revealed somothing ovor

in the corner just behind the odgo of
the partition that ran halt the length
of the hasement,

Negro “8ecid Something.” -

It was an object that looked humﬂn
and apparontly had on a dress. Nowt
looked at it closcly, his eyos atlracted
to the spot like & bird's might be at-
tracted by tho chnarm of an adder. Tha
longer ho looked the tighter did some-
thing close itself around his stomach,
and the moroe convineingly did tho ob-
Ject assume human proportions,

It lny prone In the sawdust, and
whut appeared to ho an arin was
stretched lifeless from the shouldor.

1o suspocted it was a joke, and that
somoone had put a dummy In the base-
ment to frighten him. tio hoped it was!
But, dummy or not, it gcortainly ltooked
human—too htyman, in fact, for the un-
congenlal surroundinga.

Impelled by a comblihatlon of omo-
tions composed mostly of curlosity and
fear, Nowt strodo to the spot, TIle
picked up tho Jifeless arm. Thoe flesh
ylelded benoath his grip. It dropped
Hmply to the suwdust,

A panic no man can picture selzed
him. Ho whealed around. T'he rush of
nir blew out the flnme In his antern.
There was nothing left bul darkness,
thiok, imponetrable darkness that
shrouded even the glow of the gas jot
at the scuttio holo That and a quietude
overwhelbning,

Uttering n shriok that reachea only
the ears ot thoe doad, he sprang erect
and plunged hendlong Into the Inky
gpace ahend,

fHeadqunrtors” Suildenly Avwnkeny,

Polieo headquarters had beon dull
and sleepy, an unugual conditfon for a
Snturday night. Sorgeant 8elis, on thoe

desk, had complainetl of underwork:

and . the motoreycle men, lounging
drowslly in their chalrs, agreed. that
erimo wvasn't what {t usad to bo,

The hands of the clock pointed some-
wheére around 3:30. Boots Rogers, an
¢x-cotinty polloeman, dozed In an easy
chaip,. too contehted to go home until
brenkfapt ‘tinio. . His big touring oavr
stood at:the curh_on tio outsido,

- The roporters’ on the potlce. run for

the 'Sunday papers had all gono home
at" 2:30-—all oxcopt one, n Conatitution
man, who 1lived ncroga town and was
walting for Rogors to ride him homo
In the auto,

Pollceman Andorson answored the
tolephone that rang exactly at 3:30,
Headquartors: dozed on.. Telephone

| statrw

National Pencil Company huilding, on Forsyth street,
in Atlanta, where Mary Phagan’s body was found,

calls, even at 8:30 a. m.,, are more or
less Insignificant. ‘I'here was not even
a stir as the policoman entered the
booth, :

“ls this police station?’ came over
tho wirc in an oxcited tono.

“Yop, What's the trouble?”

“Yomobody'y killed up here 't the
penell factory on 'syth street, Hit's—"

Anderson dropped the recelver and
left 1t swinglng on tho cord, lle jumped
from the booth and called to Sells:

“Kiling up on Forsyth streot!”

"\Who s 117" nsked Solls, snreastical-
[y, as he swung a record book te
the stack above hia desk, ’

“I'm no mind-reader,” retorted An-
‘derson, diving for the door,

" 7he place becamo alive,  Rogors
awoke from his dozo and jumped to
his foet,

“Qot In my oar,” he called,
you up."

The Constitution reporter had reache
ed for a tolephono,

“Wait a socond,” ho wag asking, “Lit
‘me ca)l the office—thore ought to be
n story In thls”

“Walt liko a Hzard,” blazed Ander-
gon,  “Think weo'roe  going to murdors
.on schedulo?” C

The reporter's offlco
fled,

“I'! run

went unnoti-

Hurry-Up Run 18 Factory,

At a 40-milo elip Rogors whirled tho
policomen up Doentur stroet toward
I"ive Points. . At Deooatur and Pryor
Rorgoants Dobbs and HBrown wero on-
counterod. 'Thoy jumped into tho ma-
chine at Anderson’s cnll, -
racing domon gone mad, the big car
snorted through the uptown district
and turned down Iorsyth at Marletta
streot. < ’

the pencil " factory bullding stands
almost midway. ot the block botween
Alabama and Hunter streots, 1t 18
four storles high and jooms far ahove
its nelghboring structures.. Tharo ls
somothing in Its black and glooniy ns-
pect that Is, itsolf, siggestive of Lrag-
edy. A weo light from n gas jot
on the second flood, flickered feebly
ike a Beacon of lost hope.

The machine rolled alongside tho
curb nnd stoppod with .p roar, = Its
occupants dlambered out.  There were
no lghts on- the first tloor, and the
intorior ‘looked as lifeless ay tho body
Netet Leo- had :discovgred ‘in the- cqls

Not knowing tvhat 1o expeet,

lar,
but in preparation for anythlng, the
policomea drow thelr pistols, -
Anderson knocked at the door. No
answer cameo. A suggestion wag made
to break through the glask, whon there
was a commotion in thé vieinity of the

Idke. o '

ay, down- \_vhlol_l'ncama‘,ia atroak,

of light—the lantern In the negro's
"hands ns he senmpored down tho steps
[from the offico to which he had fled
[in fefr,
I The newcomors rushed
opened thoe door. ‘I'heir  presonce
scemed Lo Inapire courage. Iilis teeth
chattered and the lantern trembled in
his flngers.

Lee Gind to Sce Offleers,
' "Lord!" ho oxelaimed, “I'm gilnd you
come. It's a Kirl, dead, down thero.”
'He Indicated the senttle holo to the
basement with a quivering fingor.

Tho reporter was nearest ft. Some
news instinct that makos the newspa-
ver: ma ntho luckiest of professtonals!
wuided him frst Into the black and
yawning openlug, Rogers followod.‘
Bafore tho ehivering negro could chat-
ter another - word, the entire party
iad scrambled into the cellar, Loe
was the last to entor,

Welrd shadows danced on the walls
from the dim glow of tha lone Jet.
Rogers and the reporter forged thelr
way through the darkness. Bwinglng
his Iantorn, Newt wns coming behind,
Suddenly, ho warned:

“Look out, white folks—you'll step
on "

ile took the load, Someone’ slipped
and fell In the troncherous sawdust
that gave 'way boneath the feet., "The
crunch, crunch of feet wore tho only
scunds,. The odor of pencfl wood and
lead - pervaded  the placo  almost
stitingty, Its smell will forever bring
tragic recolloction, s a .

When the lantern’s rava fell npon
the form that lay rigid and mytilated
in the racess, the knot of men wore
too startled to move, Tho Intense
durkness and sight of {he spectacle
strueck them momentarily powerless. It
wng a scono that a ‘wholesome inind
can attribute to ounly the stagae-man-
agoership of Satan, 2 o

Tho body lay on ita faco.- The long
tangles of brown halr 'that straggled
over the sawdust told that the gin
was white and the dress that reachad
only to the knees, that she wns a
chlld, A jnggod gash tn tho skull be-
spoke murder. Rigor-mortis had get

in as he

in  Death had resulled hours ago.
. ‘Sorgeant Dobbs was the ‘first -
sponk: . \

& - v
j?‘h\nd,th!s in n olvilized countryi”
«.Ordtory will .play a dominant part
in"tho Phagan sase, and 1t will be orn-
tory of a mastorful kind, but that sim-
plo littlo sontonco, spoken by the po-
Heoman as he stood over tho lifeless
form in tho bascment darknoss, will
stand, unquestioned, the most cloquent
and damning, .

. .Tho mystorlous murdor notes, that

went unsolved for weeks, were found,
side by side, within a foot of the body,
Susplcion, as Is always the case with
the police mind, was promptly directed
to tho negro. Someono flutly accured
him. He was too astonistied to reply.
At length he stammered:

“Good God, bogs! 1o you think I'd
a0 @ thing Hke that?"

As ho pointed a tremulous fingor at
the corpse, and all eyves were turned
upon it, It was hard to concelve that
any human could have done it. But it
had been done. No one was dreaming.
The body Iny before them, ghastly
proof of a flend’s work, There wore
no baboons or monsters In metropoli-
tan Atlanta. Someonc was gullty—
scmeone human, *

5o they put the handeuffs on Newt,
the AQlscoverer.

To fully convince thomsolves that
the negro was gullty, the pollcemen
made him go through a pantomime of
his dlscovery, It would have drlven
Belnsco's  greatest achlevement to
shamo. There, In a solitude of the
grave, with the basement for n stage
and the policemen's eclectric torches
for lght, the negro enacted a drama
over the body of a slaughtored child
that would strike terror to the heart
of an audience,

“Lhird Degree” for Negro,

With a composure that comos from
the reactlion of panie, ho clonched the
lantern In his manncled hands and
went graphleally through every detafl
of his actions. 1t was, in itgolf, a
third-degreo that would have extracted
confession from the hardest-hearted of
murderers Nowt Lee manifested his
innocence {n an eloquence far greater
than speech when ho pantomimed his
discovery .

But the pollee weren't oonvinced.
They sent him to headquartors to sat-
fsfy a public that demands tmmediate
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yarrests In such cases,

With an arrest made, two substan-
‘“tial  clues obtalned In  the murder
Inoles. and a search being ecarried on
for more, it became necessary to iden-
|Uf.v the victhm. Rogers drove in his
car for Miss Grace liicks, a rolativa
‘who lives at 100 Mcidonough road,
and who is an employeo of the pencil
factory.

The body sifll lay $n the position in
which it was discovered, when she en-
tered the baroment, sleepy-eved and
drowsy from the sleep from which she
had been aroured. With a single
glance at the upturned face, scarred
and purple and swollen, sho uttered a
cry that plerced the bullding, and
swooned into the arms of her kinsman.

“It's Mary Phagan!™ she walled. “My
God, who killed her?”

Sobbingly, sho told th pollcemen of
hor attachment to the girl whose body
lay stretched before her, They had
worked side by side at th same ma-
,chine. For xox\r. thoy had been in-
Iseparable chms. Mary was the swaet-
|cst glrl fn the factory and the pret-
tiest,
| It seemed a crime of Fate that she,
l'of all others, should ba called to iden-
‘tify the corpse of her fricnd.

She resistod heing led away, beg-
ging to stay besido the body. The un-
dertakers camo and wrapped it In a
tarpaulin and carried it away. A news.
paper photographer camoe and mnde a
flashlight of tho =spot. Dictectives
arrived and took charge of the sceneo
with characteristle officiousness. Then
‘came the Inevitable mob of the curl-
ous,

Daybrenk mounted ovor
scrapers and streaked the sky with
purple, Tho clty beman to awaken.
I,683 than an hour passed, and the
night Mary Phagan's body was found
retreated before the brillinnce of a
Sabbath gun.

the sky-.



