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Mother and Daughter in Tears
As Clothing of Mary Phagan

Is Exhibited

Solicitor Dorsey stood before Detec-
tiva Starnes at the witness box yese
terday afternoon and held to view a
lavender frock with a bit of pink rib-
bon at each shoulder. In the hand
that was lowered at his slde he held a

wee slipper.

“Do you recognize this dress?” he
put to the witness.

“1 do."

“To whom did it helong?’

“To Mary Phagan, the glirl who was
killed in the Nattonal Pencif factory.”
Mother nnd Daughter Sob.

A moist-oyed woman, gray beginning
to fleck her halr and bhetray her
tifty years looked padly upon the ar-
ticles in the solicitor's hands. Her
danghter beside her strove bravely to
check her tears, but bowed her head
in a sobbing fit she could not restrain.

They wore Mrs. J. W. Ceoleman,
Mary Phagan's mother, and Mary'a
sister, Ollle. Ollfe could not remain
in the courtroom and her mother low-
ered her head In tears as the lawyer
dlsplayed, plece by piece, every article
of the slain chiid's garments.

The solicitod held each bit of the
girl's apparel in view of the ontire
courtroom for {dentificatin from the
witncss, As Starnces would algnify
that ke recagunized the articles belore
him the solicitor would say:

“This is such and such an article
fdentified as having been worn by
Mary Phagan on the day of her death,
Is it admissible ay evidence.”

Counsel for the defens¢ would group
thelr headgs togother nt thelr table,
nod consent, and - Judgq-Roan, upon
the bench, would gay:

“Admitted as evidence.”

it was a cruel proceeding, no doubt
thought the mother and slater, but one
marle necessary by law. Many of the
pleces they recognized, recalling with
a tear the days they worked with
thread and needle to fit Mary In the
;rcst thelr talents and home could at-
Orid.

Proud of ¥er Work,

And Mary, herself, had been a com-
petent seamstress, She had always
been making something apd, whethor
it was do)l clolhing oOF her. own
dresses, she was always proud of it.

‘There the lawydr held in his hand
the pink frock which had gladdencd
the little girl's heart and -which she
had intended wearing to Mariotta the
next Monday, He had one of her
shucg-——the palr she, horself, had se-
lected and contributéd a dollar of her
wages toward the purchase--and was

in  Courtroom

walting to display when the dresu was
admitted.

Mrs, Coleman wag crylug soltly—
what mother, who had loast a loving
daughter conld have held back hor
tears! It was the first time shs had
ecver been In  a courtroom--she had
always striven to avoid them.

People stared at them all tho while
Tho mother and daughter sat coaspio-
uously, as the only scats they could
find were two selected for them on
the rostriiy,  Lvervwhere they looied
eyes would be focussed upon them,

But, even the gaze of the morbid—
the uensation-sceking court auditor
whom you will find at every tragedy—
melted into a warming look of sympa-
thy as his oyes met those of the sor-
rowing mothor and sister.

Garhed 1n Black,

They were garbed In black—black
from head to foot with no relief,
Heavy, dark vei's fell over thoir faces,
and they lifted them only to dab a
handkerchiet to filling eyes, Mrs.
Coleman has sald to reporters—and 80
has Ollie—that they would not be at

Iths trial weore thoy not subpoenacd as
witnesses. It is ns hard for them to
bear as the tragedy itself, for every
phase of the procecedings brings mems
}ory of that bleak and unforgettablo
‘day when the little girl next door ran
jover at daybreak and said to tho
homo-folks of Marys:

“Of, Mrs. Coleman—Mary's beon kiil-
ied at the penci) factory) )

Monday morning Mrs. Coléman was
the first witness called to tho atand.
She walked weakly and had to bo ns-
gisted fnlo thoe box. She whispered
replics and choked back thg catches
in her throat... When tho solicitor
hold the ‘¢lothing of“Mdry bheforo hep
eyes, asked her if they had been worn
by tho child, she trled to answer.

Dreaks Down in Tears,

A sob was In her throat and a tear
welled into her oye. 8he drew the
nandkerchief to her face ‘and broke
into  weeping, - ‘The  solicitor, as
though his task wera fully as dis-
tastoful as it looked, dropped the ar-
ments to his table and hegan now
questlons. .

Even Attorney Rossor, whose ¢ross.
questioning s feared by tho strongest
witnesses, put -his questions to the
sobbing mother In a tone In which his
sympathy was most evident, Hoe asked
barely a half dozen questions, then
sald:

“You may come down, Mrs. Cole-
man,” without giving ‘the’, state a
chance for examination In’ rebuttal,
knowing that oven such a relentless
thing as the stato would not wish to
further persecuto the boreaved paront,
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