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{ARY PHAGAN'S HURDER
WAS WORK OF A NEGRO
DECLARES LEO M. FRANK

“No Man - With Comm
Sense Would Even Suspect
That I Did It,” Prisoner in
Fulton Tower Tells Attache.
“It’s a -Negro’s Crime
Through and Through.”
Aaserts His Innocence to
Turnkeys and to Fellow
Prisoners.

“ITS UP TO MR. FRANK
TO TELL THE TRUTH,”
ASSERTS JAMES CONLEY

“] Believe He'd Let ’Em Hang
Me to Get Out of It Him-
self if He Had the Chance,”
Says Negro Sweeper—Chief
Lanford" Is Pleased With
Work of Department and
Ready for the Case to Come
to Trial Immediatcly‘

“No white man killed Mary Phagan.
It's  a negro’s crime, through and
through, No ‘man with common sense
would even suspect that I did it

This declaration was made by Leo
M. ¥rank in his cell at the Tower to'a
jall attache, the attache told a repovter
for The Consttution last night. He is
also stated to have made incessant
pleas of innocence to turnkeys and
prisoners who are permitted within the
sacred confines of his cell.

No neswspaper men are allowed to see
him. He has instructed Sheriff Man-
Bum to permil no one,in his dresence
except at his request. The sheriff
is obeying the order to the letter. Even
Chlef Iantord, headquarters detectives
and Harry Scott, of the Plnkertons,
which agency is in the prisoner’s em-
ploy, are denied admission to his cell:

Coupled with the declaration Frank
is said to have made to the jall at-
tache, comes His dtatement made Fri.
day to Sherift Mangum that he knew
not who was guiity, but that the mur-
derer should hang  This was tnade
after news reached hkim of Conley's
confession, It ls sald.

Many Friends
Visit Frank.

Frank devours newspaper stories of
the Phagan Investigalion, It Is sald at
the jail.  His cell is crowded daily
with friends and relatives who bring
him ' papers. and -delicacies. - His wife
now visits him. once each day. He
talks ‘but little of the erime to anyone
beslde _his friends, and but litlle is
gained from him by the jallers and
prisoners who visit him. )

James Conley sat on a bunk in his
cell at the Tower Iast night and for an
hour freely discussed his grim cqnnec-
tion with the Mary Phagan trageds.
He was a wlilling tulker, ready an-
swerer of qguestions, and throughout
the interview he seemed to find relief
in relating the narrative of his com-
plicity in Atlantu's most hideous erime,

“I made an affldavit down to p'lice
headquarters,” he said. “It wag the
third one I made sincs ithey had me
arrested. It's the truth, though, the
whole truth, and I hope to (God that He
strikes me deuad this very Instant If it
ain’t.

“i wus intendin’ not to tell the whole
business. I was fixin' to take care of
Mr. Frank iike he (old me to in the
first place. I was golng to keep my
mouth shut and say nothin’, until gome
of those folks down at the pencil face
tory opens up and begins tryln® to
make out that I kijled ths little;gir!,
and that I'm trying to save my own
neck by fixin' it on M. Frank,
Scared Into~
Lonfession.

“"That made me wmud, It didn’t
make me any madder than it made me
scared. I just put it down that if 1
didn't come on oul with the truth,
they would get me und hang an inno.
cent nigger. I called for Mr. Deiec-
tive Black that Saturday and begins
to open up. I was afrald even then,
though, to tell the whole business/

“Pinally, the thing gat to warkin'
in my head so much that I just couldn’t
hold it any longer. [ couldn’t sleep,
and ft worried me mightily. 1 just
decided it was time for me to come
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on out with it, and I 4id. The de-
tectives and Chief [Lanford treated me
mighty fair, ana I felt a2 whole 'lot bet-
ter when 1 went up hefore them and
told the trutn, ’

“I don't think I slept hetter fn a
leng time than I slept last night. | I
knew I had told the truth, and I felt
ke a clean nigger. ‘They won't do
much with me, I don't think. Mr.
Hugh Dorsey he came a long timg ago
when ‘I first started to open up, and
told me everything was all right and

for me lo go ahead with everythlpg
1 knew.” .

This 18 the negro's first suteme}t
for publication. He was belng vigited
by his wife, a young mulatto, whila
the reporter talked with him. Ho gave
her directions regarding obtaining s
fow porsonal articles which ho would
need while {a prison.

dIt's Up
To Frank, ‘

“Mr. F‘rang. he 4id that murder, and
tie knows it the sweeper continued.
“ft's up to him now to coma out with
the truth. I done told it, and it’s hils
time. I never saw.him do it, and ho
aldn't say he did, but they aln't no
doubt that he dld do it. I he aldn't,
then why dldn't he go and gend for
the p'llce when ho. found the hody,
*stead of havin’ me help him earry it
down to the basement? That's what
1I'd Hke to know,

“Ile afn‘t got wmuch chance, Mr.
Irank ain't. He must know it, or he‘d
told the trnth along time ago. 1b'li6ve
he'd tet 'em hang me to get out of It
himself if he had the chance. He aln't
pald me nuthin® yet, like he promised
to do, and the onty thing I got out of
1t was that two dollarg he gave me In
the cigarette box."”

He was asked if he knew of the
alaple betng pulled from the door In
the bagsement.

oNaw, sir, T don't know anything
'hout thet,” he answered. "It must
'a heen done after I left, 'cause when
1 got the chance to get away from
that pluoe, X hustled.’

Al50, the reporter questioned the ne.
gro It hiy connectlon with the body’s
dlspnsa) was through fear.

“No, sir, it wasn’t exactly that, 1
dlan't get scared of Mr. Frank bnl

once, and 1 don't want to tell whal
caused me to be 'fraid then. 1 went
on ahead with the hody like he told
me to, ‘canse 1 had been drinking and
wasn't exactly in my right mind. Mr,
I'rank's looks kinder . scared me
though, ‘eause he looked just for the
world like somebody thal wag crazy,
I never saw a man look Uke he did,
and T never want to see another look
tike that again' ‘

Conley +way asked to describe in de-
tal} hls movements In helping Frank
Jower the body to the basement, as the
negro confesses.

-Affidavit
Tells Story.

“r done it just llke I say in the affl.
davit. T don't llke to talk about it or
thinlk about 1t. The affidavit telly ex.
actly the way we took her to the
basement and left her there, and eve
erything else [ know about {t. I done
told everything. ‘Fhere aln't nothin
elge for me to tell, T done come clean,
now, and -it’s Mr. Frank's time to do
the same 1hing."”

Conley gives his age ns 27, He has
been a laborer all his ilfe, TFor the
past two years he has lLeen employed
with the pencil factory. He sald Frank
had often encountered him In the plant,
and frequently stopped {o foke with
him.

“Mr, Frank, s whole lot of times,
when he'd come down the alsle where
1 wns working, 'd stop and guy me a
1Hitle Bit, and then go on ’‘bout his
business. 1 -used to laugh 8nd joke
with him some whenever I'd go In his
office, That . Saturday we moved thoe
body wasn't the first time we'd ever
come together.

“Ife’s In  bad shapt, Mr. Frank Is, and
1 kinder fce] for him, although that
wag a horrible thing he ald. If I was
him, 1'd come on out with the truth.
11’1l be about the best thing for him.
I done told it, and what I sald in that
affidavit Chief Lanford and them hava
got 1s the truth *fors God and high
Teaven. It He was to iell me this
very, minute that He was going to hit
me with a streak of lghtning if 1
didn't tell the straight of {t, I couldn’t
say a thing on earth 'cept what's In
that affidavit”

Chiet Grently Pleased,

Ohiet Lanford swing ‘round In s
swivel chair at the desk of hia offlca
{n pollce headquarters yesterday afters.
noon and faced a group of eager re-
porters who had “entered for thotr
hourly conference. There was a smile
of victory on his face, and he chuckled
inwardly ps he reached into a pigeon-
hole for the final affidavit made by
Jamer Conley, the confesséd murder ac-
cesaorY.

“f feel ke a mountain hag been
moved from my shoulders,” he told the
reporters, “1 feq) more relsved at
present than 1 have felt in my whole
caurcer.  I'm happy, to tell the truth;
happler than I ever will be. The Mary
’hagan murder fg no longer a mys-
tery, It is clearod, absolutely, and, it
my opinton Is to be considered, the
gullly man will be conhvicted within

thirty days. Weo are now ready .for
trial at any time."”

Ho held the negro's affidavit tn view,
tapped it upon his palm, and continued:
Pleased With the Work,

*This document here i a result ul
the best plece of deteptlve work per-
formed anywhere Jn the south. The
Pinkertons and the police detoctives
solved the most baffiing mystery of my
experience wheh they obtained this
atfidavit from Conley.. It's worth Ita
weight in gold, and -more too. 4
wouldn't take a milllon for {t."

Conley ‘wae transferred from poilce
headquarterg Friday afternoon to a coll
tn tha Tower, where h2 will Lo kept
until Frank's trial. ‘e s belng held
as a materlal wi* «ss, No bond cahb
be made for h' , and hoe will be Im-
prisoned {n the jall unt{l the exact mo-
ment he is called to the witness stand.

Solfeitor General Hugh ‘M. Dorsey
sAid that If the negro's story 1s true, or
that if it even smacked of truth, ho
would fndict him for having beon an
nccessory after the fact. Thae solicitor
says that he bellevex Conley can be
convicted of ohly a middemeanor,
which merits olther Imprisonment ot
ona year or a fine of $1,000.

The most dramatle phase of yester-
day's developments was the enactlon
by Conlay of his movements on tho day
of the tragedy, when he says he and
Leo Frank lowered -Mary Phagan's
corpse from the office floor of the fac-
tory building to the basement darkness
below. With Chief TLanford, Harry
Scott, other detectives and a handful of
newspaper men, the pencit plant wal
visited shortly before noon.

Gioew Through Pantomime,

The nogro's pantomime was thovough
in detall. e overlooked no part de-
pieted $n his astounding confession of
the night before. He often even 18y
down upon the floor so as to minutely
plcture the position of the victim's
hody at certain stages of itg remove’
fntp the cellar. With wavering volel,
that frequently choked slightly aw
though from Some tragic recollection
of the grim occnmrrence, ho yerbally ex-
plained his actlong on the murder day.

First, he led the detectives through
the sccond flaor to the rear and into
a small metal room in which ho says
he discovered the Hfeless form at the
directlon of his superintendent, I«
lay down flatly In an obscutre corner of
the tiny room, distorted his limba In
a erumpled heap, telling' his hearers
that such was the position tn which
the body wag found,

All workers on the second floor were
asked to leave the bullding during the
grim performance. Upstafrs, the sound
of maehinery droned monotonously;
downstairg came the sound of trafic
in Forsyth street, but on the office
story only the sounds of the negro's
volee were to be heard, with the shift-
Ing of feet as he moved from one spot
to another. The pantomime wag shot
through and through with a tenseness
that thrilled even the rated sleuths and
reporters, .

The negro told that when he en-
tered the factory Frank had told him
to go into the metul roomn, as there
was a girl lving there who had struck
her head on a plece of machinery
and had been knocked unconscious,
C‘onley savs he found the body as he
had deseribed, nne glaunce satisfying
him that she was dead.

My, Frank,” he says he ealled
the superintendent, “'this
atone dead.”

Frank ordered him to remove the
corpse, he says. He got a piece of
crocus bugging, bundled the hody into
It and started to carry It from the
tiny death chamber. Tt was ‘heavy,
he says., o stumbled and dropped hig
tragie load on the floor. He called
to ¥rank, he said, and IFrank came
to assist hiwm,

Had Legs and I'eet.

“Mr. Frank took hold of
and feet,” the negro teold, “and we
cearried her to the elevator, le
switched on the current and ran §t
down into the basement. e helped
me carry her to the gas light at the
end of the trap door. He dropped
her legs and told me to take the
body on down to the further end of
the basement.

“] dragged her away down in the
back end of the cellar and lay her
down. I found onc of her shoes and
her hat. Mr. Frank told me to throw
them in tho trash pile close to the
voller, and | aid.  We got back In
the elevator and asconded to the sec-
ond floor. Wa went Into the office.
Mr. Frank closed ail the doors and
sat down by hig desk.

“Suddenly, we heard footsteps, ‘Theve
comes Imma Clark and Zorinthia Hall!
he sald, He shoved ma into this ward-
robe (Conley indicated the small cab-
fnet In Yrank's office), and told meo
to be right still, Ie went outside and
et the two women. [ heard one of

o
lttle girl's

the legs

them gay: ‘Are you all alone,’ and
Frank answered, ‘Yes/!
“When Prank came back ho let me

out, sat back down to his desk and

I took a scat. He was turning ad
kind of colors and trembling And Wi
nervous. He took out a plece of papal
and asked we to writo thla: <Dews
mothor, a long, tall bluck nogro 4
this by hisself he told me if § wooc
lay down ho wood love me play ke
tha night watchman did this boy his.
selt.’

“] wrote §t and he told me some.
thing about his rich poople In Brook-:
Iyn. ‘Why should I hang? he aald
Kinder to himsclt. IHo gald he was g2
ing to send my writng with a lot.
ter to his mother, and that if I wat
a good boy sho would send him gome.
thing. ‘My people are rich,/ he said
‘why should I hang' That madeo twizq
he sald ‘why should I hang?

Told Mim Not to Worry.

oI told him that that. was alright
Mr, Frank, but what's, golng to be.
come of mo for helping- yoll carry
tho body down? He {oid me nol
to worry. IHe handed me a clgarelte
box and I took a smoke. Ho sald |
could kaep the bux. 'fhere wns somg
money in it, $3. I told him aboul
it, and he sald: ‘that's alrvight, you
can keep the money.' .

"He alsn handed mo a roll of $200
T took it in my hand, and In a lit
tle while he told me to let him sec
it. I gave it back and he put it 4r
hig pocket. ‘I'Il fix It with you Mon-
day, If 1 live! he told me. The $2 §:
all tha money he has glven mae. I'nr
telllng the Aruth, hecause I read fr
the newspapers that the folks at the
penetl factory swere trymg to pin the
killing on me.”

Luther Rosser Oul of Cily,

The order remnanding Conley to the
Tower lo be held as a material wit-
ness wag Issued by Judge 1. 8. Roan,
of Fulton superlor court. The negrc
rays that le will willingly remain in
jadl, and that he will co-operato with
the detectives In any manner through-
on! the fulnye.

Eitorts are still being made to con-
front the Imprisoned factory official
with the negro sweeper and his story,
Luther 7. Hosser, Frank's counse), 1s
away at present, attending to legal
matters in Clayton, bul will return
shortly., All depends upon him wheth-
er or not tho detectives wlll be able
to enter the suspect's cell.

Mr. Rossar will be prevalled upon to
give Chief Lanford and Ilarry Scott
permission {u carry  Conley  before
Frank at an early date. They aro ex-
tremely  anxious for this move, and
expect valvable results.

How Caonfesaton Wag Sceared,

Conley had beep a prisoner in
Hee station for three weeks, and was
about to he freced when Detectives
Heott and John Black ran down a cluc
upon which they based thelr succgssfu
investigation into his connection with
the crime, '

Conley steutly maintained «ll durc-
ing his imprisonment that he was un.
able t¢ write, and that ho even dld nof
know the alphabet, The sleuths had
begun to put faith in hls story, ang
were preparing to give him freedon

Pe-

when tho fortunate oclue was un
carthed.

Deteotlves Scott and SBlack wer
strolling  through uptown Saturda)
morning {wo weeks ago today. Over
hearing a conversation between tw
men, they learned that one was a col
lector for n  Jewelry concern fron

which the negro sweeper had bough
two watches. ‘T'he detectives hear
one of the men tell of possessing
sigued receipt from Conley.

The recelpt was procured, by the de
tectives, They saw Conlcy'!{ signatur
in his own hand, and, upon secarchin
his home ,discovered other evidence ¢
hig abiiity to write In papera they g
from his residence. Confronting hh
with these papers, they obtained th
admission that Conley could write.

Handwrlting Compages,

On the following Sunday he wu
forced to give specimens of hla serlp
They compared perfectly with the con
position ¢f the murder notes found f
the pencll factory bhasement. e pre
testcd, however, that he knew not}
ing of the ¢rime, and that he had not?
ing whatover to do with the writin
af the noles.

He wus Impressed with the fuct the
the comparison of his  handweritin
with the murder note script was ev
denco aufflefent to cenviet hiin of tl
murder. Then he was sent to solitar
confinement in his cell to ponder ove
the situation and probability of h
own hmpHeation, .

Last Saturday morning, at 6 o'cloc
when he awokoe and called upon ti
turnkey for his usual drink of watc
at that hour, he asked for Detcetly
Black., As soon ns Black reported fc
duty at headquavters he went to ti
negro's cell

"Mister Black,” C onley sald,
wrote them; I been tolling you a 1
dall along. I'm sorryy-but I did. M
*rank, he told me to write 'em, and
ho'll tell you the truth, he'll say 1}
aid.” )

Conley was rushed te the office
the solicitor general, where he mu
affidavit to the effect of his stateme:
to Black. Ile swore, however, that t}
notes were writton on the Iriday b
tore the- tragedy. Later he amende
this confession swith the story th
they were written on the afternoc
¢t Mary Phagan's disappearance.
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