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Campbell Told by Mrs. White
Of Negro Lurking in Factory

Wade Campbell, an inspector for
the Natlonal Pencil factory and
brother to Mys. J. A. White, who de-
clares she saw a negro lurking be-
hind somo barrels on the second floor
the day of the murder, was called to
the stand following the office boy.

The young man came Iin and took
hla seat, bowing cordinlly to Leo
Frank ns he did so. Frank returned
the salutation with a plensant smile,
Campbell nade the first witness to
speak to tho defendant in tho court.
room.

“How long have you
the Natlonal Pencll company?”
Arnold first asked,

“About a yecar and a half,’ he re-
plied.

“Is Mrs, J. A, White your sister?”

“your

“Did you talk to her on the Monday
afternoon ftollowing the murder?”

“1 Qi

“rell us what she sajd."”

“Wel), 1 don't remember hor exact
words, bhut ghe told me that as she
went into the factory about 12 o'clock
Saturday she eaw o negro near the
clevator shaft on the first floor”
26"\\'&:-0 you at the factory on April

™

“Yes, T got there about 9:30."

“IMd you sce IMrank?’

"Yes."” .

Kuew Mury pPhagan.

“Did you know Mnry Phagan?

“Yes"

“DId you know her by sight or dld
you know who sho was by namo
only?”

“I knew her, knew her name and
knew her face.

“DIld you ever see her talk to Prank
and do you know if ho knew her?"

“I've never scen thom talking to-
gethor In my life; as to swhether op
net they krew each other T can't say.”

“You went to see your sister about

worked for
Mr,

what she saw,that Saturday in the -

mutory?" asked Mr. Dorsoy.
“Yas.”

“Who gent you?"

“Mr. Darley.”

“Oh, yes, nnd thon you reported to
My, Darley?"

“Yes,"” ]

“DId sho tell you she gaw the negro
as sho went in the factory?”

“yont

“What dld she say lmpponod as sho
came out?”

"She snld she heard low volees, hut
could not tell from where they came.”

“DId your sistor say she saw a mnn
as she was coming out?"

“No, air."

“Could Not Recognize Signnture,

Mr, Dorsey then showed Camphell a
stntoment purported to he the one the
witness had made to lim .hefere B, 8.
Smith, and asked him If that was his
signalure on it. Campbell swore that
ha did not Know whether It was, or
not.

“Didn't you have Mr. Smith make
saveral changes in the affidavit before
you‘ tlnnlly slgnod 1t7”

wye

"wou didn't you algn your name
right hore? Ign't this your slgnature?”

“l signed my namo to an affldavit
In your office, but I don't know
whether that's tho one or not, 1t looks
Jike fit, lhounh." he finally admitted,

“That's all,” sala Mr. Dorsoy. '

“Why dld you go to Mr, Dorsoy's
offico?" asked Mr. Arnold, agalu tnking
up the questioning. .

; "He wanted me theret't

“Did he mlbpoelm you?"'

“Yes, sir"

“And you thought you hnd to mo,
4a1a yon?"

“Yes, sir’!

“Oh, well, T'IY admit just Lo stop the
argument that 1 sent for this young
man and he came to my office,” lntm‘
rupted Mr, Dorsoy,

“Well, yoyr honor, that isn't lho
thing.” retorted Mr. Arnold, 1 want
to show by this witness an entlrely

new method of legal procedure that
Mr. Dorsey has adopted. If he can
force witnesaes to come tv his office,
why can't 1 or any other lawyer do
the same thing?"

“You thought you had teo go, dld
you?" he exclulmed, turning to the
witness. “Well, it was simply a form
of unlawful imprisonment while he
kopt you in his office undor those con-
ditions,”

Admiis Correctnesn of Atfidnvit,

Mr. Arnold then took the affldavit
und declared that it amounted to some
22 pages of typewriting. e went
through many of the questions and an-
swera with the witness who declared
that they wore as he had answered
them.

“Do you know Jim Conley?" he next
avked,

"Yeun."

“Did you see him rending newspapers
in the factory on a day or so after the
tragedy?”

“Yen. .

“"How ofton?”

“About twlece,”

“Well, Mr. Campbell, did you gec the

spota of blood, or whatever it was,
on the metal room floor?"

"“Yes, 1 glanced at them."”

“Had the floor been cleaped up

while you wore thero?”

“No, 1 never heard of that floor be-
ing scoured ‘or cleancd,”

“Where dld Conley sit when he read
the papers after the mrder?* asked
Me. Dorsey on cross-examination,

“Near the elovator on tho second
floor.” .

“During work hours?”

llYeB'll

“Did he read papers anywhere else?
"“The other tima he was in.the rear
of the bullding.”

"Did you tell the officors about sece
ing him reading papers?” .

N‘\'o‘”

Kncw Conley Could Write.
"I\)Id you know Conley could weita?”®
“Yas.

."lqverybody knew It, didn't they?"

“Nou
“Did Frank know It7"

“Not that I know of.”

“DId you ever seo the negro write?"
“Yeos, I've scen him writing with a
pen and ink in the box room.”

“DId you tell Darley all your aister
had sald?" v

"Yey."

“Tell Denham?"

"NO."

“DId you see the dlood spoils in the
factory?".

T 8sny
room.”
“Had you
ofton:”

“Yes." .
“You know. that these spots were
bloml"" . -

*No,

“\\'nll. didn't you fook at them care-
fully?'

“Noi not much.”

“well, do you mean to tefl me that
you know, as you did, that a murder
had heon committed ahd then you
snw Wwhat everybody sald was blood on
the floor and you took only a casual
glanco at it and did not stop long
onough to examine It 8o you could tell
what it looked lke?"

.Mr. Rossor asked that this question
be - ruled out and Attornoy Hooper
made , the om Ahat it was necessury
1o gliow tho nm of conduet of .the wit-
ness and that thoe state was notl trying
| to" prove by lhls that the spots were
roally. blood. - Judge Roan allowed the
 question. .

Campbell doclared that he had not
takon moro than.a  casunal glance at
the spots and could not describa tham,

“DId you ever see anyth'ng else on
the floor in the metal room that look-
ed liko thoso snota?" asked Mr, Dor.
sey,

"Yeg, hut I nover pald any partiou-
lar attontion to tivem,” rveplied Camp-
bell.

116 was then oxcused and court ad-
Journed for lunch,

gomo  spots In the metal

seon  apots  like them
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