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At-the top is a sketch made by Hender-
son from the last photograph taken of little -
Mary Phagan, the 14-year-old girl of trage-
dy. Below is a photograph of her mother
and step-father, Mr. and Mrs. J. W. Cole-
man, and her sister, Miss Ollie Phagan.

The

other picture was taken at the funeral.
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This is not the story of Mary Pha-,
gan. It is a story about the story of |
Mary Phagan.

Al

Phagan that can be learned has becn

of the story of Httle Mary ’
told sinmly.:uul without further sen- -
satfon than the facts themselves uf-'f
‘forded in the columnsg of The Atlanta
Constitution from the time of this
vaper's exclusive story of the grew-
some discovery of the girl's hody last
sunday moraning. 1t is, therefore, not
for this story to shed fight on the
case, but merely to point out and dis-
cuss 4 few of the extraordinary phases
of the most extraordinary cage that
has ever shocked a city.
The story of the death of Mary
Phagan is the most improbable chain
of events that has ever occurived with-
in the lifetime of Atlanta. And these
cvents hive gripped and stirred the
people of. Atlanta as nothing that has
cyver happened hefore.
from the which

Asglde mystery

thronded the slaver of the sy, U)cl

thing which has held the sympathies
of a whole c¢ity, as if Mary Phagan

weare the daughter of each person, is

the youth and innocence of the little
girl She was just a ittle girl, When
gaid about

been Mary

All tes-

that has
Phagan, all has been said.
timony that has been brought ou_t
shows that she was all in simplicity, !
gullelessness and purity that is im-

plied in that slmple statement.

There have been other cases—re-

cent cases—which have interested the

public and appealed more or less to

* their sympathies, but the principals

{n the cases were as different as the

world Is wide. In the other cases:

there was matarity and experience, |

worldly wisdom and pasts that came |
|

home to roost. In ull the interest and

sympathy there was a subcurrent that 1

ran chill and repellant. in past cafes,
could all the tears blot out one \\'or(li
of the sordid tales of iilicit loves and
Could “leopard

intrigues? the

skins” change their spots?

No, Lady Macbeth,
No Spotted Hand.

But in the story of Mary Phagan
there were no words or sentences
“through which she or any one would
have cared to have traced a killing

jine. There were no stains from a

spotted pnsi to shriek thelr shame to

. the world. There was no Lady Maec-

<peth in the past.of Mary Phagan to

wander through the halls of her con-
science and scrub with frenzy at the
tiniest speck of wrongdoing upon her
white hands!

Mary Phagan’'s life was oné of such
beauty purity that when the
world knew of her her memory in-

and

stantly became the fondled child in
the heart of -overy parent and the
playmate of every little girl in the
city.

There was also the impenetrable
mystery of it all. The haunting of a
score of horrible sccrets that perse-
cuted and compelled the mind to more
than mere idle curiosity.

It seem. utterly heyond the Lounds
of reason that a person with a thou-
sand friends could In the twmklingi

of an eye drop from the face of the‘

earth—vanish into ‘thin air in the’
heart of a cily of 200,000 souls! -

A Life Vanishes
nlto Air,

Yet from the moment that a street
car motorman saw little Mary Phagan
wnlkingldowu Hunter street toward
the National Pencil. factory at uoon’
Memorial day theye was ﬁothing to
indicate that of all the hosts of
friends who knew her a single one
ever lald eyes on her with the blood
of iife in her veins. Phere camé
thoses—scores of - them—who asid, *1
saw Mary Phngn'n here at such and
such a time,” and, “I saw the gir] at
the other place at this Hour” but
never a man of them all in the final

test vhcould prove’ that “it was Mary
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Phagan whom I saw!”

Do you think t&:at you, who are
reading this, could iv_alk on any street
in the heart of the city ‘under the
light of the sun for any considerable
length of tifie—for ag much as an
honur—without meeting and speaking
to some frlend or acquaintance?

Yet this marvel apparently hap-

pened in the l}'enrt of Atlantal: It was’

as If you youfselt had: watched Mary

v

- ."Could you walk

:‘::Si't_iel‘tig‘hi_s' “and Shadows ‘on a Mystery

for hours in the heart of

. Atlanta without seeing a person you know? ~
- What did Atlanta detectives do to keep
~murderer from “planting”-evidence against

suspects?

Are all the men who

have been held as

, suspects marked men for the rest of their
lives as the result of a caprice of circum-

stance?

the factory {\'ere allowed to enter the’
bullding. T )

As a matter of fact what defeclive
was watching l.co I\I; Frank’s home
to sce that no one entered it and
stole a monogram handkerchief, say,
stalned it with blood and placed it in
the basement of {he building,. where
the glﬂ's body wus. found? What did"
the detectives do to keep the real
murderers from ‘planting evidence
against those under sué.plcion?

-And, do -you think it was possible
for the letter which purported to have
been dropped by Mary Phagan on tha
street car in which she came into
the clty Snturddy at noon to have lzin
undiscovered in that street car until
Wednesday when it was first discov-
ered—four days after she was last on
the car? “
Who Planted '

The Evidence?

I8 there in your mind, reader, a ques-
tion as to whether there was some.one
at large who was very, very busy whue
Nowt Lee, Leo Frank, Arthur, Mulli-
nax and J.:M. Gantt languished in

Jadl?

Again—the mystery!

Who had been “planting’ the
evidence?

And why?

And what about Newt Lee, Frank,
Mullinex and Gantt? Are these
marked- men for the remainder of
iheh‘ lives? Will they go through life
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Phagan when ‘she stepped off the car
and walked for. half ‘a black down
Hun:ler _street; xillb -then, maybe. you
unconsclously blinked ‘your eyes for
the minutest fraction of a’second, and-
when you opéng:d'fthem ug_:ilu:—%Mnryl
Phagan wais- ot therel . It wai. as it
some invisible master of the black arts
had whispered 8 magle word;' and—,
Presto! "In the act of taking u.step

rested_ a bloody. shirt

Mary Phagan wus=gbne——ns utteyly
\'nn‘lshed as the snows of yestéryear!
Notes Written
By a Light,’
That they"wero writtep by a light
is beyond all, question. Bach line of
the notes follows accurately the ruling
of the paper upon whlch'u{ey were
written. Could this have been accom-
plished in thg darkness of the remote
corner where her body was found?
Where then could they  have been
\grltteu?v - E IEER
"On'e note ét}ys,“‘lle ‘f)filshed ,dbwu
this hole: At:the bottom -of. “this

hole” is ‘the ‘only Mght-intho ‘base:

mént—a :sln_glp' :élclily',:lgt}‘s"jeit.
© Two _days aftes
e S it A g

as -foun

fter. N:q.\)"t . ngé Swagiar

his. home. Why did the detectives
wait .two days after Newt Lee was
arrested before they searched bis
home for evidence? And who was
watching his home’ in the meantime
to see that evidence was not
“planted?” : '

Three days after the murder the
register of “the _ watchman’s - time
clack showed _threg discrepancies of
an hour each. Poisibly t,lyé clock was

registered correctly: Sunday. Who was

watching ‘to see that it was “no
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always with a finger pointing at theﬁ\
and some one saying “There is the
man who was wmixed up in !hnigmix;‘-l
der?” . Are they victims of ciroum:
stance? Has a caprice of chancs '
placed a brand upon them for life?’ '
- At this minute I glance out m; win-
;(10‘.\5 Out of the ddrkmlzs:?'loox.ns the
building of the National Pencil com-:
;ﬁany, and from a window in the (c_)p ’
|story- shines dimly one. wee ,,}_it(l—:o‘"
light. Except for this there is’;xot_hiiig'v
! but .'qél'l{:heés, _gloom, great haunting

| s!la(l_opijs ‘and mystery.




