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			April 26, 1913

			That morning, thirteen-year-old Mary Phagan, after eating a breakfast of cabbage and wheat biscuits, devoted herself to getting dressed. First, she donned stockings and garters, then a store-bought violet dress and gunmetal-gray pumps. Two bows in her auburn hair and a blue straw hat adorned with dried red flowers atop her head completed the outfit. Mary wanted to look nice, for Saturday, April 26, 1913, marked a special occasion—Confederate Memorial Day. Around 11:45, with a silvery mesh purse and an umbrella (the skies were misting rain) in her hands, she boarded the English Avenue trolley headed to downtown Atlanta, where the annual parade would soon begin.

			Well turned out or not, Mary would have been one of the prettiest girls in any crowd. Eyes blue as cornflowers, cheeks high-boned and rosy, smile beguiling as honeysuckle, figure busty (later, everyone acknowledged that “she was exceedingly well-developed for her age”), she had undoubtedly already tortured many a boy. There was simply something about her—a tilt to the chin, a dare in the gaze—that projected those flirtatious wiles that Southern girls often employ to devastating effect.

			As her correspondence with her country cousin and friend Myrtle Barmore illustrates, Mary could be a handful. On December 30, 1912, she wrote:

			
				Well, Myrt I don’t know what to think of you for not coming [to lunch on Christmas day]. I think that was a poor excuse. When I come up there I’ll give you what you need. Me and Ollie [her sister] & Mama & Charles & Joshua [her brothers] went out at Uncle Jack Thurs. and taken dinner. “But gee” how we did eat. Had fresh “hog.” I don’t know when I can get to come. Mama is getting where she will not let me go anywhere. “But gee” I am going to save my money and go West. Gee I will have some time…When I come there, we will have some time “kid.”

			

			Yet despite her beauty and airy hopes (many inspired by the movies, which she attended frequently and followed in such magazines as Photo Lore), Mary Phagan was unlikely to escape drab and impoverished environs. She lived in Atlanta’s Bellwood section, no one’s vision of a beautiful wood. Northwest of downtown, the neighborhood was bordered on one side by the Exposition Cotton Mill and its adjacent factory-owned village, Happy Hollow, on another by the clanging sheds of the Atlantic Steel Mill and on a third by an expanse of crookedly carpentered “nigger shacks.” In homage to its bare-knuckled ward politics, the community was called “the bloody fifth.”

			Like most Bellwood people, Mary was a hillbilly. Her father, a farmer named William Joshua Phagan, had died of the measles in 1899 a few months before her birth in Alabama. Around 1900, Mary’s widowed mother, Fannie, carried the children back to the family’s ancestral home near Marietta in Cobb County, twenty miles northwest of Atlanta.

			At one time, Phagan had been a fine name around Marietta. During the 1890s, the patriarch—William Jackson—had stood in the traces behind his own mules on his own land snug against the Blue Ridge mountains that rim Cobb County. But the old man had accompanied his son to Alabama, and after the boy’s death, there he remained. When Fannie Phagan and her brood returned to Georgia, they moved in with her people, the Bentons, in the Sardis section, a rural area several miles outside Marietta.

			In 1907, the family relocated again—this time to the dingy mill town of Eagan, a tiny place encysted in the southern Atlanta suburb of East Point. There, the widow Phagan opened a boardinghouse. The clan didn’t move to Georgia’s capital until 1912, when Fannie remarried. Her new husband, John W. Coleman, toiled intermittently at the Exposition mill but was presently employed by the municipal sanitation department.

			That, down deep, Mary Phagan cleaved tight to her struggling family can be seen in the lines of a poem entitled “My Pa,” which she’d recently copied from Successful Farmer magazine and presented to her stepfather:

			
				My pa ain’t no millyunaire, but, Gee! He’s offul smart!

				He ain’t no carpenter, but he can fix a feller’s cart…

				My pa ain’t president becoz, he says, he never run,

				But he could do as well as any president has done…

				My pa ain’t rich, but that’s becoz he never tried to be;

				He ain’t no ‘lectrician, but one day he fixed the

				telephone for me…

				My pa knows everything, I guess, an’ you bet I don’t care

				‘Coz he ain’t president or rich as any millyunaire!

				Whenever things go wrong, my pa can make ‘em right, you see;

				An’ if he ain’t rich or president, my pa’s good enough fer me!

			

			Like many girls her age, Mary had quit school to help out at home. In 1909, at the age of ten, she’d hired on part-time at a textile mill. In 1911, she’d taken a steady job at a paper manufacturer. In 1912, she’d moved to her current position at the National Pencil Factory, where she was paid ten cents an hour to run an apparatus called a knurling machine that inserted rubber erasers into the metal tips of nearly finished pencils.

			Tough as times had been for the Phagans, the family was no worse off than most Atlantans in the early twentieth century. During these years, refugees from Georgia’s hardscrabble tenant farms poured into the city, driven from the flatlands by the fluctuating price of cotton, from Appalachia by a rocky soil unkind to seed and plow. Figures compiled by the United States Census Bureau show that between 1900 and 1910 Atlanta nearly doubled in size. Many of the new arrivals toiled in the mills, chief among them the Fulton Bag and Cotton Mill, whose factory-owned village, Cabbagetown, spread out in row after identical clapboard row east of downtown. For these thousands of souls, the average workweek lasted 66 hours, and pay fell 37 percent below that earned by northern workers. In a city whose cost of living was exceeded among other American cities only by Boston’s, a wage of ten or fifteen cents an hour did not go far. In 1911, Atlanta’s Journal of Labor reported four thousand requests for assistance; in 1912, five thousand.

			There were other problems as well. Over half of Atlanta’s school children—both white and Negro—suffered from anemia, enlarged glands, heart disease or malnutrition. Death rates were abnormally high for citizens of all ages. (In 1905, 2,414 of every 100,000 Atlantans died; the national average was 1,637.) And there wasn’t much indication that things would get better soon. More than 50,000 Atlantans lived with no plumbing. To service its 10,800 “earth closets,” as the newspapers called them, the city provided just fifteen horse-drawn honey wagons. Moreover, the capital’s physicians possessed no means of isolating and then combating infections, as Georgia was among only a handful of states yet to set up a department of vital statistics.

			Nonetheless, Atlanta’s crackers—as country folk come to town were known generally—and its lintheads—as millworkers were known specifically—did not spend their time in despair. On April 1, they’d staged their own musicale—the first annual Atlanta Fiddler’s Convention—at the Municipal Auditorium. The master of ceremonies was Colonel Max Poole, a one-armed Confederate veteran from Oxford, Georgia, who played by cradling a bow under his stub, while the featured performer was Fiddlin’ John Carson, a Cabbagetown resident and future RCA recording star who toted his 1714 Stradivarius reproduction in a feed sack. The Scotch-Irish reels the fiddlers favored—”Trail of the Lonesome Pine,” “Annie Laurie,” “Hop Light, Ladies”—could sure enough move a crowd. By closing night of the three-day festival, Momma and ‘em were clogging in the aisles.

			The spirit of Atlanta’s crackers was independent to the point of contrariness and a little bit hellish. No matter how bad things got, folks weren’t likely to complain unless, of course, their dignity was threatened, which was exactly what the city’s industrialists, by relying increasingly on child laborers, were now doing.

			Rarely, if ever, had Atlantans been as conscious of the difficult lives to which so many of their children had been reduced as on April 26, 1913. thinks georgia treats little toilers worst, declared the headline in the afternoon’s Atlanta Georgian over an article pointing out that “Georgia is the only state that allows children ten years old to labor eleven hours a day in the mills and factories, and is worse in that respect than North Carolina, where the age limit is twelve years.” Even more damning, the piece detailed how just a few months earlier a group of Georgia factory owners had banded together to kill a bill in the state senate that would have raised the legal working age to fourteen.

			The Georgian‘s story was but the latest in a series of attacks by the newspaper on exploitative factory owners. William Randolph Hearst, its publisher since he purchased the sheet a year before, had pursued the issue relentlessly. His campaign, while intended to win readers, was not entirely disingenuous. The press baron’s wife, Millicent, was obsessed with the “little girl in the mill town [who] is not receiving a living wage.” And his chief correspondent and ponderous moral conscience, Arthur Brisbane, was a fanatic on the subject. Earlier in the spring, Brisbane had filed a long, probably apocryphal piece about a Georgia mill owner so depraved that he refused to release his employees during daylight to attend the burial of one of their tiny coworkers. Entitled “A Funeral by Lamplight,” the story was set in “a squalid room at midnight,” where “a coffin rests on trestles” and children in “all stages of emaciation” moaned and sobbed.

			Hearst was not alone in calling attention to the plight of Atlanta’s underage workforce. Elsewhere in the city on this spring Saturday, others were speaking out just as forcefully. During a Confederate Memorial Day sermon delivered at the downtown Oakland Cemetery, Dr. Charles Lee, a first cousin of General Robert E. Lee, stood on a platform at the base of the Sleeping Lion, the Confederacy’s Tomb of the Unknown, and told a rain-soaked audience of a thousand:

			
				Our principles were not defeated when we surrendered at Appomattox. The wars are not over. There are other enemies, bitter ones, that must be fought—emigration, labor, the double standard of child labor and white slavery. Our fathers would face these and defeat them had they the youth and vitality that was once theirs, and it behooves us to do it for their sake, if nothing else.

			

			Meantime across town at the Wesley Chapel, the Southern Sociological Conference was convening. Among the convocation’s goals was the formulation of tactics to put an end to “the awful curse” of child labor. Attended by some one thousand educators, pastors and social workers (many of them Negro), the affair was chaired by Alexander J. McKelway, regional secretary of the National Child Labor Committee, an organization best known as the sponsor of the photographer Lewis Hine, whose portraits of begrimed little coal miners and millworkers had alerted America to the Dickensian dilemma of its urchin wage earners.

			The three-day Atlanta assembly was not devoted solely to the topic of child labor. Also on the agenda were such subjects as “Race Problems” and “Organized Charities.” In fact, the convention was something of a referendum on the myriad problems affecting the city’s poor. Yet in the end, the fiercest stir was created by the remarks of Owen R. Lovejoy, general secretary of the National Child Labor Committee, who promised the multitude: “ ‘Thy Kingdom come’ means the coming of the day when child labor will be done away with, when every little tot shall have its quota of sunlight and happiness.”

			How this vision could be realized was a subject of great debate. Ideas involving everything from labor unions to legislation, and ranging from the utopian to the revolutionary, vied for attention. At the radical end of the spectrum could be heard alarming notions inspired by the fact that many of Atlanta’s factories, among them the Fulton Bag and Cotton Mill, were Jewish-owned. At first such talk was discouraged. In fact, when Dr. Edwin M. Poteat, the president of the Baptist-endowed Furman University in Greenville, South Carolina, began to denounce Jews for their purported crimes against workers, Alexander McKelway cut him off in mid-diatribe. But Poteat literally walked his text over to the Baptist Tabernacle. There, after telling a packed house that “in America today, the immediate conflict is between the bosses and the people,” he lit into the faith that he believed had produced a disproportionate share of the oppressors. “The Jewish race lost its divine commission when it rejected Jesus as the Saviour,” he thundered. “Up to that time, it had been the leader in religion. Every great idea contributed to the thought of the world came from the Jews. In fact, the Jews were chosen of God, but they rejected the stone that is the keystone of the arch.” Then, for good measure, Poteat flayed the Catholics: “The Catholic church has no place in America. The priest is 2,000 years out of date. The nation cannot and will not submit to the encroachments of the despot, even in religion.”

			Considering the many outcries on the topic of child labor, one Georgian was conspicuously silent on April 26, 1913. In his heyday, Thomas E. Watson had been the state’s most relentless advocate for the workingman, leading a quarter-century-long campaign against the forces of rapacious capitalism. To “The Sage of McDuffie County,” factories were the “soulless” locus of modern evil, dynamos studded by “a hundred dull red eyes, indicative of the flames within which were consuming the men, women, and children, the atrocious sacrifice to an insatiable god!”

			Rail-thin, redheaded and possessed of galvanizing rhetorical skill, Watson was equal parts stem-winding stump speaker, defense lawyer, poet, popular historian, sentimental defender of the Old South and seer of an unlikely New South. Early on, he had divined that the strangest but truest allies in the region were poor white farmers and Negroes, and with these groups—each victimized by Dixie’s elites—as his constituency, he had ascended to the United States Congress.

			But since the mid-1890s, when leaders of a rival political faction stuffed the ballot box to deny him reelection to the House of Representatives from Georgia’s predominantly rural tenth district, Watson had been in decline. His troubles had increased in 1896 after the Populist Party’s national ticket—William Jennings Bryan for president, Watson for vice president—went down to defeat. By the early 1900s, the self-proclaimed friend of “Old Man Peepul” had abandoned his black supporters and become, after his own overwrought fashion, a muckraker, pillorying “the Standard Oil crowd” and various sleek plutocrats and plunderers in the pages of Tom Watson’s Magazine. Eventually, these targets proved unsatisfying, and in the teens, the agrarian rebel focused his guns on the insidious foreigner behind it all. Week after week in a new publication, the Jeffersonian, he explored innovative ways to excoriate that “fat old dago” who cohabited with “voluptuous women”—the Pope.

			Ultimately, the United States government indicted Watson for violating postal laws against sending obscenity through the mail. His trial was scheduled to begin in May. While he retained power as a behind-the-scenes kingmaker, in terms of his own electability he was, as he put it, “in the Valley of the Shadow,” and friends and critics alike speculated as to his mental stability. He no longer seemed capable of mustering the initiative to take on genuine far-ranging injustice. “Your Uncle T.E.W.,” as Watson often referred to himself in print, simply wasn’t there for his poor little nieces, Atlanta’s factory girls.

			

			—

			
				Due to a shortage of sheet brass at the pencil factory, the week ending April 26, 1913, had not been a good one for Mary Phagan. Ordinarily, she was scheduled to work fifty-five hours. During the past six days, however, she’d been needed only for two abbreviated shifts. The sealed envelope awaiting her in her employer’s office safe contained just $1.20. Still, it was something, which was why after she got off her trolley in downtown Atlanta, she walked not to Peachtree Street, where the parade was forming, but to 37 South Forsyth Street, where she worked.

			The building that housed the National Pencil Company was four stories in height, a full city block in length. Situated just below a ribbon of railroad tracks that formed an unofficial border between Atlanta’s commercial and industrial districts, the place bore scant resemblance to the squat brick and frame constructions surrounding it. Banner Sheet Metal, Southern Belting, Keystone Type Foundry, Schenck Brothers Machine Shop and the local John Deere distributor were all of a piece, drab and close to the ground. Only this bulky interloper a door up from the northwest corner of Forsyth and Hunter broke the pattern.

			Yet what ultimately set the old Venable Building—so named for its original owners—apart was its architecture. Granite facade dominated by a series of somber arches that repeated themselves on each succeeding floor, main entry topped by a fan-shaped brass transom bearing a bas-relief image of the sun, upper levels punctuated by clusters of sash windows that seemed to glower from beneath beetling stone brows, the structure was a passable example of the ponderous style that had flourished throughout New England during the gilded age: Richardsonian Romanesque. Initially operated as a hotel—the Granite Hotel, logically enough—the edifice had been designed to dignify. Instead, it intimidated. Around noon, Mary Phagan went inside.

			

			—

			Twenty-nine-year-old Leo Max Frank, the superintendent of the National Pencil Company, had spent most of the morning of April 26, 1913, in his factory office working on the books. Saturdays were invariably the same for him: triplicate invoices on each job (white sheet to the purchaser, pink to the majority stockholder for serial recording, yellow to the alphabetical file), lading bills, commission forms for the salesmen and distributing agents, and a financial report balancing the costs of labor, machinery and materials (lead, wood, rubber, paint) against earnings.

			In spite of the sheet-brass shortage, it had been a busy week at the National Pencil Company. Though output had been depressed—2,719½ gross of new pencils—inventory had more than met demand, enabling the factory to dispatch 4,374 gross of pencils to the freight yards, most destined for the shelves of such five-and-dime stores as F. W. Woolworth and S. H. Kress, others special-ordered and headed to such coveted customers as “Cadillac” and “Packard.” This embarrassment of pencils had generated an avalanche of paperwork, all of it landing on the factory superintendent’s desk.

			Leo Frank was not an ugly man, but he was quite decidedly no blandly handsome Georgia boy. It wasn’t hard to see his delicate, small-boned, distinctly Hebraic face as the flesh-and-blood articulation of a mechanical drawing—jaw long and angular, chin sharply squared off, nose a draftsman’s triangle rising from elliptical cheeks. His features, however, were not pure geometry. Full-lipped and sensual, his mouth was too pretty. His eyes, magnified by thick-lensed wire-rimmed spectacles, bulged perceptibly. At five feet six inches and 120 pounds, he appeared just the sort to relish the task of tabulating figures. And he did—yet not only for the work’s sake. By applying “scientific methods” to the manufacturing of pencils, he was ascending to the top of Atlanta’s German-Jewish aristocracy.

			Since arriving in Georgia nearly five years earlier, Frank had enjoyed a propitious rise. The Texas-born, Brooklyn-reared factory superintendent was the product of good German-Jewish stock. His recently retired father, Rudolph, though he made his living in the new world as a salesman, had trained in Dusseldorf as a physician. His mother, Rae (short for Rachel), had stayed at home raising Leo and his younger sister, Marian. Meantime, his uncle—Confederate veteran Moses Frank—was a globe-trotting Atlanta-based magnate who owned a substantial percentage of National Pencil Company stock and whose address was generally the best hotel in whatever city he was visiting. Young Frank did not, however, owe his position solely to this influential patron. Well educated—drafting studies at Pratt Institute, an engineering degree from Cornell University—Leo had apprenticed with two northern concerns: B. F. Sturtevant in Hyde Park, Massachusetts, and the National Meter Company in New York. He had also traveled to Germany to learn the pencil business at Eberhard-Faber.

			More important, Frank had married well. Twenty-three-year-old Lucille Selig Frank was the granddaughter of Jonas Cohen, cofounder of Atlanta’s reform synagogue, the Temple. Emil Selig, Lucille’s father, worked for the family’s thriving business—West Disinfecting (“Largest Manufacturer of Disinfectant in the World,” trumpeted the ads). Through his new connections, Frank had forged relationships with numerous leading lights of the wandering Southern tribe. One brother-in-law, Alexander E. Marcus, ran a stylish Atlanta haberdashery, while Lucille’s Athens, Georgia, uncles, the Michael brothers, owned the college town’s flagship department store. Even Leo’s lone Christian relative through intermarriage cut an important figure in the business world. Charles Ursenbach, a Lutheran and Frank’s other brother-in-law, operated the glove and cosmetic concessions at Atlanta’s most fashionable women’s clothing salon, J. P. Allen, one of the city’s few importers of Parisian couture.

			As the newly elected president of Gate City Lodge No. 144 of the B’Nai Brith, Frank was among his faith’s most visible representatives. With five hundred members, the chapter sponsored dances, violin and vocal recitals, and lectures, and in late March, its leaders had pulled off a coup. They had persuaded their national executive committee to select Atlanta as the site for the B’Nai Brith’s 1914 convention.

			Outside of work, Frank’s world was one of culture and privilege. Atlanta’s German-Jewish section centered along Washington Street, several blocks south of Georgia’s impressive domed capitol. It was a leafy old neighborhood of magnolia trees and pavered sidewalks lined by stone walls, and its residences—many two-storied and gabled, most embraced by porches—bespoke substance and poise. While a few of the wealthier sorts reared here had already moved to fancier purlieus such as Inman Park (a Frederick Law Olmsted–inspired Victorian subdivision) or Druid Hills (a verdant enclave of mock-Tudor estates clustered around a new country club), most of the city’s leading Jewish families remained in the section or at the very least visited once a week to attend services at the Temple on South Pryor Street or charitable events at the Hebrew Orphans’ Home on Georgia Avenue, a Moorish castle whose onion-domed spires rose above the neighborhood in exotic foreign counterpoint to the slender church steeples that spiked the sky all around it.

			The men and women whose lives were closely tied to the Washington Street area were an impressive lot. There were, for instance, the Riches, three of whose sons had founded the eponymous department store that was Atlanta’s preeminent retailer. Then there were the Montags, whose patriarch—Mister Sig—not only controlled a majority share of National Pencil Company stock but owned a paper-manufacturing empire that bore the family name. Without Joseph Hirsch—a millionaire clothing merchant, city council member and health care activist—Grady Hospital, the town’s first medical facility to provide reliable service for the indigent, would not have gotten off the ground. Without Henry Alexander, a young lawyer who filed the Atlanta Art Association’s incorporation documents, the High Museum would not have come into being. Without Mayer Wolfsheimer, a butcher and gourmet food purveyor, a tin of caviar would not have been available to the capital’s epicureans. And Oscar Elsas, president of the Fulton Bag and Cotton Mill, employed more people than anyone else in town. Then there was Victor Hugo Kriegshaber. Proprietor of a construction supply firm and an officer of the Atlanta Loan & Savings Company, Kriegshaber would soon assume the presidency of the Chamber of Commerce.

			Presiding over this thoroughly assimilated minority was a rabbi who could well have been called the great assimilator. David Marx had come to Atlanta in 1895 at the age of twenty-three. When he’d arrived, he discovered a Jewish community that, though well established (according to a 1911 magazine article, Caroline Haas, daughter of pioneer Atlantan Jacob Haas, was the “first white female child” to enter life in the city), still clung to tradition. While the Hebrew Benevolent Congregation had been organized in 1867, its directors had heretofore hired only German-born rabbis. With Marx, a New Orleans native, the capital’s Jews finally eschewed the old ways of the old world. Within five years of his appearance, Marx had abolished the bar mitzvah, ordered the removal of hats in the Temple and endorsed the Reform Union prayer book. Marx also shed rabbinical garb in favor of a business suit, repudiated Zionism and inaugurated Sunday services that outdrew the traditional Friday-evening and Saturday-morning services combined.

			By 1913, not only was Marx’s ministry a popular success but the rabbi was himself a celebrity. Guest columnist for the Atlanta Journal, frequent speaker in both the statehouse and the pulpits of the capital’s churches, he had even started what would become an Atlanta tradition—ecumenical Thanksgiving services held at the Temple but conducted by Presbyterian, Baptist and Unitarian pastors.

			The lone segment of the populace that David Marx ignored was comprised of the orthodox Jews who had just begun to immigrate to Atlanta. While the influx of Russians and Poles into the South was but a trickle compared to the floodtide pouring into New York, enough of them had settled in Georgia’s capital to support several synagogues and import customs that evoked the Gypsy world across the water. As Eli Evans points out in The Provincials, a study of Southern Jewry: “The Germans…shook their heads at the newcomers—they wore skullcaps in public, spoke in an embarrassing language called Yiddish, lived on the poor side of town and trucked with the Negroes as customers.” So while Harry Epstein, the longtime rabbi of an orthodox congregation, would later scoff, “Marx would have been an excellent Presbyterian minister; he knew little about the Talmud and they taught absolutely nothing in the Sunday school,” such criticism mattered little to the Temple crowd, whose sights were set not on Jerusalem but on somewhere closer to home. Again according to Evans: “He [Marx] was trying to say to…Christian neighbors, ‘Look—we’re not the kind of Jews you think we are—we’re just like you.’ When members of the congregation said, ‘He made us proud to be Jews,’ they were referring not to pride in the teachings of Judaism but pride in his acceptance by the gentile community, which they assumed to represent acceptance for themselves.”

			Still, there would always be territory from which all Jews—even those resembling Presbyterians—would be barred, and in Atlanta, the line was drawn north of Tenth Street and east of the Ansley Park neighborhood at the front gate of the Piedmont Driving Club. Though the dashing Aaron Haas—a legendary Confederate blockade runner—was among the club’s founders, by the turn of the century this haughty social preserve had become a restricted bastion of WASPdom, the exclusive domain of those Bourbon-cured old families that preferred to hold their high teas and debut their daughters among their own kind. Hence in 1905, Victor Kriegshaber, Walter Rich and a few others had formed the Standard Club, which in just eight years had become the foremost social institution in the Jewish life of Atlanta. Now, at dusk, the city’s Christian peerage repaired to its sanctum, the Jews to theirs, and Atlanta came to be known—at least to the Jews—as “a five o’clock town.” Yet while Rabbi Marx’s followers went their own way at sunset, during business hours, there was nowhere they could not go, nothing they could not become, for like their gentile counterparts, they practiced moneyed Atlanta’s one true faith: free enterprise.

			

			—

			
				Whatever the difficulties facing Atlanta’s poor, its powerful and wealthy citizens saw the spring of 1913 as the moment the city was joining, in the Journal‘s words, “the permanent rank of the nation’s metropolises.” Towering over Atlanta’s skyline was a handful of shining new high-rises. While some of the structures housed luxurious hostelries such as the Georgian Terrace and Winecoff, the largest of them—the Hurt, Candler and Grant—were frankly and beautifully office buildings. Real estate speculators had become the city’s most affluent citizens, men capable of paying $357,000 for prime commercial lots, as one did on Saturday, April 26, then crowing that such purchases were bargains.

			It was a time not only of expansion but of newfangled rages. Atlanta’s Pierce-Arrow dealer had recently signaled the end of the horse-and-buggy era by torching twenty-five phaetons, victorias and sulkies in a public bonfire. The more daring debs were wearing “cubist gowns” and affecting a “cubist walk” in line with the ideas of futurist painters. A bookstore in the best shopping district was displaying prints of a French nude, “September Morn,” that had been banned in Boston. And in several weeks, the Atlanta Georgian would kick off a campaign to raise the city’s population from its current 173,713 to 500,000 by 1920.

			That many of these newcomers might be Yankees was fine with Atlanta’s elite, for unlike their impoverished kin, the hard-charging sorts who reigned in Georgia’s capital had long ago struck the Stars and Bars. In 1886, Henry Grady, the forward-looking editor of the Atlanta Constitution, told investment-minded members of New York’s New England Society: “We have…put business above politics…We have reduced the commercial rate of interest from 24 to 6 percent, and are floating 4 percent bonds. We have learned that one northern immigrant is worth fifty foreigners.” In the wake of these remarks, the city’s leaders had never looked back.

			Deeply mulched in hyperbole, Atlanta—which after all had not been incorporated until 1845 and consequently never did bear much resemblance to such older southern cities as Richmond or Charleston—had become a place where influence as opposed to reverence, hustle as opposed to charm composed the coin of the realm. For “live-wire boosters” who wanted to strike it rich, it offered untold attractions. The textile and steel industries were the most obvious allure. Yet the city would never truly sully itself with the dust of the loom or the fire of the smelter. No, its destiny rode the rails—the L & N, the Southern, the Atlanta and West Point—that connected it to the North and West and made it a center of transportation, sales and distribution.

			If one man could have been said to embody Atlanta’s progressive temperament in 1913, he was Georgia’s governor-elect, John M. Slaton, linked by blood to a tradition of high-mindedness and by marriage to one of the city’s great fortunes. His father was the longtime superintendent of Atlanta’s public schools. His wife, the former Sallie Grant, was heiress to a $2 million estate conceived in property, built by railroads and compounded in bonds.

			John and Sallie Slaton inhabited the highest stratum of Atlanta society. At forty-six, Georgia’s new chief executive moved effortlessly from courthouse to boardroom to garden reception to the Paces Ferry Dancing Club, where he was an avid turkey trotter. As a lawyer, he represented many of the city’s biggest businesses—among them, the Fulton Bag and Cotton Mill. And as a politician, he consistently catered to corporate interests. Observed the Constitution: He “not only has never known the bitterness of defeat but [has] not even had to feel the twinge of a single temporary setback in a uniformly brilliant career.”

			If possible, the new first lady was an even more dazzling figure. Though she had experienced profound grief (her first husband committed suicide), Sallie Slaton had retained the grace and style of a celebrated belle while maturing into a patroness of the arts. Educated at the Ballard Seminary, where a smitten professor composed a piano trilogy whose component pieces sang the pink of her lips (“Anemone”), the blue of her eyes (“The Blue Bells”) and the white of her brow (“The Lily of the Valley”), she now devoted her talents to the Atlanta Players Club, where she was soon to portray Lady Augusta Bracknell in a production of Oscar Wilde’s The Importance of Being Earnest. Sallie Slaton’s charms were so universally acknowledged that even the often piquant Polly Peachtree—the Georgian‘s pseudonymous gossip columnist—offered an unqualified endorsement: “I frankly and freely confess myself her ardent admirer. Her beauty and wit will make the executive mansion during her husband’s administration the most brilliant state court in all these United States.”

			On April 26, 1913, the story making the rounds was that John Slaton and Luther Z. Rosser, arguably Atlanta’s fiercest litigator, were merging their law practices into the new firm of Rosser, Brandon, Slaton & Phillips. While the Rossers were also pillars of Atlanta’s patrician class, Rosser was in demeanor and style Slaton’s antithesis. As the blunt instrument the city’s powerful engaged to demolish those who stood in their way, he had acquired a reputation for charging outlandish fees and employing brusque courtroom tactics. He was presently earning the unheard-of sum of $100,000 a year representing, among others, the Georgia Railway and Electric Company (predecessor of the Georgia Power Company), which was embroiled in a battle in Rabun County, high in the Blue Ridge. The utility’s officers wanted to open a $5 million generating station in the mouth of pristine Tallulah Gorge, but resistance from those claiming the project would despoil “one of the greatest scenic wonders of the world” was furious and had found its voice in an Appalachian widow whose husband, General James Longstreet, had been a Confederate hero. It was Rosser’s job to make sure that neither this fiery opponent nor the hallowed specter she invoked stood in the way of lights for Atlanta’s streets or power for her factories.

			As news of Slaton and Rosser’s impending affiliation was bruited about Atlanta, the principals refused to confirm the reports. However, the governor-elect, back in town following a preliminary trip north to acquaint financiers in Boston and on Wall Street with business opportunities in Georgia, did consent to reflect on the excitement that had not only precipitated the partnership but was invigorating both finance and fashion in the city. “Whereas once Georgia was largely attractive to agricultural interests,” Slaton told a reporter, “it is now attractive to manufacturers who wish to harness her natural resources and reap profits in assured safety.” One of the greatest of these natural resources was, of course, the state’s supply of child laborers. Far from being frowned upon by industrial barons, the practice was advocated for both its economic advantages and its supposed benefits for the children. As no less a personage than Asa G. Candler, president of Atlanta’s quintessential enterprise, the Coca-Cola company, had recently stated: “The most beautiful sight that we see is the child at labor; as early as he may get at labor the more beautiful, the more useful does his life get to be.” In this, the National Pencil Company—whose 170-member workforce consisted largely of teenage girls—was perfectly in step.

			

			—

			
				On April 26, 1913, dramatic proof of Atlanta’s new status as a seat of commerce and culture could be found at the Municipal Auditorium. There, at 8 p.m., Arturo Toscanini, the conductor of New York’s Metropolitan Opera Company, would raise his baton; Enrico Caruso, the fabled tenor, would take the stage in the role of Mario Cavaradossi; and a stylishly attired 6,433 would settle back in their seats for the season’s grand finale performance of Giacomo Puccini’s Tosca.

			During the previous week—”A Week of Wonders,” proclaimed one headline writer—Atlantans had celebrated the company’s record-breaking Southern engagement (seven shows, a $91,000 gate) with elegantly catered cocktail parties, sumptuous late-night suppers in the ballrooms of Peachtree Street’s hotels, and elaborate entertainments at the Piedmont Driving Club. The festivities had been spirited in so many senses of the word that the Constitution‘s editorial cartoonist had approvingly caricatured the city on the paper’s front page as a red-nosed dandy in top hat and tails clutching a champagne glass from which half-notes and clef signs bubbled in giddy profusion.

			Leo Frank, however, avoided the dizzying round of opera-related festivities that were attracting most Atlantans of his station. In fact, Saturday afternoon, while his wife and her mother enjoyed the Met’s matinee production of Gaetano Donizetti’s Lucia di Lammermoor, Frank remained at the office. The women missed Caruso, but the atmospherics were just as transporting as those that would suffuse the evening show. The fashions were just as smart. The diva, Frieda Hempel, just as inspired. And the illusion that the host city had been transformed into Manhattan on the Chattahoochee just as blinding.

			

			—

			As for the vast majority of Atlantans, at the exact moment the curtain was rising for the Met’s matinee, they were packing five and six deep on both sides of Peachtree Street to watch the Confederate Memorial Day parade.

			First, a police honor guard cleared the way for the grand marshal and various dignitaries, most notably outgoing governor Joseph M. Brown, a leading citizen of Marietta. Next, a brass band set an appropriately martial tone for the companies of United States infantrymen, Georgia national guardsmen, military academy cadets, Boy Scouts, Odd Fellows and Knights of Pythias. The stage, of course, was being set for the thin gray line, and soon enough, the ragged formation of five hundred stooped veterans—many in their patched butternuts, a few hoisting faded regimental banners—straggled into view. “The majority of them,” noted the Journal, “were afoot, walking not so alertly as they did a few years ago. Some were riding, having come to the day of life when exertion must be spared, [although] the flash in their eyes showed that they had not forgotten the times, half a century ago, when music bade them farewell as they went to battle.”

			The climactic scene in the afternoon’s pageantry belonged to the young—battalion after battalion of white-uniformed elementary school students, each group accompanied by a drum corps. Stretched out over seven blocks, the four thousand children marched proudly, orderly, only occasionally capitulating to urges from the crowd to give the rebel yell.

			Mary Phagan, however, never saw these dashing boys, never heard their high-pitched cries of resurgent insurrection.

		

	
		
			TWO

			 

			Look Out, White Folks

			They found her around 3:30 Sunday morning at the rear of the National Pencil Factory basement. Partially hidden behind a partition that closed off a storage shed running nearly the length of one side of the place, she lay on her left shoulder, arms folded beneath her torso, face pressed into a trash-filled depression, head pointed toward Forsyth Street, toward the front. While her dress was hitched up around her knees and a shoe was missing, not until they turned her over could they appreciate the savage and perverse nature of the crime.

			Caught in the beam of Call Officer W. F. Anderson’s flashlight, the girl’s battered visage mesmerized even as it appalled: right eye purple and puffy, cheeks bruised and badly scratched and, most severe, scalp jaggedly gashed open just above the left ear. These wounds, however, had apparently not caused death. Twisted around the girl’s neck and tied in a slipknot in back was a seven-foot length of ¾-inch wrapping cord. Girdling the noose were two strips of cloth torn from her skirt, but such a clumsy, not to mention curious, bit of handiwork could not obscure the signs of strangulation. A trenchlike scar where twine had cut into flesh was plainly visible. Meanwhile, the poor thing’s thickly swollen tongue protruded far over her lower lip, and blood had bubbled from her mouth and ears.

			Later, the responding officers would agree that the most chilling aspect of all was the color of the body. When Newt Lee, the plant’s Negro night watchman, had phoned in the alarm, he’d said: “A white woman has been killed up here.” The girl, though, was black as pitch. Her features—even her eye sockets and nostrils—were caked with soot, and her mouth was choked with cinders. After fishing a scrap of paper from the debris upon which her head so rudely rested, Sergeant R. J. Brown, the morning watch commander, tried to wipe away the grime. “I rubbed the dirt and trash from her face,” the sergeant would subsequently remember, “and then I said that she was a white girl, [but] the others said that she was colored.”

			The initial attempts to determine the victim’s race—indeed, the initial attempts to determine much of anything—were not made easier by the surroundings. From the factory lobby, there were only two ways into the basement—an elevator (metal door shut, car parked somewhere above) and a wooden plank ladder that descended from a tiny scuttle hole. Some 200 feet long, the rock-walled, earthen-floored cavity was narrow as a catacomb and just as dark. The single permanent source of illumination, a flickering gas jet at the front of the room, had been turned so low it reminded Newt Lee of a lightning bug. Details—a boiler and toilet on one side, the storage shed on the other—emerged as indefinite, ghostlike masses. Intensifying the eerie gloom was the almost stifling odor. Over the years, so many tons of sawdust and parings had been swept down here from the manufacturing departments above that, like a cavernous pencil sharpener, the chamber reeked of cedar and lead.

			Though the men from headquarters never admitted they were frightened by this veritable tomb, they were surely unsettled—and that, too, was at first a factor. After all, they’d been rousted from the dull and sleepy station house and raced through the empty predawn streets at a 40-mile-per-hour clip. Newt Lee had met them at the building’s front door, ushered them across the lobby and pointed to the scuttle hole. After clambering, one by one, into inky blackness, the men had proceeded blindly—the only sound was the “crunch crunch” of shoes striking the shavings-and-coal-slag-carpeted soil—until the Negro, who toted a smoky lantern, had brought them to a halt with the warning: “Look out, white folks, you’ll step on her.” And they might have. As Anderson subsequently remarked, “I did not see the body until I reached it.”

			The officers ascertained the girl’s color with surprising ease. Anderson simply lowered one of her stockings: milky thigh, milky calf. She was white. Based on the signs of a scuffle near the body, the men speculated that the girl’s slayer had pinned her face against the ground where, as she’d gasped for breath, the grinds and ashes that were everywhere had adhered to her skin, pitting and tarring it. As for the obvious question—how had Newt Lee known she was not black—the officers initially didn’t pursue it, for in determining the victim’s race, they discovered lurid evidence suggesting that another crime had preceded the murder.

			While examining the girl’s legs, Anderson noticed that the belts attaching corset to garters were unfastened and that her underpants had been ripped up the crotch. Sergeant Brown, in language that would prove too graphic for the newspapers, subsequently described what the men saw: “By raising the skirt a bit, you could see in between the mouth of the vagina, close to the privates, and it had blood on it and blood on the drawers…It would flow on its own accord…You could see it run from her stomach, this blood coming from her privates.”

			To everyone clustered around the corpse, the significance of the crimson discharge was self-evident. The girl, in the euphemistic terminology of the age, had been “outraged” or “criminally assaulted.” And this is how it would initially be reported, yet the last word on the subject of whether she had been raped—whether she had, in fact, been mutilated—would not be uttered for a long time, if ever.

			So far as the officers could decipher the language of the dead, the victim had spoken. After making a couple of last assessments—icy hands and stiffening joints indicated she had evidently expired hours earlier—the men began combing the basement for clues.

			Taking into account the group’s makeup, the search was surprisingly thorough. Though Sergeant Brown, 49, was a twenty-year veteran of the Atlanta Police; Call Officer Anderson, 31, was a ten-year man; and Sergeant L. S. Dobbs, another 49-year-old, also had two decades under his belt, the others were civilians. W. W. “Boots” Rogers—an erstwhile Fulton County officer, future bailiff and full-time swell—was along merely because he’d chauffeured the party to the scene. And as for a young Atlanta Constitution reporter named Britt Craig, he was there, according to his account, because he’d been waiting at headquarters for a ride home; but, according to all others, he’d been passed out drunk in Boots’s machine.

			The first item these men found was the victim’s missing shoe poking out of a garbage pile near the boiler. Next, they located a bloodstained handkerchief several feet behind the body. Then, at the very rear of the cellar, up a gently inclined service ramp, they noticed that a sliding wooden door opening onto an alley had been tampered with. Though the door was closed, an iron staple had been pried from it, rendering the hasp and lock useless. Finally, they spotted a trail leading back from the elevator, suggesting that the remains had been dragged the length of the basement.

			The most significant discoveries, however, were made almost literally under the dead girl’s nose. It was there that Sergeant Dobbs, using a cane to rake through the rubbish, dug up the first of two bewildering messages. Eventually, the “murder notes,” as they’d come to be known, would be judged the case’s most enigmatic pieces of evidence. But on this Sunday morning, they did no more than focus suspicion on Newt Lee.

			After ruminating a minute on the first of the notes—which was scrawled on a sheet of lined white paper that had been detached from a gummed book lying nearby—Dobbs started to read aloud:

			
				he said he wood love me land down play like the night witch did it but that long tall black negro did boy his slef

			

			
				Yet before the sergeant could finish reciting this gumbo—in fact, just as he pronounced the words “night witch”—Lee blurted something out. Later, Newt would contend he said only that someone was trying to “put it off on” him, but the officers would remember differently, claiming he declared: “White folks, that’s me.”

			A few minutes after Lee’s outburst, Sergeant Dobbs found the other note. This one, which also had been buried in the refuse near the dead girl’s head, was jotted across a yellow National Pencil Co. order sheet atop which was printed the plant address and phone number and blank lines for date and invoice information. Like its counterpart, the second communiqué seemed to implicate Newt:

			
				mam that negro hire down here did this i went to make water and he push me down that hole a long tall negro black that hoo it wase long sleam tall negro i wright while play with me

			

			Up to this point, the officers had held their doubts about Lee in check. The Negro—who was in his mid-50s and thus born into slavery—had comported himself with the requisite docility and humility. As one writer would subsequently describe him: “Lee [is] a black, ignorant, corn-field, potlikker-fed darky. His head is flat as a ballroom floor. His big frame is slightly bent, not from weakness but from the natural laziness of his type. [He] is beyond doubt a white man’s nigger.” Accordingly, the men had patronized the night watchman. But once the notes were aired, Dobbs immediately accused him of committing the crime.

			“You did this or you know who did it,” the sergeant charged.

			Lee, though he’d begun to shake, denied any connection with the murder. Then, with the officers surrounding him, he told his story, one he repeated without substantive variation several days later at the coroner’s inquest:

			
				[At] almost three o’clock…I wanted to go into the basement on my rounds. So…I went down the ladder and went back to the toilet. I set the lantern on the floor against the side of the toilet. I came out of the toilet and stepped up a few feet. I don’t know just how far. I looked to see if the back door was all right and to see if there was any fire [a much dreaded hazard at the factory] in the basement. Then I saw the body. I thought it was something some devilish boys had put there to scare me. I went over and saw it was a body and I got scared. Then I called the police.

			

			Though Lee’s narrative seemed believable, and while in it he managed to explain how he’d determined the girl was white (her hair was simply too straight to belong to any Negress), he did not satisfy the officers. To begin with, he swore that when he saw the victim, she was lying faceup, not down, as when the men arrived. Moreover, he couldn’t say anything to persuade them that his response to the initial note wasn’t incriminating. Then there was the undeniable fact that, like the “black negro” alluded to in each missive, he was ebony-complected. Finally, regardless of what he said, he was still a colored man in a filthy cellar where a white girl lay dead and bleeding from between the legs—which was reason enough for the police to handcuff him and lead him away.

			

			—

			With the arrest of Newt Lee, the officers repaired to the factory’s second-floor offices and telephoned Chief of Detectives Newport A. Lanford, who in turn alerted two of his best men, John Black and John Starnes. Then they notified Bloomfield’s Funeral Home, just a few blocks away on Pryor Street, and in due course the undertaker arrived. Following a hasty examination, Will Gheesling placed the remains in his wicker basket and carried them out the back door to the alley, where his hearse was waiting. Soon thereafter, Detective Starnes appeared on the scene and, during a tour of the basement, discovered more clues. First, in the trash pile where Sergeant Dobbs and company had found the missing shoe, he located a blue straw hat. Then, he noticed that the sliding wood door was covered with bloody fingerprints and that a metal pipe that had apparently been used as a crowbar was leaning against a nearby wall.

			

			—

			
				Even as the official investigation was beginning, an equally important task was in progress in the nearly deserted city room of the Atlanta Constitution.

			Regardless of the fact that he’d been delivered to his biggest scoop in a state of questionable sobriety, Britt Craig was not an alcoholic hack. Quite to the contrary, this 19-year-old son of a respected newspaper family (Craig’s father edited a North Georgia weekly) was one of the Constitution‘s rising stars. True, Craig wasn’t going to win many awards for writing. His prose was marred by bad puns, and his accuracy was spotty. However, he possessed two highly valued attributes in newsmen: luck and pluck. Craig often came up with the stories his rivals didn’t. Typical of the reporter was a stunt he pulled when assigned to cover the Salon du Bon Ton lingerie show at Atlanta’s premier department store, Rich’s. After sequestering himself in a cranny rigged with a strategically placed mirror above the models’ runway, he proceeded to spy on Mademoiselle Barboure’s lace-frilled, bone-corseted beauties as they paraded before an otherwise exclusively female audience. “ ‘Figuratively’ speaking,” he enthused in the next day’s editions, “there’s not a greater show in town.” Craig, in other words, was an ingenious scamp who habitually popped up in unlikely spots.

			Exactly what measures Craig took to get his story of the murder into a Sunday-morning extra aren’t known, but the job couldn’t have been easy. Not only did he have to pound out his piece, but he had to awaken editors and they in turn had to order pressmen back to work. However, there were compelling reasons for such exertions, and they could be summed up in one name: William Randolph Hearst. Craig knew that if he didn’t move quickly, the newshawks whom the press baron had imported to beef up the Atlanta Georgian would poach his exclusive, so he moved, and by 6:30 a.m., the Constitution‘s special edition was on the streets. In length, Britt’s account was actually modest—a boxed page-one item played next to a report on the Metropolitan Opera’s triumphant grand finale. (The paper buried the Confederate Memorial Day chestnut inside.) Yet in impact, it was enormous. Here was the germ of the tale—a girl found dead in the bowels of a child-labor factory—that would set the believers in Atlanta’s past against the apostles of its future.

			

			—

			
				That the news reached the two Atlanta families it would most directly affect before vendors began hawking the Constitution‘s extra was due in large part to the efforts of Boots Rogers.

			As it so happened, Rogers had a 16-year-old sister-in-law named Grace Hicks who worked at the pencil factory. While the detectives had been surveying the crime scene and Britt Craig had been writing his story, Boots had sped to Grace’s home on McDonough Boulevard south of town, fetched her and raced to Bloomfield’s. There, the Hicks girl identified the victim as Mary Phagan. Uncertain how to contact Mary’s parents, Boots’s sister-in-law then called a mutual friend, 16-year-old Helen Ferguson, who worked at the plant and lived in Bellwood. Young Helen had been close to Mary, so close, in fact, that she knew the girl’s stepfather—unlike the hero of the poem “My Pa”—could not afford a telephone. She would have to carry the sad message to the modest frame house at 146 Lindsay Street herself.

			Ever since her daughter failed to appear for Saturday supper, Fannie Coleman had been racked with worry. Around seven that evening, her husband journeyed into the city, hoping that Mary had lost herself at the movies. For nearly three hours, John W. Coleman stood at the edge of the Bijou lobby, examining every face, failing to spot the one he so desperately sought. Around ten, he returned home, but he ventured right back out, now knocking on the neighbors’ doors. The new prayer was that
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			From the outset, one of my central areas of inquiry was the Frank lynching and its continuing impact on Marietta. Even after nearly nine decades, some people were unwilling to discuss the matter. Many, however, were forthcoming. Among those to whom I am grateful are Mrs. Winter Allfriend, James T. Anderson, Jr., Otis Cheatham, Chuck Clay, Tim Cole, Dan Cox, Bob Garrison, James Bolan Glover, V., Steve Frey, Judge Luther Hames, Katherine Morris Hardy, Hill Huffman, Lex Jolley, Lucille Sessions Kappes, Mary Phagan Kean, George Keeler, Sara Morris Kennedy, Narvel Lassiter, James W. Lee, Bob Livolsier, Deveraux McClatchey, Jr., George Morris, Newt Morris, Jr., Paul Morris, Mrs. Guy Northcutt, James Phagan, Dr. Thomas Scott, Dorothy Haney Smith, Herman Spence, Lucille Morris Suhr, Judson Ward, Harold Willingham, Golmer Haney Wilson and Zaida Clay Wood.

			The other Georgia town that provided a location for a main act in the Frank case is Milledgeville. I am indebted to Louis H. Andrews for sharing his deep knowledge of the place and its personalities and to Jake and Sonny Goldstein for getting me into the now defunct state prison farm.

			Though Frank was convicted and lynched in the South, northern newspapers gave the story its national prominence. No publication played a greater role than the New York Times. My understanding of the Times’s coverage owes much to the unpublished diary of Garet Garrett. Garrett, an assistant editor at the Times, observed from up close as the paper risked its journalistic integrity in an effort to exonerate Frank. I am grateful to the writer Richard Cornuelle for sharing Garrett’s diary with me.

			During the course of my labors, I benefited from the insights of several excellent historians, among them Edward Cashin of Augusta State University, David Chalmers of the University of Florida, Charlton Mosely, professor emeritus at Georgia Southern University, and Leonard Dinnerstein of the University of Arizona, whose 1968 book on the Frank case always stood me in good stead. I am also thankful to the late dean of Southern historians, Yale University’s C. Vann Woodward, who interviewed many of the principals in the Frank saga when writing his 1938 book, Tom Watson, Agrarian Rebel, and shared his recollections of those interviews with me.

			I owe an equal debt to a number of skilled archivists, among them Victor Berch of the Robert D. Farber Archives at Brandeis University, Sandy Berman of the Ida Pearle and Joseph Cuba Community Archives of the William Breman Jewish Heritage Museum, Mike Brubaker of the Atlanta History Center, Dale Couch of the Georgia Department of Archives, Linda Matthews of Emory University’s Robert W. Woodruff Library, Anne A. Salter of the Oglethorpe University Library, and Jacob Marcus and Fanny Zelcer of the American Jewish Archives.

			Among the people who did me random favors over the years, four stand out. Hutch Johnson, who as a graduate student in the 1960s met one of the men involved in Frank’s lynching, provided me with a copy of his master’s thesis on the topic. Thomas Kunkel, biographer of Harold W. Ross, shared his theories regarding the role the future editor of The New Yorker played in the case. Joe McTyre, a former colleague of mine at the Atlanta Journal and Constitution, put his love of photography and history to use in helping me to locate some of the pictures that illustrate this volume. David Earle, anthropologist at the Lancaster (Ca.) History Museum, contributed greatly to my understanding of Newton Augustus Morris’s sojourn in California.

			Unlike many nonfiction books, mine was researched and written without an editorial assistant. As a longtime newspaper and magazine writer, I believe in hands-on reporting. However, as I neared the finish line, I profited greatly from the labor of Jacob Forman, who helped me plow through the complicated accounts of Frank’s numerous appellate battles, and Clay Senechal and Casee Maxfield, who helped me piece together the endnotes.

			This book would not exist were it not for my literary agent, Kathy Robbins, whose idea it was. Neither of us realized what we were getting into, but luckily for me, Kathy doesn’t know the meaning of the word “quit,” and the several times I tried to learn it, she dissuaded me as only she can. My editor at Pantheon, Dan Frank, no relation to my protagonist, also played a strong and positive role. Though he inherited the project from its acquiring editor, Linda Healey, he never treated it as an orphan, working tirelessly and imaginatively on its behalf. I am grateful as well to Altie Karper, the managing editor at Pantheon, for her superb copyediting

			Whatever this book’s failings, they are my own, but there would have been more of them had it not been for the inspired comments of two dear friends. Georgia native Mitchell F. Dolin brought his legal expertise and literary sensibility to the portions of the manuscript dealing with the United States Supreme Court. Scott Kaufer, magazine editor nonpareil, lent his perspicacity to the book as a whole, recalling to its author the only two things that matter in literature—narrative and character.

			I could not have survived the emotional toll this book’s protracted birthing exacted had it not been for several people. In Georgia, I relied on the companionship of Jim Auchmutey, John English, Robert Coram and Jeannine Addams, Tom Chaffin and Meta Larsson, John Gillespie and Eleanor Ringel, and Frazier Moore, Jr. At home in Los Angeles, I counted on Sean Daniel and Ruth Hunter, Todd S. Purdum and Dee Dee Myers, Tom Beeton, Greg Critser, and my brother and sister in literary arms, Russ Rymer and Susan Faludi. Also key to my coming through this intact was the friendship of Alex S. Jones and Susan E. Tifft and that of Richard Zoglin. So, too, was the encouragement of Robert and Eleanor Oney, my parents. Most significant, my wife, Madeline Stuart, was unstinting in her love for me. She never wavered in her faith. Her spirit, as well as that of my loyal Jack Russell terrier, Jackson, who has been along for thirteen of the seventeen years, kept me sane.

			Finally, there are four Georgians who in their different ways cast a light in the darkness. Tom Watson Brown, great-grandson and namesake of the populist firebrand, repeatedly argued the case for Leo Frank’s guilt to me. In an era when Frank’s innocence is taken as a foregone conclusion, he helped me to maintain an open mind. Eugene Herbert Clay, Jr., son of lynch party planner Herbert Clay, entertained the sort of painful queries most children would never countenance about a parent. As much as I did, he wanted to know what had happened, even if it implicated his father. Bill Kinney, associate editor of the Marietta Journal, though he rarely gave direct responses to my questions, provided what for a reporter is actually better—the right questions to ask and the names of the people who knew the answers. Walter Smith, whose father represented Jim Conley, presented me with both a bequest and a challenge. The story of William Smith’s change of heart is dramatic and moving, and Walter entrusted me with its telling. At the same time, he demanded that I follow a difficult path. As he put it, my job was to “ascend to the truth.” Walter pointed out the summit—I tried my best to reach it.
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