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behind them, to see that they didn’t take off anything. Then ‘after awhile
Mr. Frank he come into the office and he pulled out-one of those round chairs
from under the desk. The first, thing, he let me out of the wardrobe and I
‘said, ‘‘T got too hot in there,’”’ and he said ‘‘Yes, I see you are sweating.’’

- When he opened the door I was fixing to step out, and his eyes were looking
larger than they usually look, and he jerked the door open and I was .right
there in front of the door, and then Mr. Frank said to me to sit down in a
chalr, in the one that turns all the way around, and when I sat down he told
me to get up and shut the door; that was the door between his office and the
stenographer’s office, and I got up and shut it, and he said, ‘‘Jim, can you
write.”” He was sitting down facing me and he brushed back his hair and
I said ‘‘Yes, sir, I can write a little bit, Mr. Frank,”” and then he give me a
pencil that he got off the top of his desk, and there was nothing on'it, he
turned a sheet over for me to write, and then he told me what to put there,
he told me to put on there ““dear mother, a long tall black negro did this
by hissglf,”” and when I went to put down ‘‘negro’’ I put it ‘‘n-e-g-r-o-s”’
and he said don’t put no ‘‘s’’ there, he said that means negros and he said
now rub the ‘‘s’’ off and I rubbed the ‘‘s’’ out, and he said, ‘‘It means just

- one person like yourself,”” and he told me to write it again and I written it,
and he looked at it and slapped me on the back and said ‘‘That’s all right,
old boy,”’ and he said ‘‘write it again,”” and I written it for him three times.

~Then Mr. Frank reared back in his chair and asked me if I wanted a smoke
and I told him ‘‘Yes, sir,”’ and he taken out a cigarette for himself and handed

~ me the box and he sort of turned around when he handed me the box and I -
taken out a cigarette and he handed me the box of matches, and I taken out
a cigarette and lit it and saw some money in the box and I handed the box
of cigarettes back and he told me that was all right to keep them, and I told .

" him he had some money in the box and he said that was all right, I could
have that. I taken it and stuck it in my pocket and then Mr. Frank looked
around at me and held up his head towards the top of the house and said
““Why should I hang, I have wealthy people in Brooklyn » 1 didn’t know
what he was talking about, I didn’t-have any idea in ‘the world what he was
talking about, and he was winking and rubbing his hands together and touch-
ing me on the shank with his foot and took a deep breath, he said ‘‘Why

" ghould T hang?’’ and shook his head and rubbed his hands together. Then
he asked me where was Snowball (Gordon Bailey), and I told him I didn’t
know sir, and he asked me did I know the night watchman, and I told him -
“no-sir, I didn’t know the night watchman personally, I just knew him by
passing him, and he axe&b me if T had seen him in the basement at any time
and I told him no sir, that he would have to ask the fireman about that, for

—he-was-down - nrthe%asement—more-than—any—of—w—was,vand—when Itold M\
Frank that he stuck one finger in his mouth and said *‘8-s-sh, that’s all right,”’
and then Mr. Frank- told me he was going to take that note I had written

.and send it off i mt,a letter to his people when he wrote, and recommend me to
them, because I was a good workmg Negro arounhhere—an&—he—hked me, -




