- STRANGE STORIES
THAT JAFSIE TOLD

SUBMITTED TO THE LEH FORUM BY RICHARD SLOAN

HAT do vou really think of this old fellow Jafsie?

Iz he on the level? Has he got all his buttons? Or

i= he just a charlatan who likes to see his name
in the newspapers? "™

Hundreds of people have asked me these guestions—
and others somewhat less polite—in the last few monthas,
It is not easy to wive answer. Once I told Jafsie that he
was an enigma. The term pleagsed him and more than
once he has repeated it about himself with satisfaction.
Today he iz more of an enigma than ever before—a
curious problem in personality. Certainly Jafsie is
neither charlatan nor liar: he is not a erackpot. From
the first, [ believe that his motives have been honest, his
actions honorable, and his mind as clear as most human
heings' that magazine editors meet. Then what is Jafsie
afraid of 7 That he does
have some great secret
fear I feel sure. That
is= why he remains to
me an enigma, curious,
tantalizing, and slightly
preposterous, as he
atands with patroniz-
ing smile in the very
midst of horror.

[ first met Jafsie in
the autumn of last year.
For a long time I had
been tryving to induce
him to tell all that he
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knew about the Lind-
bergh case In a nar-
rative thut we could

publish in Liberty. Fi-
nallv 1T invited him to
gpend o week end at
Sandalwoeod, my home
outzide New York City.
The reply from Jatfsie
was characteristic:

“T1 zhall be glad to
accept this  invitation
if T shall be able to at-
tend DMass on Sunday
morning.”

And on the long drive from the railroad station to my
hame, Jafsie labored faithfully with our l'hﬂllfflli‘l.ll'. who,
it appeared, had not been to Mass for a long time,

Althourh he had been traveling all night, Jafsie
showed no fatigue, Hig eves twinkled. His =mile was
expansive. In spite of his mighty bulk—he is a huge
man. a former hoxer and football plaver—he moved with
brisk and hearty tread. At first 1 felt that his manner
was a little too urbane, too soft, too complimentary.
Rroadway people might call him a * smoothy.” His
vaice had the husky sweetness of an angel with a slight
cold: hiz smile was childlike and arch, his dancing eyes
were positivelv Hguid with affection for us all. He chose
the most uncomfortable chair he eould find, spread his
palms over his knees, declined tobaceo and aleohol, and
promptly bepan to talk, &

Then 1 discovered at least one characteristie of Jafsie
that set him apart from all others. Probably he was the
most talkative man who ever lived, His voice rose and
fell in measured cadence: his hands moved in pliant,
dramatic-school gestures: his face was by turns fright-
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ened, surprised, amuged, aghast—all in punctuation an

illumination of his talk.

At first T had thought him insincere. On second
thought, he seemed to me only a childish and wandering
old man. In both instances I was mostly wrong. But,
for that first hour, incoherence itself seemed to sit in
my living room, talking glibly and endlessly, The fault,
however, was not in Jafaie but in me. It was true that,
in his ineffable garrulity, his excited interest in every
facet of what he calls “ the case,” he did bounce, glide.
slither, and leap from one point to another with be-
wildering agility. He did ramble, but the main
trouble was that he assumed I already knew many
facts of which I was not at all aware. S0 we began
very badly and went from bad to better.

Slowly 1 obtained
from him a clear out-
line of the major steps
in the ransom negotia-
tions. With this firmly
in mind, [ suddenly
found mvself not only
able to understand Jaf-
sie's limitless oration,
but fascinated with it,
beguiled with his dis-
course, held as if under
the szpell of a great
gtorvteller, When mid-
night came, Jafaie was
atill talking and all of
us were gtill entranced.

Early the next morn-
ing he left to attend
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Mass, During service
there occurred one of
O l I R S L E R thoze gpaudy episodes

which are a clue to an-
other side of Jafsie's
enigmatic  character.
The truth as 1 see it
and I think this episode
helps to prove 1t—is
that Jafsie is at heart
what Broadway calls a
“ham actor.” Perhaps that is his greatest fault, and
God knows it is a harmless one. It is not an illness
peculiar to Jafsie alone—there are very few of uz who
have not known its sweet infection, Jafsie does love
the limelight, loves to see his name in headlines, and
pouts when some one else steals the front page.

Naturally, when he went to Mass at St. Patrick’s
Church in our little town and was not recognized by any
of that quiet congregation, Jafsie was disappointed. The
time came for the ushers to take up the collection. A
sedate voung man came to the pew and offered Jafaie
the collection box. The mystery man put a dollar in the
box, then leaned forward and in a stage whisper 2aid
to the collector: _

* Will you please meet me outside as soon as the service
is over? "

The sedate young man stared blankly and passed on,
But when the Mass was over Jafsie waited outside on
the stone steps until he appeared. Then. with fo |'E_~Fm[.,rn1'
and thumb, Jafsie seized the young man's necktie. In
a confidential tone he said:
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Jafzie's geometrical sketch of Hauptmann, with his three signatures as Dr. John F. Condon, Jafsie, and
“1. 0. Nehand," all embroidered as he penciled them on a curtain in the author's library at Sandalwood.

“ Ay bov, please don't misunderstand me. You prob-
ably realize who I am. Doctor John F, Condon—dJafsie.
Surely vou have heard of Jafsie.”

A great light dawned upon the young man, whose
name, by the way, was Arthur Parent. He shook hands
and asked what he could do for Doctor Condon.

The visitor smiled, with a hint of deep mysterious
knowledge in his twinkling eves. _ :

# | would like to exchange neckties with you right
here and now,” proposed Doctor Condon. Releasing his
hold on Parent’s cravat, he began to untie his own, mean-
while casting a merry smile at
all the faces suddenly ringed
qround the two of them.

“ But what for?" faltered
the voung man.

“'Op,” said Jafsie, *if you
don’t like my tie, I'll buy yours
ATIVWAY. )

The voung man shook his
head in bewilderment.

“ If you would like to have
my tie,” he said in a low voice,
“1 would be proud for you to
take it, Doector Condon, and I
would be proud to wear one
that you had worn. But I would
like to know why you like my
tie.”

By this time Jafsie had an
attentive audience of perhaps
half a hundred people. He held
up the voung man's necktie in
his hand and pointed out the
pattern and its significance. It
was a vellow tie figured with
intersecting cireles. The reader
will recognize that this was a
regemblance, no doubt acci-
dental, to the syvmbol that ap-
peared on all the ransom notes
in the Lindbergh myvstery.

Not even the solemnity of
that hour in church, the dim-
nezs of light streaming through
stained-plass windows, nor the
lulling musiec of the organ could

patterned with

Jalsis wearing the church usher's tie,

intersacting
for which he gave hisown in exchange.

distract those truant old eyes from mystic symbols which
had plaved so hellish a part in the greatest disappoint-
ment of his life.

There yvou have Jafsie, a part of him at least, summed
up in an episode. He is essentially histrionic: he must
be important and cut a figure. For that reason, Jafsie
will festoon his simplest acts with some inexplicable
mumbo jumbo, and then triumphantly demonstrate be-
fore he iz through that it is all really very logical if
vou have the right key.

There was, for example, later that Sunday, the curious
business with the picture he
drew on the curtain,

If the reader will forgive a
necessary personal reference,
there is a small stage for chil-
dren’s playvs set up in the li-
brary of Sandalwood. The cur-
tain for this tiny stage consists
of long pieces of unbleached
liren on which house guests
have inscribed their autographa
These signatures, with com-
ments, pictures, and other
whimsevs, are embroidered in
bright colors,

Just before lunch that dav,
we asked Jafsie if he would
register on this curtain, He
chose for himself a blank space
bounded on the north by Mary
Pickford, south by Colonel
Louis McHenry Howe, east by
Bernarr Macfadden, and west
by Vietor * Throttlebottom ™
Moore. Instead of signing his
name, Jafsie began by drawing
what seemed to be the upper
half of an apple pie. Under this
half-circle he drew an isosceles
triangle. The combination of
the two gave a geometrical sug-
gestion of a human head, which
he emphasized by rounding the
chin and inserting eyes, nose,
and mouth.

“ This,” explained Jafsie, “is 3
15 j

circles,




i duplicate of the drawing that I
rave the federal detectives as [ re-
membered * John * after I had talked
with him by the tool house across
irom Woodlawn Cemetery. Tell me,
does it look like Hauptmann or not?
We thought it did. The reader
may form his own opinion by study-
ing Jafsie's drawing reproduced in
these pages. Notice also the signa-
ture “ L. 0. Nehand." Jafsie aigned
this with a fourish, Hands folded
across stomach, he smiled benevo-
lently and explained how that was
his code signature for cor respondence
with Colonel Lindbergh. But Iwhen
he wrote Lindbergh a letter signed
#1,. 0. Nehand" (lone hand) the
Colonel forgot the arrangement and
thought the letter was from a crank.

L.H.TER that day he mystified me
with two stories that still need
atraightening out. 1 repeat them
|here because they seem to have a
| definite hearing on important issues
'in the Lindbergh case.

The first story was told as a result
\of an impertinent question.

“ 1 hope vou will forgive me, Doctor
Condon,” T began, “ but I think vou
ought to know what some people say
about you.”

“1 "know already,” he replied
mildly. ** Some think [ belong to the
kidnapers' gang: others that 1 am a
erackpot—they call me * wacky "!™

That word “ wacky” iz one of
Jafsie's pets. He uses it to mean
crackbrained. He repeats over and
over again that he is not and never
was * wacky.”

“ People say,” I persisted, * that
‘vou told different stories day after
|day to the reporters, and that olten
one story did not agree with the
other,”

“ That's true.”

His eves looked off into the dis-
tance and he lifted a forefinger like
ia clergyman.
| “I did that deliberately. 1 was
| told to do it. T did it at the request
of the two Colonels—Lindbergh and
Breckinridge. It was part of a de-
liberate plan to mislead the defensze.
They thought [ was muddlebrained.
senile, wacky. Reilly thought he
would make mincemeat of me when
he gof me on the stand. Well, read
the testimony., I convinced the jury,
at least, that I knew what I was
| talking about,”

Here was what seemed to me a
new and extraordinary angle. Be-
fore I could follow it up at that time,
Jafsie skipped to another astonishing
dizclosure,

“There is one point which 1 have
never revealed,” he declared. "It
has to do with my conversation at
the tool house with Hauptmann.
asked him where he left the first ran-
50T note in the nursery. He told me
‘on the crib.’ That drd not sound right
| to me, All previeus statements h.ﬂ‘{
placed that note on the window sill,
When | went back and told Colonel
Lindieyph, he declared that this detail
Provegd ::u::u'I.L]r'-i‘-"[!h'.*' that the man at
Woodlnwn was the man who had taken

the baby., As it was explained to me,
the place of the first ransom note was
purposely misstated in order to pro-
vide a means by which a ransom nego-
tiator could definitely prove he was
the actual kidnaper.”

Jafsie made thiz statement and has
geveral times reiterated it. Yet all
ihe testimony in the Lindbergh case
atill places that note on the window
sill. Here is an extract from the
testimony of Colonel Charles A, Lind-
bergh at the trial:

Q. Did you see a note in the room—
a paper or what?

A, Yes. 1 am not at the moment
certain whether [ saw the note at that
time or the next time [ entered the
1T

Q. 1 see.

A. But either the first or second time;
I came back very shortly.

Q. How much time intervened, did
you =28y, between your first visit into
the room and the second that you re-
fer ta?

A. [ should say not over five minutes,

Q. At any rate, on one of those ocea-
sions vou found the note there?

A. 1 had found a note unopened on
the window sill on the southeast corner
of the room, on the window facing east,

Q. Did you find it? Or was your at-
tention directed to it by any one?

A. No, I found it

Q. I see. And I understand you to
say on the window 41117

A. On the window sill.

Here, go it seems (o me. is i (les-
tion of fact that deserves investi-
gation, To this day, Jafsie insists
that the man in the cemetery said he
put the note on the crib. And Jafaie
also maintains that Colonel Lindbergh
confirmed the extortionist’s state-
ment: that the reports given out
were intentionally misleading. Yet,
two vears afterward, lunder nath,
Colonel Lindbergh 1e51i!1edl he fu:m(l
the note on the window Iﬁ:l]‘I_ ‘nr"l: h.at
is one to judge from this? While
there may be some perfectly simple
explanation for this discrepancy, 18
it not too important to be 1Hnn1-ed_.
Certainly, if Jalsie was mistaken, it
was the only time 1 was ever to catch
his memory off guard. Mot anly {jjrl
he remember events clearly, but with
astonishing precision, especially in
small details, Moreover, his mind
waz both alert and subtle.

F{}H pxample, when he bade us
good-by on that first visit, [ stood
at the open door of the car and asked:
w One final guestion, Doctor.  Are
vou abzolutely certain in your own
mind that Hauptmann had no accom-
lices?’
“1 think he did have ar accom-
plice,’” he replied.
“Who?"
< will answer that by telling an
f-"!l-f Irish story. Sayvs Mike to Pat
What do you think of a woman who
deceives her husband? ' )
“ Save Pat to Mike, * She's terrible’”
“ aavs Mike to Pat, * What do yoy
think of & man who deceives hig
wifel’

e
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# Savs Pat to Mike, * He's a miracle
man." " )

And laughing softly to himself,
Jafsie rode away. ]

In the months that followed, Jafsie
worked closely with us while putting
down on paper the grim and heart-
breaking story that only he could
tell. Then suddenly one day Haupt-
mann, in the death cell in Trenton,
New Jersey, broke his long silence.
It was an ominous, almost accusing
utterance, in which he said:

“1 earnestly wish this gentleman
[Doctor Condon] would make a full
confession, Not only do I wish this
in my interest, but also in the courze
of justice, Because he is holding the
kev in this ease, and with it the key
of my cell.”

1*. TAS Hauptmann about to confess?

And if so, did he mean to drag
Condon down with him in that confes-
aion? I telephoned Attorney General
David T. Wilentz of New Jersey, who
had prosecuted Hauptmann, From
Wilentz I had the assurance that the
prosecution still had full confidence
in Doctor Condon.

Meanwhile, I had also arranged to
talk with Doctor Condon in New York
over that Arabian Nights machine
of modern times called the teletype.
Here is the conversation that went
back and forth on the electric type-
writer:

SecreTARY: In the office right now
iz Doetor Condon.

F. 0.: Hello, Doctor Condon. I am
delighted to be able to talk with you
again and hope yvou are in good health
and your usual fizhting spirit.

Coxpoy: [ amexceedingly well pleased
to hear from vou and hope you are well.

F.0.: Now, Doctor, I don't know how
vou feel about taking sudden trips, al-
though I know you have taken some
exciling ones, But it does seem to me
in view of the dispatches today that
vour story has suddenly assumed an
even greater importance in the mind of
the public than ever before. I think
vou and I should have the opportunity
far a full and careful discussion and I
would therefore appreciate it if you
could come up here for another visit.

Coxpox: It iz a delizht to my soul.
It is most remarkable that I put on my
old coat—the one that I offered to
Haupimann on the Saturday night in
the woods. As far as I am conecerned,
I am practically there, There must be
somme way for a human being to earry
out hiz wishes now and again, and I
wished that some little message would
come from yvou and that wish has been
granted. As in every other case during
my life, I have been faithful to my
trust. I have not betrayed any confi-
dence and have given unreserved what-
over came to my mind one hundred per
cent in connection with the most das-
tardly ense of all times, T{ 2eems to
me that any admission by the culprit
at any time now will redound to his
diseredit and act as a boomerang in
nis case at & time when he needs all
the penitence and retribution that can
be marshaled in his behalf,
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F. 0.: Well spoken. Can you make
it up here?

Coxpor: T am ready to start now.

By midnight he was on the train.
The next morning, in a barbershop
in Providence, the reporters found
him and plied him with questions.
He arrived at Sandalwood bearing a
basket of lovely flowers which he
had purchased from a roadside nurs-
eryman. That flower man did recog-
nize Jafsie and named a dahlia after
him, By the time he reached the
house, newspapers were telephoning
from all over the country. He prom-
ised to give them a statement later
that afternoon, Meanwhile we talked
over many disputed points in the
case. Some of Doctor Condon’s re-
matks I shall give here from steno-
graphic records taken at that time.

But let me pause to point out one
curious happening—a mystification
that the Doctor never did clear up.
He arrived wearing that mighty coat
of which he had spoken in his teletype
conversation. Its huge folds covered
him from ears to ankles. Upon his
arrival he placed the coat carefully on
a divan in the living room and sol-
emnly requested that no one touch it
or go near it. Then we repaired to
the library to go over disputed points
in evidence.

We were there for hours. When we

finally returned to the living room, the
eoat had disappeared. Seeing this,
Jafeie at once manifested intense dis-
may. His face had the tragic air of
one who has lost his all. Of course
the mystery was quickly explained:
gome one, forgetting orders, had hung
the coat in a closet. When 1 lifted it
from the hanper, I was astonighed at
ita weight. There was something in
the bottom of that coat that weighed
many pounds. [ put the coat back on
the divan, and there it remained until
late that night when Jafsie left. Why
was he so concerned that no one go
near his coat? What was it that
weighted it down so heavily? 1 do
not know.
As a result of those talks with Jaf-
gje in the library, however, I did get
to know more about his theories of the
case. Point by point we checked on
objections that were being broadeast
by defense lawyers.

HERE was, for instance, the
matter of the man with the hand-
kerchief. Partisans of Hauptmann
declared that when the story of the
ransom payment was first aired in the
Bronx courthouse, it was stated that
Colonel Lindbergh, while waiting in
the ear outside of St. Raymond's
Cemetery, saw a4 man go by with a
handkerchief to his face, and that he
dropped this handkerchief as if in
signal to some accomplice. During
the murder trial at Flemington this
story was not told. People were ask-
ing why. Jafzie, who was at St. Ray-
mond's with Colonel Lindbergh, dis-
missed this report as unimportant.

“ The man with the handkerchief.”
he said, * was seen only by Colonel
Lindberch. It would be impossible
for me to see him, inasmuch as my

back would be toward him for the en-
tire distance to ‘John’ in the ceme-
tery. It would be physically impos-
sible for that man to be Hauptmann
or ‘John,” because [ kept my eyes
riveted on the spot from which the
voice came with the words, * Hey,
Doktor,” and no man crossed me or
crossed between me and * John ' dur-
ing the entire transaction. It would
be impossible for any man to gel
where I saw the man, or Hauptmann,
without my noticing him as 1 went
toward him, if he had come from the
spot where Colonel Lindbergh said he
gsaw him drop the handkerchief. No
one else but the state progecutor could
answer the guestion as to why this
matter was not introduced at the
trial”

A NOTHER mystery which has been
)} frequently discussed was the ab-
sence of fingerprints in the nursery.
Not only were no fingerprinta of
intruders discovered: apparently the
police found no fingerprints whatever,
Syrely, it was argued, there should
have been fingerprints of the baby,
the mother, nursemaid, and others
somewhere on the furniture or wood-
work. I asked Jafsie what he thought
of thia, and he said:

“ A far as the family were con-
cerned, the care of the furniture by a
rood housekeeper would necessitate
the rubbing of all polished surfaces
if the person working cared much
about his job and took a pride in the
appearance of the room,

“ Gaoond, the one who took the haby
might have had —and this ig my belipf
— gloves on.

“ The nonappearance of finger-
prints, in my opinion, ia not alto-
gether true, becauze on the side of
the window casement, just about the
height of a man arcund my height,
the impression of the thumb and the
hase of the thumb was plainly marked
on that casement, and I called Colonel
Lindbergh's attention to it on the
night I slept there. Now, & man tak-
ing a left hand that way could have
the burden in hiz right hand, and that
ig all vou need have, And it also dem-
onstrated that the man carried the
hurden in his right hand and leaned
on the rasement getting out of the
window. Now, that was my impres-
gion all the time. [ do not know
whether the Colonel called the atten-
tion of the police to that or not, but he
was the one [ was helping.

“ There ia one mystery about the
case in the room where [ slept—the
nursery. [ was informed that there
were no fingerprinta in that room.
The smeoch [ ecalled Colonel Lind-
bergh's attention to seemed to have
heen passed over. Bot, taking an
angle of about thirty degrees above
the floor and looking out the south-
erly window, I saw foot-tracks from
the foot of the cradle on the rug—
from the foot of the eradle right out
the window—which no one noticed,
That brought me to the theory that
the baby was dragged down 10 the foot
of the crib rather than Leing taken
fram the head of the crib.
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“Tf there were no fingerprints of
the family in the room, I will concede
it a5 a mystery I cannot explain.”

Another point which has been
raised against Jafsie was the reduc-
tion in the amount of the ransom
mMoney. Lindbergh and Condon
brought seventy thousand dollars to
5t. Raymond's Cemetery, But Con-
don, by arguing with Hauptmann,
got him to accept fifty thousand dol-
lars. To many minds this seemed an
unreasonable thing. Why did the kid-
naper take lesa? During our conter-
ence I put this up to Jafsie, and here
ia his reply:

* 1 have made a very deep study of
ihe known bent of eriminal minds. [
wish to state, first, that no such state-
ment was ever made to Hauptmann
hy me that I had seventy thousand
dollars with me. [ valued my life too
much to make any such statement
whatever, for any man who has been
in the profeasional field will tell you,
and T have been told by thoze who are
the greatest in the United States,
that that was the time he would have
shot if he wanted to get away from
me—the high point and crucial mo-
ment—and I knew it,

“ T merely said, * It was so hard to
et seventy thousand dollars—why
don't vou stick to what vou promised
in vour note to me? '

“1 said, ‘I suppose that you are
aware that times are hard, That is,
I mean, in that sense hard—depres-
gion.’ ¥

“We are in the time of depression,
and I told him it was exceedingly hard
for Colonel Lindbergh to get that
amount of money.

f HIE exact words were: *I zup-
pose, since we can't get seventy,
I must take fifty.

“You can rest assured I did not
wait after that, but said: * Please give
me the note.

“+¢ T haven't got it with me.’

“¢ How can I get it? I can’t give
yvou the money without the note.’

“ Ha said: ' I'll go and get it in a
few minutes.'

4“1 said: * Well, you go and get the
note and I'll go and get the money.’

“ The statement that I told ‘ John’
that 1 had the seventy thousand dol-
lars is not correct. I never made the
statement, nor did I state to any one
until the articles came out that I had
the seventy thousand dollars — be-
cause I didn't. The Colonel had the
geventy,

“1 was in constant touch with
(z-men, with the police department
and state troopers, present during
their questions and the answers given
to them. and the accounts of their in-
vestigators, especially the G-men.

“ It was reported in my presence
by these authoritative powers that in
gtocks and bonds in Hauptmann's
name, given in April, 1932, which was
the month 1 gave the money, they fig-
ured it all up to $49,680. The bank
account, the stocks and bonds, added
to the $14,000 and the $5.000 speci-
fied, would make up 43,680, making a
balance of §320,

P




* I considered all matters with ref-
erence to the ransom bills of signal
importance, inasmuch as I placed that
box with the money in it on my left
hand, extended my right hand out to
the kidnaper, and simultaneously
gave him the box as I took the note.
The box contained $50,000, of which
$49 680 have been recovered, £320 to
be accounted for still

"It may seem strange that 1 paid
such minute attention and have gone

Twao vears later it proved to he true!

Science Says the Lindbergh Baby Was Killed in Cold Blood

Thirty-one days before the body was discovered, a medical psychologist, studying
the ransom notes, said the kidunaper bad murdered his vietim!

Ten days after the tragic discovery, the same scientist said the murderer lived in
a rertain part of the Bronx and could be identified by looking up his car license.

Equally startling deductions by this scientist anent details of the caze that are
still mysterious will be dizelozed for the first time by Leigh Matteson

In Liberty Next Week

that at the present moment [ am
dealing with matters that seem to
me to be new evidence of firat im-
portance, and if people will refrain
from interfering with me, in a short
time I hope to have the entire mys-
tery cleared up. However, I feel
bound to add that this new evidence,
which seems almost certain to be
proved correct, not only confirms my
testimony at the trial but also adds
to it."”

into this money matter in detail, but
the honor of my family and my own
reputation depend upon a true state-
ment regarding this financial deal.
Unkind people have said to me:

“*Will you give me half?'

“*What did you do with
money 7'

“*Where did you get the fur over-
eoat? !

“* Did vou put it over the hedge
and let Al Reich it?*

“ These did not annoy me, but they
did hurt members of my family, who
begged me not to enter the case at
all under any conzideration whatever.

“ Regarding the ransom notes—
and I handled every one of these notes
except the first three, which came to
Colone] Lindbergh and Colonel Breck-
inridge—1 opened the notes, handed
them to Colonel Lindbergh in my
home. T just opened them and read
them and handed them to him. He
handed them to Colonel Breckinridge.

“ After, he said: *May I take
these?’

“1 told him he could have everv-
thing in the house. If there had been
any doubt in my mind {as to my own
innocence ), would I have surrendered
any of this evidence? ™

the

A S Jafsie paused and listened, a
4 knowk came at the door of the
library. Reporters were waiting. As
I opened the door Jafsie gave a start
of surprige: for leading the proces-
gion was a man in uniform—the loeal
police chief. The strain under which
Doctor Condon had been laboring for
(weeks was plainly evident in the start
of surprise he gave at that moment.

Then he pazzed it off with a laugh
' and shook hands with the officer. But

in that moment he had earned my
| pity. The man was afraid.

' He was still slightly nervous as he
gave to the reporters the statement
which appeared in all American news-
papers the next day and which con-
cluded as follows:

“ Furthermore, even after the con-
vietion I have continued my efforts
in investigating disputed points of
the caze, T do not hesitate to say

That new evidence of which he
spoke has already been printed in
Liberty of March 28,

It was after the reporters were
gone and we were at dinner that
Jafsie told the strangest of all his
stories, of something that had hap-
pened to him, 20 he =aid, a long time
agpo: * 1 was manager of our football
team and we had traveled to Chicago.
I was staying at the Palmer House,
where vou could see the silver dollars
in the lobby floor. I was in my room
at the hotel when a knock came at the
door. My caller was a little man I had
never seen before, He gaid:

“* Doctor Condon, you must come
at once to save a human life.

“But I shook my head and ex-
Mlained I was not a medical doetor.

" Nevertheless,' persisted the curi-
ous-looking man who had come out of
the night, ‘ vou must come to save a
human life.

“1 have never turned a deaf ear
to such an appeal. I went with him.

“ He took me to a house somewhere
in the labyrinth of Chicago. He
opened the door with a key, and took
me upstairs into a room, the door of
which he locked. Then he took off
his coat and hat and drew a pistol
from his pocket. He commanded me
to sit in a curious-looking chair across
the room. Then he bound my arms
and legs to the chair,

‘' Now, Doctor Condon,” he re-
sumed, * vou have been brought here
to answer a question. If you answer
the question correctly, you may go
out of here unharmed. It ig your
aown life that you came here to save.
If you fail, then that head of yours
which now sits s0 snugly on vour
broad shoulders will join those others
who have also failed. You can zee
then; ].fﬂrk}*gurse]ff

“Ilooked up, and what dn v ;
pose I saw? There wag %}?g“?ug}f
glass jars on a shelf —large glass jars
—and in each one was 5 human head
preserved in aleohol! T knew I had to
think quickly, What was the question
I had to answer?

“The little stranger looked at me
with a smug ajr,



“*The guestion,” he said, ' iz very simple. Who was
the preatest man that ever lived? '

“ I thought a moment. To me there is only one answer
to that question and I gave it automatically :

Wi Georpe Washington.'

“ My captor laughed with great delight.

¢ No, no, no, you are wrong! ' he erowed.
only two more guesses. Go on—goon!?

“ This time I was slightly more deliberate. Finally I
ventured my second guess:

“* Abraham Lincoln.

“The stranger gave a squeal of pleasure,

“*Wrong again!' he gloated, rubbing his hands.

"You have

‘You've got only one more left. Hurry up, now! I ean’t
wait much longer. It's your last chance!’
“I looked at him. He was a little fellow. In one

hand he held the pistol. The fingers of the other were
thrust between the buttons of his vest. His posture
was familiar. It gave me a clue. Suddenly 1 said:

** Napoleon!'

“ Weoping with despair, my captor unbound me, pro-
duced the key, and unlocked the door. I went back to
the hotel unharmed, leaving the stranger erving bitterly
in the company of his pickled victims.”

Without exaggeration, that is the storv Doctor John
F. Condon told in the presence of a number of witnesses
at the dinner table. What did he mean by it? He stated
that he had often told the story to his classes, Was it
some mistaken exercige in narrative technique? Or an
exposition of some theory in the psychology of atten-
tion? Did he think that we would believe it had really
happened? Did he himself believe that it really hap-
pened? I simply cannot decide.

Bui somewhere in the obscure recesses of that old
gentleman's tantalized spirit there is a great fear. Jaf-
aie is afraid of something. Perhaps it i3 a dread of re-
taliation from Hauptmann or his friends. Or it may
be a fear of something unknown, something we cannot
even imaginege—some namnllnas dread,
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talks too much of not being afraid of anything—he doth
protest too much, s it because of this fear that he talks
so boldly of being able to protect himself even at his
age? Was it for this that his coat was so heavily
weighted down? Does this inner fright explain his
gudden departure into the jungles of Panama? 1s that
not why his mind dwells on such fantastic stories as the
room with the pickled heads?

I have seen that fear in manv guises. When I visited
his home at the time he showed me the places and re-
enacted the scenes of hiz adventures with Hauptmann,
he took me to his bedroom—a small cubicle, its walls
hung with a dozen vieling, the paper scraped from the
walls because, so Jafsie told me, government detectives
had got into the house and looked for ransom money.
Fear showed itself in some of his letters. Under date
of December 11, he wrote me:

* My letter was opened and our mutual friends are
like Sherlock Holmeses looking for a scent. 1 am
swamped with officers, eavesdroppers, and busybodies.”

Surelv no man was ever more harazsed. One simple
fact stands out—that Jafsie did what he did out of a
genuine desire to be helpful. He rizsked his life, not
onee but several times. He was brave and honest, and
I believe the story that he told was true. His foibles
are those of an old schoolmaster who, whenever he told
a joke, waz sure the children would laugh. Fifty vears
of teaching American children is enough to make any
one tell strange stories. But it is also enough to build
something strong and true in the character of any decent
man, and that is how I think Jafsie comes finally into
focus—decent, strong, and true, with an instinct for
plav-acting that cannot be cured.

I have told these things to Governor Hoffman of New
Jersev., The Governor visited my rooms at the Hotel
Waldorf-Astoria at 12.30 A. M., March 13. From then
until 4.30 in the morning we discussed various angles of
the case. The Governor asked me my true opinion of
Dr. Condon, The paragraph above wis my answer,
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