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Proud and Angrv Dust

The troubles of our proud and angry dust
Are from eternity, and shall not fail.
ear them we can, and if we can we must

A.E. Houseman:"The chestn§it casts/
his flambeaux"
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The Town Tomb in Connaught Cemetzry wg$ set at the foot of the

gentle slope whichtgzzyin off the road to Contoocook Lake to the east of
the town. The procession of cars looked like a line of mourners as it
passed through the open gates in the wrought iron fence except that it
was missing the lead performer in such a line -- the hearse. Wm Lyman,
the undertaker, was‘léading the group in his large black Backard in which
he usually herded the procession of friends and relatives on such sad
errands as were his professional duties. The town wags,who noted that
he was 1n the habit of taking his mistress Alice Harris on their usual
Sunday afternoon drive in the same vehlcle, remarked that 01d Lyman was
certainly serving the quick as well as the dead, and oftener , and that
they Bet Alice made a nice corpse when he laid her out. Would have been

haﬁiier, they reckoned, more room, you know, to take her out in the

hearse but Alice was too sensitive for that. Lymgn was returning to the

ce@etary for the second time that day. He had spent a good part of the

.~ morning supervising the Boudreau brothers as they opened the gravé in

Thornd ke

which the coffin of Wm E—Zman had been laid at the back part of the

graveyard near the tool shed. The grave was temporary but not as temporary

as it had turned out. The deceased had been 1in his final resting place

Thrnhiwg '
just over two weeks when his brother, Frederick ®We=Im==h of New York Clty3
e Thos w3

had obtained a court order authorizing the exhumation. Ssan s widow was
in no shape to make any funeral arrangements and so David Lewis, her
court-appointed custodian, had decided to delay any purchase ofziot
until it could be decided’where the murdered man would await hié maker.
The digging had been easy, the soil was sandy, and the hot August sun
had warmed their backs as they bent to their task with pick and shovel.
When they had placed the plain wodden box on the rude table set up In
the middle of the tomb their job was done for the moment and they

returned to the tool house to eat their lunch. Lym#n returned home for
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usual hearygy mid-day meal, though, as he remarked to his wife, h@’didn't,
even after all these years, have much stomach for what he was going to
have to witness that afternoon. Fresh corpsesf are one thing, he said,
digg&ng them up again was not much to his taste. He met the exhumation
party at the Town Library, where the Selectmen had their offices on the
To Tl Cenvlory

second floor, and they drovehin a bodyf, through the crowds of summer
visbtors gathered for the Labor Day Weekend. Every store had its flag
out, some had bunting draped above the display windows and over the
doors. One member of the party remarked on the large number of houses
with service stars hanging in their windows and said how good it was to
see such a patriotic town.

The Town Tomb was set in a hillock of the slope which rose up
into the general area of graves to the north. It looked as solid as a
tomb should with five levels of chiseled granite giving bulk and strength.
There was one long piece of granite which stretched all the way across
the top of the door and on it was laid a shallow pyramid of concrete in
whirh was centered the date in large upright number{)1874. Above this was
a sod covering for the roof of the tomb and the area was shadowed lightly
with phnes native to the sandy soil. The iron door which led into the
tomb was massive in its scaly surface and was hinflged on the right with
a long iron pin through %= hasp as its fastening. There was no“lock.
Its gréatest use came, of course, in the months when heavy snows and
frozen ground made interment impossible. The Beaudreau boys had remarked

Thonwdibe

they were glad they didn't have to plant old BE=Znh in the wintertime any-
way, by gar, or dig him up either.

Lyman led the partyup past the tomb on a road that circled up on

the flat and led,back down on the other side so that they cars were all

A
they
heading out of the cemetary the way xs&x had come. It was one of his nice

little touches,
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undertaker stopped just beyond the tomb and waved the other cars to go

Since his duties would begin and end the business of the day, the

on by him toward the entrance. By the time they had all pulled into
position one in fromt of eaeh other he had gotten out, pulled bhgh‘s
hegvy padlock apart, and.after having pulled out the long retaining

pin, with some effort %%;g the quilted black door back beyond its
hinges. The mid-day sun poured strongly down on the table set in the
xax® xzki® middle of the dark coolness<and'there was no need for any
other source of heat or light.

The others approached now from their cars in the groups in which theyiM§
ridden. The two doctors, Densmore, the County Medical Referee, and
Childs, from %k Peterborough, the nearest physician available now

with xke Mason's two doctors off in the service, Were accompanied by

Rof PAckard, the County Solicitor. The doctors had their black bags

with the tools of their profession and Densmore had a black rubber
laborato?§§%%lded over one arm. As they neared the tomb, the three

were exchanging;ﬂé&b banter, though Childs right cheek twitched in

xB& nervous tic whach tightened the already taut pale face. RRrYxwEX=®
The two doctors entered first while PAckard waited for the rést of the
party. Edward %ﬂ:&:'.:n and Alfred 32-@‘25;?‘ selectmen, who were there

to represent the town of Mason, walked so softly and carefully that it
was almost as if they were holding hands against what they would find

in the dark interior of the tomb. They kept glancing back ove%%%%%ulders
toward the thrge thaxxpagrxppxXke who brought up the rear.
Fredericg7é;§;§h%&other of the murdered man, was a man of sharp features
and precise even fussy gestures and his beady little eyes mowed quickly
back and forth behind rimless pince-nez glasses and his head swiveled
back and forth like that of a feeding bird. He seemed to pull along
with him the figure of a much younger man, who was cgrrying a large

plate camera with a plate box and a tri-pod. The younger man maintained

an attitude of listening deference and with his load had %o push to
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keep pace with his older companion. The last figure to make his way towarc

the waiting group was a man of late middle age with the composed features

and dark blue suit of a respectable man of affairs. He walked as if he

wondered why he was there, indeed as if he wished he were somewhere else.
) Peerins meade,

This was Tsfo——emest, town banker, business advisor and long time friend

of the murdered man. The three exchanged introduCtionS as they walked.

meape KK ol
" Mpr. ®Eck. I don't think you have met Mr. Pl Fred TR enid.

" My pleasure, Mr. D!égi:ggh;‘.‘

Enchante, M'sieur."

" Mr. nggg&é; has a stidio in New York and specializes in Psychic

Detection.”

"Oh 7"

"Yes, he has been called in on some very famous cases in New York City
and has been instrumental in solving crimes which had baffled the police
He brings to detective work an approach which is unique in the annals
of crime. My paper hifed him in the Magruder case, the one where the
body of the 1little girl could not be found. He found hot only the body
of the murdered girl but the murder weapon as well and led the police
to the guilty party. He utilizes, he & tells me, the forcgs of animal
magnetism, both biomagnetic and pxzxiriz biactinic, ig1;sg.various
manifestations. There have recently been made advances in detect®%ion
of which the average person has no comprehension.”

" Indeedl"”

MEADE
" T asked you to bes present today, Nr &=, because you are practically
the only person I know in town, and because you were such a good friend
to William. I never came to Mgson very often nor stayed very long. Polly
didn't care for me for some reason -- she was a very possessive woman,

you know -- perhaps because she thoughtI'd lure William back to sin in

the big city. The fact that I worked in the world of the theatre, knew

. mdeanm mm o~ e A e~ wmAn e oamahAaw a ainiater Ficure. T don't think
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we exchanged five sentences in the last Xkxx thirty years. She was
always out when I came to see William, always visiting a neighbor or
something, and of course they never came to New York. Being a-:;:ZIZQG
eritic is not that exciting or that powerful, but I think she thought
I took a different actress to bed every night. If she only knew! "

" I'm sure that ..."

" Anyway, I did want to thank you in person for sending the telegram.

I was up at Lake Placid and didn’'t get it in time to éé%wﬁﬁfthe
funeral, but I appreciate your trying to get in touch with me. From
what I did learn after I did get here, I knew I had to see William's
body. I wanted you to be here and Nr, gg;gég;r wanted youmr to be here.”
Before the banker could digest that last bit of information, they had
reached the entrance to the tomb and the attention of all present was
fixed on the final form of the pine box on the table. Rapp PAckard, the
County Solicitor spoke.

" Beforg we begin, Gentlemen, I am here representing Chesire County.
Mr?t§2§¥3°ﬁay I see the court order for exhumation?”

Thorndie_
Ye looked at the paper handed him by Frederick &s=m and handed it on
to the Selectmen. .
" Mr. Bﬁm&ﬁ, Mr tp?mn'érgé, you represent the Town of Mason. It is in
your capacity as Town officials I show you the order of exhumation
properly signed and dated by Judge Harling. Do you know an? reason why
this examination of the deceased should not proceed? No 7 All right,Mgf
Lyman, you may proceed.”
Tyman had loosened the top of the coffin with his pry bar before the
others had all gathered -- they stood on both sides of the tatle in
order not to block the 1light from the door -- and had only to 1lifg it
off and set it to mmexzxse the far end of the table to expose the

ody. Each of the witnesses drew a shallow breath as if trying not to

breath the stale air which had a slightly sweet smell, formaldahyde
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Lyman knew since he had injected it himself, and Frederick B=&=2 shivered
in spite of himself. RessBexsmses PAckard continued.
" Mr. SS=x=, do_you identigy this as the body of your brother, the late
William K. =@ 7" '
* I do."
" Dr. Densmore, if you please.”
Densmore, the County Medical Referee, Emk® spoke in what he considered

» of the county staff
a tone of proper gravity, mX in what PAckard and others/called his

Rue Morgue bass: W Please notice that I am opening the tie and shirt of
the deceased. By doing so I am able to expose the adema profounda which
led Dr. Childs and myself to adduce that the cause of death was strangu-
lationx. An exakmination of the lungs, impossible to reproduce here at
this time,showed that though the body was found in six feet of water
the cause of death was not drowning because the lungs were free of
water and the accompanying trauma that drowning induces." He turned the
head to its right. "Notice the marks on the head. They are claw shaped
lacerations, three deep cuts §§§ in a triangle. They are, I may remark,
like the imprint of a giant bird's claw. Again, by our examination of
the body, both at the scene of the crime and in Mr. Lyman's parlors,
we determined that the blow on the head though severe and unsightly was
not the cause of death. Any questions 7" .,

owndllng, his eyes
A1l those present looked at Frederick 1. He had been intent,/fixed
on xk® his brother's body, his head firm as if in a photographers collar.
His summer ®X@rw straw hat was in his left hand andpwith his right he

the sweat frowm of the it,

whived/ his face and forehead (in spite/ granite coldf).He shook his
head and turned toward the two selecimen.
" You gentlemen had something you wanted to do?"

ABMM

Ed 1

, the smaller and more simian of the two, reached into the

small box hex had carried in with him, and brought out a small hand

ReauX

cultivator. " This hand cultivgtor or weeder was found Dby Charley =%
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on the second terrace,under the stone wall there, about two days after
the funeral. Notice that it has three prongs and a handle about one foot
in length. There are markings similar to what this instrument would make
on both the barn floor -- this has been checked -- and on the boards of
the barn porch. We think that the murderers mak may have stepped on the
claw part in the barn and that the marks on the porch floor may have been
made when the killers missed with a second blow. This weeder was turned
over to the town officials Dby that good citizen and patrziot Charlie
B‘““E The County and State officials ( and here hexglanced at the

County Soliciter) do not believe that it's part of the crime. We do and
we would like to ask Dr. Dénsmore to place the weeder on the head wounds
and see if they fit. " And he handed the cultivator to the County Referec
Densmore%t;;k the tool somewhat gingerly and with a glance around the
faces ringing the table silently sought approval to do ss. PAckard nodded
in a why-not kind of way and Densmore placed the three prongs down on
lacerations. The fit was evident to all watchers and the two selectmen
could hardly mmmxxi contain their satisfaction. If there had been room
and the company had not included the dead man's brother, they might have

brolies buX i Sinil
/§V Shiles even danced their delight.

" They fit," 35555%59sa1d, " and some people thought we were crazy whenﬁf
said they would. The cultivator was obviously used in the strugfgle,even
iéf%as not the murder weapon." He addressed himself to Frederick &=ms,’
who stared intently at the body, not acknowledging in any way that he
been spoken to, segming to try to will the corpse into some kind of

response. Then &®=®r shook himself like a dog shedding water and turned

Kellexn

to the detective. " Nr. BeFezwr, will you take the pictures now?"
Lellex , , , , )
/}’* s ==»r busied himself with setting up the tri-pod as the rest of the
3% : . : .
Py party edged Dastmgut of the tomb to give k3 xmm room in which to
-y
éii’maneuver. Frederick == remained and helﬁf&im pull the table a bit
1683

mAara +Amard +ha antroansa 4+~ ratrh +the Fuillneas nf the ehaft of .ligh.t
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in the doorway. The photographer workequuickly, shoving the plates
quickly into the camera, focusing on the head wounds, pulling the
used platedgnd inserting & fresh ones. With a glance at his
employer, he turned the head back to a full face position and took
three pictures before turning it back right so that again the
head wounds stood out full against the pale scalp in contrast to
thevmatEed hgair around them. As he did so, he murmured something
tovgg;g‘g%d called his attention to the wounds themselves. He took
two more pictures from yet another angle and packed up his camera,
folded the tripod, and §§§%§8da11 of his equipment in a pile aganist
the.wall of the tomb.
&= addressed those standing outside in the warm sunshine:" You
can come back in now. Thank you, Mr. PAckard, we are finished with
our picture taking."
Having once gotten out in the fresh air, none of the party seemed
Reriling Meale
too anxious to return and of these &&==Ixh was the slowest to responc
and the last to return. PjAckard looked apéﬁﬁéﬁ%ﬁééééea at the coffin
and around/%%e faces gathered beside it. " qus anyone else have
anything he wants done? As you know, Mr, 3=k, Attorney- General
agégggnhas ordered that the stomach of the deceased be removed and
its contents analyzed. This had not been done before and is an
important part of our investigation. I suggest that if there is not
anything more, that we lay people leave and let the doctors get about
their business.”

Thorweee
Frederick &%®a held up his hand. " Yes, there is one more piece of

kel/en

business. Mr. SEX==%or and I have been pursuing our own investigatior

into my brother's murder for the past week now and he has something

Keller
he wants to say. Mr. Dexerior ?"
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Kellexr
While the rest of the party had been filing back into the tomb, Bskm=or

had been busy with a tape measure , pencil and paper, working on the
exposed scalp wounds. In-answer-ie-Deants Hearing his name, he straight-
ened up ,and with the paper in one hand, holding the pencil as a sort

of baton or pointer in the other, he assumed the stance and demeanor ¥ E
of the lecturer.

" Gentggmen. You do not know me or what I do. I tell you. I am a psychic
detective. For somé&ears now I work solving crimes that the police have
fgiled on. I was Vice-president twice for the International Congress
for Experimental Psychology, in 191$0 and 1913. My work is better known
in Europe than in America. I have written the horoscopes of many royal
persons in Europe. I have translated an important work in my field,

Boirac's The Psychology of The Future, into English. It is published

both in England and the United States. I tell you this so you know me
better. Already I have found out much that your investigatérs have mixsx
missed; when I develop the pictures I have taken today, I will know even
more. Thought is power. Psychology as a means of detecting crime will be
the most potent agency of the trained police of the future. I may not

be able to convince everyone of the reality of psychic pictures, but

Thormdike,

when the evidence is presented, and the W& murderer identified, the
world will realize the great psychic forces of the consciousness, and

‘of the super-consciousness. Mine is an honorable pursuit; it goes back

to the Principes de ILa Philosophie of the great French scholar Decartes

Magnetism 1s the key to physical discovery. We deal here in this case
with magnetoidal phenomena, whioch is the intervention of forces yet
unknown. These forces are exerted from one body to another in proximity
through the intermediary of the nervous system of each body. Here today
I think I make two discoveries, One, there is a tradition ;E psychic

study of what Descartes called subtle matter, those parts of the body

which record the effects of the field forces operating on or near them/(
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messenger of our body, the blood. Not only does the blood carry the

Chief among these are the waters of the brain and the corporeal

vital essences of our existence all over our body, it, with the nerves,

& is a conveyer of those forces which in effect hold our body together.

It also records the fields operative during our lifetime and holds

5
- these records. Medieval literature of the tradition tellf us time and

again that the wounds of the dead bleed when the murderer approaches.

I invite you to come closer and observe with me that the wounds of the
murdered Willam &&ER are now bleeding."

The silence which followed was deafening.

The two selectmen pushed closer and peered at the three lacerationson
the head of the corpse. " I can't see it, can you f&g;;?""No, Ba, I
can't, but he says it's there.” Dr. Childs, whose agitation had

grown ever since the viewing of the corpse‘began, closed his eyes and
his breathing grew louder and became almost a moan. The other four

kept their position4around the table and looked at the grinning face

of the detective with a mixture of disbelief and revulsion.

Eéﬁé@%Q} drew back the pencil with which he had been pointing xke along
the edges of the wounds. " Can't see it, hein ?f Not surprising,because
you are not trained in clinical observation. That takes long years of
intensive work. No matter. Now. While you were standing outside, I was
measuring the dimensions and configurations of the wounds. I have recor
ed}%ﬁmthis sheet of paper, so. See. They are exactly as they are on the
head of the xxx victim."” Pcr!p;w.s Mende.
As he said this, he stepped quickly to the side of &&=k, who was

standing near the door, almost taking flight from the tableau, and

L
clapped the paper against his bruised cheek. And, strange to say, Ir.

MNeCads_

===, the marks fit the wounds on your face. Tell me, how did you

‘receive your black eye?"
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I laid the neatly typed sheets down and looked at Mary Kaye, who
had giveéj%hem to read less than a half hour before. " This was never
published in the Boston Courier, was it, Mary 27"

" Heavens, no," she said. " I wasn't even there, but I did have to do an
item for the Sunday paper saying that there had been an exhumation at
the request of Fred12:;:r*$éo was there; that pictures were takenj;and
that the stomach was removed on order of the State Attorney-General.

I talked to Rob thkard and Ed Lyman and got the facts. There was so
much left over that I couldn't use xka&x I thought of writing it up,maybe
use it in a short story or a novel. It's fantastic enough for a Poe Tale

of Horror or something."

‘(g.l)ef

" It's crazy," I said. " And that mad man Peke¥rier is still in town?"

" Yes, he's been living up at the Rectory of Holy Name for the last five
months, "

"Who's paying him ?"

" The town was, but he put in for expenses beyond what the town had agreed
to and they dropped him from the public payroll. You can guess who's
paying him now."

" I can guess," I said.

" And those photographs he took in the cemetary were just the start.He's

€ . . .
been taking pictures of evrything and evrybody in town, including blood

v ] the murderers' faces ) . ) _
3pot§;;1ﬁ%i FTooT of the Dean Barn. Here, read this clip from an inter
— L3 e Courler  Livcaa hbs cient for
view with BAart &=z of The Amerresen. Fbcgjhad him tied up tig
A}

months, é%é;é;st let anybody get to him for an interview, Exclusively

BArt's, he #&%1 that one.” She‘grimaced.
" I dontt believe it," I said.

-
" Neither did many other people," she daid, " but here."

MASON, N.H. Seot. 10 ' _
William DeKepler; New York City psycho;og;st-detectlve,revealed .
here today in an exclusive interview with your co;resgondept thatThii
he hadx found the faces of the murderers of William Kendrick
in xk® photographs of the blood stain s at the scene of the murder.
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. Explaining the phenomenon, DErommer said, I was about to

formation on the plate, I looked closely and was amazed to

L b toss the negative into a waste basket when my eyes were
. atrracted when my eye was attracted by g small whitish

\%

\é

g{‘.f
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behold a human face. There was no mistaking it. I had seen

that face before. As I studied the plate, 3 other faces

appeared, one of them a woman. I had,prior to this time,

made up my mind that a woman had been present at the scene

of the murder. You will remember that a hairpin was found

near the cistern in which the body was thrown." Asked how

he accounted for the occurrence of human faces, from the

negatives of blood stains, BeKetlley replied,"” It is the

state of coneciousness. The o0ld man was struck. He whirled I ¢
about and struggled withk his assailants for a moment. Then S=—— ¢
it was the faces peering at him with blood lust in their eyesZ’u‘m‘l‘E
He died. But that agonlzed consciousness remained. It was E—
still strong enough to impress itself on the negative."

" That's just more of that nonesense about the wounds of the dead

kg® bleeding when the mffrderer appr@aches the corpse, " I said.

%J" Yes, well,you need to educate yourself fast to what's been going

on in this town in thhe last ten months. There's some sort am of an
Unholy Alliance operating in Mason. That psycho-detective has been
roaming the town at all hours of the night. People are afraid of him.
A lot of people from the mill -- good catholics, too -- cross the
street when they see him coming and cross themselves as well. The
selectmen and Father Manion are hand-in-glove; it's not clear just
who is running who, but with that ugly little monkey Ed gg;%aan,l
have my own idea who the organ grinder is and what his tune is. I've
got to get home and get Jock's lunch, but I'll leave this collection
of newspaper clips, mostky of them featuring " Our Correspondent "
Bnrt%égsd» with you. You can give them back when you'¥e had a chance
to study them. And you'd better read between the lines, too."

I walked her to the door. Mary Kaye was f§§% feisty 1little Scot, who
worked as a stringer for a number of Boston papers and &% World Press
International. Her husband Jock had been a railroad telegrapher until
he'd hgd the shock which now kept him confined to a wheelchair. The

little she brought in with her newspaper work helped piece out the

meager railroad pension they lived on. I liked her. Some pefiple would
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X.she was tied to a sick old man, but as I watched heE stocky
,:' err8ct 1little figure walk down the driveway and cross iiénstreet,
I felt that I was watching a brave one, as brave asz any of the
wounded boys I had cared for in Base Hospital # 65 of the AEF. Not
all the heroes in this war had been overseas, and the need for

intestinal fortitude had not ended with the Armistice. Some battles

go on without an armistice and end only when one or both of the

combattants are rendered hors dekombat, as the French would say.
My problem was that I had not figured out who my enemy was. In the
war this was very plain. By the time we got in, the rape of Belgium,
the atrocities there, the sinking of neutral vessels by the U-boats,
all made it very clear that the world was ot going to be safe for
democrgcy until the Boche was put back in his cage.Know your enemy,
the posters said, and I was going to damn well know mine when I
found him. What had gone on in Mason while I was tending flu patients
ssometimes never taking my clothes off from one day to the nx

night and day/and dressing the post-operative patients in that Base
Hospital in muddy France? I had to find out!

In the first few weeks after my discharge in early May 1919,
I really had very little to do. I k=® had a good practice before I
left and had every confidence that I would soon again. Thé,pneumonia
season, friend of the aged they said, had passed and the flu had
finally run its course that spring,taking many with it as it did so.
The summer people, those with homes on or near the six lakes in the
township,had not yet taken up residence, The stumps of the f;rst andA

o RS 4 & Doorly [Baled CASe o s0gliccmily

second fingers on my left hand,had been giving me a lot of trouble;
they were damned sore and I was not unhappy to spend long hours talking
to neighbots, playing ball with my boys ( I could throw but batting
was unhandy and so I wag pitched to both sides in turn) and sessirrg

in a vegetable garden, which might come in handy, especially if my

practice did not pick up. And lastly, I was glad to return to the



Bridge paragraph , page 14, chapter II ( ch 2 of Kaiser Billx Lives)

Having so much time on my hands, I  had of course talked
about Billy Thorndike's murder with my wife Anna and Perkins and Laine
Meade. When I got Laine alone, she said that what was going on in town,
the willful persecution of a good man, was killing Perkins. Together,
they dwelt on what had happened the evening of the murder and how vital
my absence had been. They were most indefinite as to who was directing
the effort against Perkins, saying only that the Selectmenx of the Town
were in charge and constantly referrgig to a general "They." It all seem:

ed too horrible to discuss in detail and the more people I talked with,

the more hazy the whole picture got.
Finally, ¢ s
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\bosom and warm arms of my wife Anna. Though we were both in our
) 4Of;, the flame which had burned brightly for on toward 24 year&bhad
by no means gone out, and with my return after almost a year, neither
of us could believe that it had been 8 years since our last child. It
should have been a happy time, and it was. And yet I quickly learned
I had come back to a town dgvided. Father Harry Manion, pastor of the
ﬁewly built Catholic Church on the hill, had given me a warm and
friendly farewell when I left for France. Now he barely acknowledged
my wave as he walk;dby. Our house i%é% on MAe Main Street between the
Church and the shopping section of the village and so he ha§ to pass
within our view every time he‘ggg; down town. I learned that some of

my oldest patients were still going to Peterborough to see Dr. Childs,

even though the word was that he was not quite right for some time noy,

on Thomdu® Overworked,a
especially after he was brought in/the 588 case./# casualty of the

war, they calle® him. Ha! I could have stayed home and been a casualty
if that's all it toog. Hard work had never hurt me but little work at
all surely was. Fi%;l‘ff, h:cided to talk to the man in charge of the
case, Rob Packard, the County Solicitor. I got in my 6verland and r@n
up over the Mountain to Keene. I§§§%ﬁthere in time for lunch at the
Chesire House and we went to his office with our cigarls afterward.He
had cleared his calendar to talk to me and I was determined know the
facts as well as anyone in town. He began at the moment he entered the
case,

" To begin with, it was about 1f3gé£E§§k on the morning of August 1l4th
when I got a phone call in my office xkzx from one of tggﬁéZ?;ctmen
that they thought they'd found the body of Dr. B;:;, who had been
reported missing'garlier that morning. I picked up Jack Densmore and
we got to the == Farm about two o'clock., Somebody gmx had gotten a pole

and poked around in the cistern near the big house and then they had let

a boy down on a rope and found a body tied up. They had a pair of ice
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3 and they pulled the body out. The body was wrapped in a bran

;//ééck and horse blanket and bound hand and foot. The hands were tied

e
o

behind the back with window cord or clothes line in square knots;

the knees were tied together with "soft"" rope, also in square

knots. A light horse blanket, later identified as belonging to

Pm Meals

Sf—fH+eh , was wrapped around the head and a halter rope was wound twice

around the neck on top of the blanket. The short burlap sack was pulled

down over the head, outside the blanket,and and the tie strings were

tied to the loops of the pants. When we took the bran sack off the .
“ThonrdadR

body, a stone, later found to weigh 272 pounds, fell fmmmr#x out. B==n

was wearing his usual knee pants and stocking? low shoes and overshoes.

His face was blue-black and Jack Densmore was able to determiné that

death was due to strangulation: the halter rope had been drawn tight

enough to cut into the neck and snap the vertebrag, He was dead before

WA,
he was thrown in the cistern, because even though thereA81x feet of
water in the cistern, there was no water in the lungs and the lungs

were discolored due to lack of oxygen. We cut mEE the knots off the

rope to save them for evidence; they were square knots. Outside of

Therndda
the ghastly color of his face, Pesx made a very presentable corpse.
Collon . . . .
His eeter and tie were on straight and the tie kept in place by a

« still
tie-pin, his shirt was not torn, though the sleeves were/rolled up

as they would have been while he was milking his cow. Quite the
gentlement farmer, he was; did his milking at ten o'clock morning

and night, and stayed up hglf the night reading apparently. Oh, yes,
there were three cuts on the side ofx the headset in a triangular
fashion something like a¢ cat's paw. These came in for some notereity
later ¥R when the body was exhumed for his brother. Perhaps you heard

about that."”
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" Yes," I said, I heard about that -- bloody wounds in the presence
. Megde's ‘?
of the murderer and questions as to why Rickis face was marked%in
o, et

the same way,(?pparently.i)

He went on," There was a second exhumation later on, you know, in
January. The selectmen and the Secret Servicemen called in =zmmE Dr.
Jeremiah McCarthy, the Suffolk County Medical Examiner, Big name in

Boston-way.
police work down xkzxe. He didn't find out anything that we didn't

know. Found out thagﬂg;;:fﬁad a fractured skull; we knew that, or
Densmore guessed as much. Didn't matter becamse he was strangled by
the halter. I missed that one, wasn't invited. Damned glad too. They
must've frozen their ass off in that tomb in the middle of the winter.
Cold enough in August. Silly bastards !! What else ? Oh, yes, we did
find a woman's hairpin near the cistern. Yellow bone, imitation amber
hairpin. Checked that out and found that women with blené or light
brown hair wear that kind, so we kind of %= been looking for a
youngish woman in the caée. One more thing and then I got to be back
in court at 2 o'clock. 0ld Judge Bartlett is hell on punctuality and
the dignity of the court.”

" T understand,” I said. "I am glad for anything that you can tell
me. The opposition, and there sure is an opposition, won't tell me
anything, and everytime I start to discuss the case with‘gglggggflma@m
such a look on his face that I drop it immediately.”

" 0l1d Monk was hopping around and directing things and his
buddy Special Police Officer gggigggéf the ogher selectman,was
prowling around like Sherlock Holmes; all he needed was a magnifying
glass. They wren't much help. After the body had been taken away,
Hank !gégg and I raked and swept the barn trying to see if we could
find any clues, ynything that might have fallen through the loose hay
or gotten pushed into t:; crack between the planks of the floor. We

HEvduwrS oa . . .
sent RE}ph Texiwmes to run off the water in the system in the big
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hell for that later. Destroyimg evidence, that Frog New-York-City Detective
said, Secret Service, too. Where was I % Yeah, the one person who was any

. Manlbe
real help at all was the‘rAX\&plﬂ\ George M‘éﬂ:é:ga;\ Regular

Indian tracker. Tglked about as much too. He pointed out the blood on

grass near the barn and on the barn porch, too. More important, he nosed
just off

around and found where somebody had parked a big car mx the 0ld Peter-

borough road, the old‘Wood Rpoad, just off the road, climbed the stone

wall -- he found some stones 1oose§§? in the wall -- and made their way

across lots to the back side of the Bssm barn. He found footprints and

fresh twigs that showed him their path plain as anything. Unfortunately

for us, the foot prints and the tire tracks both were pretty well obscured

by that heavy rain the afternoon the body was found, the rain that Polly

Thyodra -
went out in." -~
“Thov

AR
" What about Polly Pean anyway? I hear that the first idea was that she
“Thorndul
had killed Pean and..."”

" I'm sorry but I've got to go. 01d Bartlett will skin me alive. Look,
I've got to come down to Mason on a another mattter in a couple of days
and I'11 fill you in on some more. You might ask Miss‘Dutton about that
idea when you see her., She was one of the strongest arguers for that idea,

and she made a strong case.”

5‘1 7§ drove

There was no more to be learned that day &g back home over the

Mountain I remembered the business with Ed Price and the signal lights

on the Mountain,

S . “Thi's
Mount Monadnock w&s the highest peak in “smmt area of southern New Hampshire
defined as

I looked it up in a dictionary once and the word monadnock was/a geologic

term : " a single remnant of a former highland, which rises as an isolated

visible
rock mass above a plain." It st the mostgland mark in town, standing as

.S -
itwat the head of the Main Street of the v1llage. It dominatey &3 5 ¥
else for miles around and even gave its name to thét section of the

country.
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Ed Price had been a patient of mine for a good many years., In the
5““er of '18, he had gotten so bad that I felt I needed a second
opinion. Ed was ambulatory and would be so for some time, but he
had a lot of pain and I wanted to find out if there was anything
I had missed, ary¥xy any treatment of medication I hadn't thought of.
So the next time McMahon of Boston was up our way, I arranged for
him to examine Pripe} He agreed with me that gﬁg diagnosis of
cirrhosis, with kidney and heart complications, was correct and
uncorrectable. As McMahon said, " When a man's had that many good
nights, he's very likely to have a lot of bad days. Just keep him
comfortable and let the WCTUers chalk one up for their side, like
the worm in the bottle of alcohol." I was already givaming Ed one
grain of morphia every 24 hours, and Mac said to give him more if
needed to keep the pain down. He said that Price should continue
working as long as the medication did not interfere with his work,
pointing out that in cases like this immobility was the fastest way
to a speedy decline., Hem asked what Price did and when I said he
was the night patrol for the village, he grinned and said it was
a good thing we lived in a quiet section with need Qg;;'?ZELa pghost
patrolf,that Price was apt to see a lot of 'em.
SUM S
All thatpsummer, especially a¥¥ex we got deeper and deeper into the
war, strange reports began circulating in the village, reports of
signalling going on all over the region. Flashes of light were report.
ed at midnight above Monadnock, with answering lights shining from
the Dean place,long noted as one of the sightliest or most prominent
view points in the township, and again from the Temple Hills. The
Germans had not long since announced their open U-boat warfare and
reports were that these signgls were passing information to the
U-boat fleet off the New England shore. It was pointed out that

Mt. Monadnock was the first point of land visible to the mariner
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off the New England coast, on a clear day you could see the ships in
Boston Harbor, and so on and so on., As time went on, it became clear
that many of the rumors were originatédg with Ed Price; time and again
he was cited as proof of the fact, I decided I better inquire for my-
self; if my morphia was making Ed see things, at least I ought to know
the truth of it. One night when I was giving him his shot before he went
on duty, I put it to him.

"What's this I hear about midnight signals,Price,"I said." You haven't
been seeing any thing suspicious have you?"

His eyes rolled as he tried to raise his kaxx head and still keep his
buttocks up where I could inject what he needed now above all else."I
have that, Dr.,"he said with great emphasis and self importance.

" Have you really,"” I said, " And what have you seen?"

" Queer sights, Doctor. Flashes of light every clear night over Monad-
nock. Signals, I take it !! "

I stuck him." Price, you're seeming things."
"No, Doctor, on my honor.,"

"But what's the answer?"

* Well, that I haven't figured out yet, but T'1l get it. It must mean.

“Thodnd be

something. Besides, there's always an answering flash from the bBean

place,” 'Ti Y

“Now I know you're looney. Where can you see the peak and the Rake Dean
place at the s me time on your beat?”

" Well, not exactly at @pe same time, but by going just a few rods

west I can get the Me=mh place in line." 'WW

Xuxey" %urely, you don't suspect a man like Mr., Pesn of being a spy."
NoéTésa&. But hehggﬂ,those German renters, I wouldn't put anything past
them, "

"But they've gone"

" T calculzate thev 've set un a base of onerations on the nlace and
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and come back to it of nights. They've only moved twenty or thirty
miles, I hear, That’%,no distance for an auto."”
That was true. So I agreed to go down town at midnight and watch with
him, and just before midnight we set off on his rounds. It was a dark
but clear night with no moon. We stopped where we had an unobstructed
view‘of the mountain and watched. The dark mass became more sharply
defined as our eyes became accustomed to the dark and and its slopes
hung like shoulders. Standing%;e we were,almost under it, the town
clock gave its twelve strokes like some saluting battery.
" There, see it, Doctor ? There it is."
I followed xke Price's pointing finger and sure enough crewning the
short sharp peak was a light. I didn't trust my eyes; I looked, shut,
and looked again.
" Price, that's a star." I objected.
" Star, nothing. I can see it move. Somebody is waving it back and
forth in some kind of code. Now -- you step up to the lot opposite
the }ibrary and you'll see the answer."
I didn't see any point in arguing further, so I walked with him up to
the place opposite the library where I could see a lightm on the
horizon, the light from the Peam place. Price waved at it and exultantly
called out, " There, see that? What did I tell you."

walked
We watched for a bit and then wakesf back to our original sighting point.
Distinctly, above the peak stood a star. The earth in its turning had
made visible a line of separation between the "signal" light and the
peak of the mountain. I decided this was the time for a lecture.
"There's your signal, Price. A star, as I suSpecteQall along. No mystery
to that., Same old star you can pick up any night thig time of year, this
time of night. And the answering light from the Bean place. That's a
reading lamp that has stood in the same place, to my personal knowledge,

for the past fifteen years. You better watch it or you'll be getting a
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signal lights and they're all going to see'em, One of those lights

and people listen to you, they believe you. You go round seeing

is a star and the other is a reading lamp. Don't let me hear of you
spreading any more nonsense like this again. "
I thought I had shut him up; I thought I had cut off at the source

some of the hysteria that grips a country in wartime,‘but I hadn't.

It continued and got worsg]agzgr I had left for duty oversea 'than,

. Om <ol s
it had been before. This I learned from Charlotte Dutton, SF—Rieh-s

sister-in-law, ‘%e@rdinarilygncame up from her teaching job in a

big New York City high schgol for two weeks in August, == She nad dag &¢
Thowaides T F

the year previous when<Pemsm was killed. This year she decided to

spend the whole summer in Mason, giving up her summer work because

of the obvious strain on her sister Laine and g:éﬁ;;%, her brother-

in law. As I say, we had lots of opportunity to talk. Ben Childs,

my colleague in Peterborough,was still getting the lion's share of

my business, but he wouldn't go out nights and those with night

emergencies had to call me. Slowly, the flow of patients was coming

béck and if I did the job for them once, as I had been for over 20

years, I was pretty sure that they's stick. BxxxxxandxaiixxxfxIrnkn

EXKXﬁxxmknxhxﬁxixfxxnﬁnxxxinnxhixxgnhxnfxinpxxﬁmxxnﬁxnxXnixthnmix

fugtxruisitexiaxtfexd. I was hanging on but the going was slow.

We were sitting on the porch one evening in early June and I
recalled to her my experience with Ed Price. Ed had died while I
was serving in France but the trouble he'd stirred up had not died
w;th him. I had remarked apropos of nothing that I wouldn't be treatin
ﬁ?g, that he had never been very good pay anyway.
"Yes, Doctor,"she said., " I lay a great deal of the hatred and
unrest that's alive in this town today to people like Ed. Price who

got caught up in the,§g¥ hysteria of the war, If the war hadn't been

on when Exegi¥ Pean was killed, his murder wouldn't have been anythin
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As it was, it fit right into what so® many people wanted to believe:
that there were spies operating from hill tops and mountain tops around
here, flashing signals to the Kaiser's U-boats sitting outside Boston
harbor. Billy’beaQ was wrapped in the flag from the moment he died and
and the murderers were sure to have been German agents. And the catching
of his killers was not only the duty of every good citizen but the goal
of anyone who called himself a patriot., Night after night, as we sat in
the 1living room and even as we went to bed, we kne;?:z;re sure, that we
were being watched from the fields at the foot ofthe hill or from neigh-,
boring porches., You don't know what a strain it's been on Laine and 22;;;§;
If only you'd been called up a week later, manv of tgigsiumors and lies
would never have happened."

-q{ottie was pure Vermont marble, as solid and substantial as the rocks from
her native hills, but there was almost a sob in her voice I had never heard
before., " If only you'd been here,"she said, " g:i:i:i would never have
been suspected and the killing would have been laid to killers unknown,
spies most likely, in the minds of those horrible people., How they could
have thought so little of é?;ﬁ;;é after almost 35 years of upright 1life
and service to this community is beyond me. I must believe it was war
hysteria, seeing spies in everyone %%F%géeor with a German name, that
caused good god-fearing people to turn on‘gigzﬁéé like a pack of wolves,
or I must give up my belief in the reasonableness of mankind, and that

'%rku)s
would destroy me as it is slowly destroying

" You mean the business about the black eye," I said,

" Yes. That's what it always comes down to when we go back trying to
[erk /vy

figure out people are so sure that eheeidie is gullty¢-the simple house-
hold duty, vperformed a hundred times or more. Gkariie had given Kitty
some hay and was going in the stall to give her a pan of pea-pods.hﬁe
slapped her rear with his hand to let him by, but she hadn't heard/é%d

was surprised. She hit out with both heels and he found himself on the
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his cheek bone, we foudd it later in the hay, while he still had the
his teeth. He went in to Laine and she put some alcohol e=n compresses
shejzzed It was then that Billy Pegn =zmExX¥X brought me back from the
Post Office. I think we were all quite frightened at what had happen-

ed, after all it could have been a lot more serious than being knocked
Rerkirs
down and getting a black eye. Chexidie and Billy exchanged silly remarks
a black eye
about domestic violence and the difficulty of explaining away,/ and we

T RevWins
never gﬁmngﬁg then that Chawide would be labeled a liar becakse he

tried XkExxexixday to pass the whole thing off the next day with some
light remarks. Billy liked to joke, he didn't have much to joke about
with Polly, but the joke has gotten k very sour since then. And the
other coincidences: that Billy should need a light to drive home with
and that Sg;;ﬁi;f generous as always, had lent him his; that Laine was
concerned that Billy not catch cold on the way home and insisted that
he take their horse blanket for cover on his drive home. That's the
cruel part,when little acts of thoughtfulness bec@me 1links in a chain
of evidence. But if you had been here, Laine and I would have insisted
that kexExamizexyzx you examine him -- even Billy thought he should see
a doctor and make sure the cheek bone wasn't fractured -- and we would
have had a witness as to the time of the black eye. Instéad we are left
with only two family membgrs and the dead man knowing what happened and
when. Another thing, ;;;:;53 always went back to the bank in the evening
to work on the Liberty Bonds during the war years} he said they had to
be tended to after the regular work of the bank was done. That night

of course he didn't go and so no one else saw him. The fact that the
body was wrapped in the horse blanket and that thg lantern was found
at the Msan farm are bad enough, but g:éii:é s black eye and head

wounds are the worst. That really stands out in people's memory."



" And from what I hear, Fred Deanis pet New York detective hasn't
let them forget it."

At that, I think I heard Lottie come as close =XXXKE to making
an® un-ladylike remark as she ever had in her life." That Man", she
sputtered."” That despicable creature... that... do you know that for
months after that scene in the cemetary he had the gall to go into the

. Rer-Rin g Par/eimr
bank time after time to ¢ interview # Chewlie, and €hawmiiec let him get

away with it 29"
" And he's still in town -emd xx living in the rectory of Holy

Néme, I understand, and nobody seems to know who's paying him."

"Yes, and he specializes in mid-night interviews of people he thinks
might know something and frightens them half to death. More than one

man in town has threatened to kill him if he ever comes near his family
again.{ He claims that the Grand Jury was a whitewash affair in which
the Masons of the county made sure that only the right people testified
and that those with eviden€awere not called, that no case was made becaus
the pieces were not put together properly. " , , ot
" 1 agree that war hysteria had the town in a proper state to see Beamts
murder as the murder of a patriot and that this made it easy for someone
to persecute.gggéggz, but the war's been over six months or mbre and
someone's been keeping this persecution going. Who and Why 2?9 "

We sat in silence for some time in thé&alling June darkness, each with
his own thoughts. I would light my pipe from time to time and Lottie
would heave a long sigh or clear her throat as if she was going to say
something, but could not bear to say it. From across the street,
through the the leaves of the large maples and elms which gave the
main street of the town such a settled and protective airycame the
sound of singing from the large white Congregational Church. My wgfe
Anna played the organ, had for years, and during the enforced gg;;sm
of the evenings since my return, with so few coming to my mXfirer aftere

supper office hours, I enioved listenine +ta the rhnir mrantinrae
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The faint sounds gave me a~pheee only occasionally interupted
by passing auto traffic. This, I thought, is what I have come home
to, this is what all that struggle and death in France was all about.
The music stopped, I could see the lights in the church go out and
hear the goodbyes as the members of the choir went off to their homes.
Anna stepped up on the porch and greeted Lottie and me.
" I'm just going to walk Lottie ;;eiome, " I said, Lottie objected,
but I knew she wgiid-be gratefule for company even for so short a
journey through the town which had set its face against her beloved
brother-in-law. The two women stood in the darpkness of the porch in
the lingering goodbys of those wanting to assure each other of their
caring, when I made out the heavy bulk of a figure I had seen passing
our house many times before. I had faced this figure too many times
across a tennis net not to recognize the outline. For a man of 264
pounds, he had great quickness and it was always a duel between us
witn/auick exchangex of volleys close in. Each of us disdained the
lob in favor of the speedy passing shot. As he passed under the street
light two houses down , I could see the intense scowl, the heavy
shoulders, the surpr%ngly small hands pumping backand to, the body
in a forward lean. .
" That's our man, I said. " The Big Man on the Hill. He's the Who.
What I have to determine now is the Why."
The two women deep in their conversation had not heard me, nor seen
Father Manion, and I did not disturb them, but I was as sure that

night, as I had increasing reason to be in the months that followedy

that he was the man I would call The Kaiser.
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" August Heats and August Damps

W= ocive you
watermelon cramps )

C/) Ml.l/a—l Du«ﬂ"rv: b
The childhood rhyme ran through Bieme—Bredies's mind as she

sat on the East Porch trying to catch a bit of breeze after supper.
, dotina Perkins TRERR
Her sister Temn and her brother-in-law Ne@g=—H=rk were working in
the vegetable plot on the far side of the barn, while she had finighed
the letters she had promised herself she'd write before she turned in
freedom
that night. 'Duty done is #&mky won,'she thought, How like her freshman
she was, she'd become, even if they were all honor students, if she
had to have hittle mottds to get done what any reasonable adult did as
a matter of course. The longer you teach the more you get like the pupils
and the thought was not a particularly pleasant one,seeing how much of
her career lay before her, But nonsense, she's gotten away from all
that, she'd finished her summer course at Columbia the Friday before,
and had nearly a month away from school and school thoughts. But she
had not gotten away from the city heat of the city. 1f anything, the
heat was worse and the humidity was as bade. 'August heats and August
Damps,' indeed. There wasn't a breath of air moving and while the
light supper of fresh garden vegetables, especially those fresh peas,
hadn't given her cramps, the thought of walking down to the post office
to mail the letters had no particular appeal. And yet, somehow, she
must earn the freedom of her month in 53::225 by this last act. The

first freedom was to be earned by the last duty, she always practiced

it and she would practice it here,

She rose from the wicker setee, gathered up her writing materials

and the completed letters and passed into the house, through the living
O huwv WoY

room and into the kitchen.AShe laid her writing box on the hall table as
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she passed the foot of the stairs, gave her halr a set-to as $he caught
.  Tho MIvR )~
sight of the familiar face Oweseemiiédr, and was ready for for the walk
down town. It was one of the things she enjoyed about being with #esn
Pm '
and #ee that 1life was ordered so diffe;ntly. The town post office was
one of the centers of 1life here. No home delivery meant that you had to
pick up the mail from the row on row of little boxes in the town center
N . . boive PR
and likewise all outgoing mail had to be delivered there. Eer i —-5-6
did not change their routines for her when she was there and they were
working in the garden after supper as thew had been since late May and
Laine,
would continue to through the late summer and early fall. " Perw," she
called, "I'm going down to mail some letters; do you have anytking to
go?" Her sister's slight figure straightened up in the evening light

and she shook her head. " No,"she said, " don't be too long. We 'll have

some berries and cream when you get back."

The walk down the main street was uneventful. ébéabowed grace=
fully and with dignity to those few people she passed on her way down the
street."l must go over and see E%é:gg;g:ﬁiten tomorrow mornhngyshe thought.
T'm sure she misses the Doctor already." But not tonight. The trip up
had made her tired and the humidity had drained her strength; It really
didn't make any difference whether or not her letters went out on the
early train but hefe she was doing her duty. She was doing her duty as
she had all her life, and duty was very much in the air since ks War
had been declared in April, not that she needed any war to do what she
should, that had been bred into her from the time she was born and before,

D Hews PerKing'
The B=gdtess had always done their duty. As she passed ¥edls bank, The
FPirst National Bank of #;SQEEQ, she reflected how like him it wag or INm

V)
like it., Solid and reliable in its brick)and granite steps, as firm and

fixed as the eternal hills. Twenty-three years he's been cashier., He and
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of the ‘Prestem landscape
and the bank were as much/as the Mountain which loomed at the head of

Main 8treet. She crossed the wide street and headed directly into

the stucco building which¥housedlon its first floor set above the ,
basement level to the left (the' Post Office) and to the right m-f&s

Drug Store. The lobby was still open as it would be until nine o'clock

when one of the young frenphmen would lock the door, pick up all the
outgoing mail from behind the dropzslots, bag it and drop 1.t at the

station on his way home, ready to go out on the early train,

The door which she pulled toward her was already opening out-
ward towemd=her as 8 figure with letters in his left hand was coming out
as she was going in., She let go of the handle quickly and the figure
which almost ran her down looked up. " Billy Thorndike,"she said," you're
in a grand hurry." The face tha&t looked up at hers was tight and drawn
but almost immediately it brightened as the man drew back from the near
collision. In what was almost a coyrtly bow with a backward sweep ofi thHEX

his free hand, the man =wEEk removed his hat as ¢ recognition lighted

Chanlate
his eyes and animated his body. " Ah, the divine Drena, what a pleasure

to see you.gzgttold me you'd be coming as usual but 1'd forgotten just
when. What a pleasure to see you again. Now 1 know why I came to town
tonight -- to see you. Let me post your letters for you and 1'11l run
you home." With that he took the letters from yum her hand and slipped
back through the door and quickly back out again, " When did you arrive,
just today ? " He grasped her elbow and escorted her down the steps to
the street level., " My buggy's just behind the store." g::ﬁ% protested
that she had come down to the post office as much for the exercisgtas
for her errand but he would hear none of it, " We musn't waste a minute
of ou%%%%%%t. We so seldom have the pleasure of your company in our
gquiet little viilage +e¥r=t we mustn't waste a minute of 1it. o1t all

ot
struck Pigna as a little ridiculous., Hsre she was being towed along by



- ' stately
gorous little Dr., Tharndike 1like some xkmk® barge. Men did not

e a fuss about her; she was not a woman that men made a fuds about

but here she was being carried along and escorted up and into the

- buggy tied to the hifching rail behind Hamill's store. Dr, Thorndike
deposited his mail and newspapers with the several packages lying
in the buggy behind the seat and took his place beside her. The trip
back up the main street and into the street leading to the Clark house
took haqﬁly any time at all, but im those brief moments dusk had faller
as it does so quickly in the August heat and the lights were on in the

kitchen as they pulled into the yard.

J—v-m.'&.
"Hullox there, anybody home," Dmg called out as she preceded

Dr., Tharndike up the back porch steps and through.the kitchen door, She
could see as she stepped into the kitchen that‘;;;;’was attending to
1“§2§?and that they both held a cloth to his left eye. " What happened
to you?Bhe askedigza and rapidly to£§:£3, " What happened to him?"
" Say something you shouldn't to the missus?"asked Thorndike. The Clarks
were so intent on what they were doing and the questions had followed
so_quickly on one another that neither of them&kXamkx responded until
pgzgf;eated h?mself on a kitchen chair holding the folded towel to his
face and Fewn faced the newcomers anxiously. " Just a fool accident,"
she said, " He went and got himself kicked by that foolish old horse.X
You take a look at it, Dr. Thorndike, will you 2" ‘§:E;lifted the towel
and they could all see the yellow and black mass swelling pmpidly on
the cheek bone below the eye. " What've you been doing for 1t?" Thorn-
dike asked. " First cold water and now alcohol on the compress,'Fern

replied, " Alcohol internally or externally is always suitable for

wounds, "said Thorndike with a slight laugh,”but why don't you have
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Jobndllen over to took at it?® I'm long out of practice and you s

) O’ Cor AL
really need an_zgperlenced eye to take a look at that." " Dr A¥den's
leave was up and he's on his way to France,"said %esx.

éll four sat in momentary silence as she prepared fresh towels and
Nég applied theﬁ to his cheek, his mouth drawn in a tight little
half smile under his moustache as he drew in a quick breath with

the sting of the fresk alcohol, Thorndike drew a silver ciggrette
case out of his shirt pocket in a nervous gesture and took out a
hand rolled cigarette but did not light it. " How did it happen,"

he asked. " You'll have some explaining to do tomorrow in the bank."

lothe
" Yes, Dee broke in,"tell us what happened. The first day I'm here

and this has to happen. "

" Well, I took a pan of nice fresh pea pods out to Old Belle in
her stall. It wasn't dark enough to light the lantern and 1 guess
T didn't make enough noise to give her any warning. 1 slapped her
on the rear to make her move over so 1 could put the pods in her
trough and I must've xmxrmdx scared her. She 1lit out with both

heels and caught me., "

n

o
" She couln't have hit you square, Thorndike said, or you'd be

be worse off than you are."

oM hind foob hit
"No, the way I fiagure it, =ax Megd, said,” her left RumExRREHE
the pipe kmwkx and the bowl hit the cheek -bone. When 1 collected
myself, I was sitting on the floor with the pipe stem in my mouth
end I found the bowl lying in the hay. I hunted for it as soon as
I was myself, 'cause I was afraid of fire. Now, if that isn't the
silliest thing you ever heard of, I'll buy you a new hat." He

groaned slightly and held the compress more tightly to his cheek.

; . ey a2 . . n .
"Jell, if it isn't better in the morning, Mern said as she hovered
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about her seated husband, you're going over to Templeton and see

Dr Morse.® This would happen just when we've lost our doctor to the
war. " She went in a fussing, mothering way until it became apparent
ot

to her sister that she and Dr. Thorndike were only in the way.‘SQQ
excused herself and their visitor and led him through the house and

out onto the East porch where they could converse quietly.

P
Though he made gestures of concern asbout Med and his inability

to do any thhng about his injury, it was clear that Billy Thorndike
was pleased to be able to takk to her alone. He now 1lit the cigarette
he had in his hand and seated himself fully in the wicker rocker, He
was hungry to talk. Dlana asked about his health and tnat of his wife
g;%ggb She, he Sald was not well, was confined to the house Mow and
for two years had not been upstairs or to the barn. This placed the
burden of running both the farm zgmarsbyxmwpxkaxkim and the house squarel
up to him, He was glad to be able to do both and had established their
routine which was not so different from the way they had lived for some
Dollw’s So huci
years. What did concern him was not Dobssdig's physical cond 1tlonnas
her mental state, which he described as delicate., Almost every evening
now, as night drew on, she woulc fall to musing about the fact that both
her mother and sister had gotten queer and had to be hdspitalized and
she would make him prémise that he would never leave her, that he would
never have her put her away, She was worried that her investments had
gone bad and that year by year her income,which was their chief support,

J
tried
éqﬁ declined. Their declining financial situation, which they had kirazad

five vears before)to better¥by fixing up the cottage and renting the

big house, seemed to lead her back to the fact that he would soon

leave her and she would be all alone in the world. The loss of the

Mp/r3es . .
Sﬁr1nnﬂa3&gans as tenants in the big house two months before weighed orxkg

mind and she would soon be back in the whining supflication to him whech
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wae SO0 hard to bear,

W““ s

listened quietly and filled in between the line of his account
which was delivered in his characteristiclly sardonic manner. Some of this
was new and some smmm merely progression in a process that had been going on

MAs
for some time. She didn't see him that often, only on her visits to B@esgzh

Jife, 82 Rt oy
on holidays, but always before he was full of’the reading he had been doing,
HExxrEmed X ER X REE AR XA R X AR XEREXEERRANXREXEawkAxkAXK, the art exhibits and
theatre she had seen in New York, of the larger world in which they both had

an interest. This line of talk was different. “e seemed bitter, preoccupied

with his own little world on the hill. Hecwas nervous, too, in a way that

she had not noticed before. He kept lighting onepof his handmade crigarettes
e gt
after—amebier, barely letting one goeut before starting anether, He played

e

nervously with the silver case, veremp—epert the two pileces and fitting them
back together again)an& in between times polishing it nervously with the
palm of his hand. They didn't see many people these days, he said, and she
could remember back when they had held court in the big house, particularly
in the summer when the summer EEXEXsEXRaR visitors dropped in ®# 1in a
constant stream, Oh, they were in their declining years, no doubt about it,

. Polly's
he said and the vigor of hys voice dropped and became more like ¥eotvtte's as

he detailed the narrow life they led.
Thgg sat guietly in the silence which @ewdd SBEAF%L be the anly natural

conclusion to the sad story of decline that he had been telling her, Dgg went over

in her mind weys in which she could cheer him up, but to tell the truth she was
Fhomin 0'Comnes’ Agggg%

pretty low. Not finding 3swm—Rides here in n when she came somehow upset her

more than she was able to tell., The war was not going partécélarly well and there

seemed little to raise the spirits of either of them, All seemed loss and leaving

and decline in strength. " Good heavens, I'l1l be having the vapours,next," she

thought. It was depressing. As they looked out east toward the Temple Hills, a light



suddenly made its way over over the crest and halted there briefly before
making its way down first +to its left and then to its right and disappearing
as suddenly as it appeared, Billy Thérndike sat up very straight and stiff in
his rocker, holding it still at the low poigt of its arc. " Did you see it?"
he §aid. " Did you see it 7 It's there every night at just this same time --
10:15.," He polnted excitedly with his cigareete hand, the red end glowing in
the dark like an illuminated rod.{;wzhad seen the light when he had but had
taken it as part of the scene. " It's just the lights of an automobile coming
over the hill from Templeton," she said. " What do you think it is?" W “Itts
the alert to begin signalling. I see it every night about this time and then
if I'm ::;:E; I can catch the answers from another guadrant. Oh, they 're very
sharp and they keep shifting, keep on the move. But they're going to catch'em
one of these nights and I'm going to help. Why, only last night..."end with
that he stopped short, " I musldt say any more to you, it's nothing a woman
should know." He seemed very agitéted now and his voice rose in a sharp pitch
thinner and higher than befnre.‘:g;bwas confused. " What's this all about,Bil%k;
she asked, " What's this all about, lights and signals, catching who,‘dming
what?" "I forget that you've just srrived. You'll know soon enough, +esm and
ded will tell you. nggg:n is a mighty gueer place these days. These are
parildus times we live in, And all the danger isn't'over there'" They were
both staﬁding now and against her will she peered into dark masses of the Templ€
Hills and turned with him toward the mountain witfy its broad sleping shoulders
which had given its name, Monadnock, beloved of Emerson and Thoreau, to its
solitary geologic formation. She could see nothing but said nothhng. The dark
masses which kad always meant peace and strength to her now seemed threaten-
ing., He dropped his voice, as if in fear of being overheard, talking of the
various perseé@tions they were subjecting him to. They had been stealing his

hens and for three days running had let his cow out just to plague him, He

knew they were trying to drive him off the hill, trying to make him move in-

deiim i e Tl mbmen e m--.m .-



Rgain, she listened silently, fearing that if she sought & rational answer

for all the things he recounted ¥t she would disturb him even more,

From the sounds inside the house, it qgcame evident that the Sdd=ks were
making preparations to go to bed.‘ggség'and Thorndike stepped back into the
lighted house and made their way back through into the kitchen.]agé was stande
ing in front of the mirror over the sink, peering with his good eye to see

tﬁe puffy left which was nearly closed. "I8m going to have about as much
trouble seeing my way home tonight as you are, " Thorndike said to him. " I
tried to gef batteries for my fleshlight at the store tonight, but they were
out of the size I needed." "There's better than half a moon, surely that will

bt
light your way," Dsg said, " The trees sre pretty tgck the last half mile

and it gets pretty dark as you gét close tobur place,"he said. As always,
Lodame
fesxn had the answer. " You must take mukxiatezm one of our iaxeems lanterns;
you can return it the next time you come in town." Not waiting to hear any
protest from Thorndike, she went tg:géck hall oBf the kiichen and rekturned
with a lantern and can of kerosene, She guickly filled 1it, trimmed the wick
and lighted it. " There now, you just take this. We can't have you gningvnff
with no light at all, It's dangerous &t night with all these high powered
cars on the road," And as she glanced quickiy around the room, she snatched
up 8 boucuet of sweet peas from a vase on the table, Wrapping them in a piece
of newspaper, she said, " You take these along to Egé;;L, will vou 7 Tell her
we'll be out to see her one of these days. Now that égékis here?ﬁgbsan have
8 musical evening, just like the-old days.”
/.o Hie

Beg noticed that Dr. Thorndike's good nature had returned to him
and his leape taking was as cordial and gracious as héofirst greeting of her.
His face was relaxed and his voice reflected the polite phrases with which
he assured her that he was glad she was in 5::21:; and that they would have
many opportunities for conversation. He made her feel that he valued her

presence and ktkaixsomehow he implied that seeing her would add much to what

was & dreary and empty life, It was not so much what he said, that was



A her
conventioal enough, but the steength with which he tunk/hand and the

fervor with which he promised to see her again soon was a new note in
their relationship, "I'm too old for that sort of thing, she thought, and
besides Fhere's g3;:EEX" She walked back to the house and together with
Pwa % Lotag
heg—eme—Fern listened until the sound of the horse's hooves struck a
different note as he turned out of the dirt drive at the foot of thé hill
onto the xeme main road which led to the old Peterborough road and
Th@rndike's Hill, As they stood together, silently, they could see the

light shining from the Thorndike house, some two miles away.

There was little left to be said and the three of them toved guickly

through the house and up the stairs to bedi%giﬁdihx locking doors and
shutting off laéphts as she came in the wake of the other two,

It was 8 hot night, almost &s hot as it had been during the day,
and the humidity was stifling., ARll three left their doors open to catch
whatever cross breezes they could from the rooms across the hall,

fgzgiélept fitfully under her sheet, Once she heard someone moving

about and sat up guickly and listened. She heard the commode flush and e

light switch off in the bathroam.qﬁga.passed down the hell and into his

room with x:n slight bumping sound as he passed through the door. She heard
his breath catch guickly and then heard no more. She glanced at the travellinc
clock beside her bed and saw that it read twelve twenty-five, The day's

travel and the excitement of the evening lay hesvy on her and she turned

back into e mmy weighted sleep, -
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Chapter Iﬁ - Kw /af ?

As soon as Y passed out of the circle of light made by the street lamp,

ha his  was

e s e
% could feel Hy face flush and wy palms g;e& wet. Why was § reacting that
way, as if \ were ashamed of something or had something to hide? t‘knew
he was there, Q‘—had seen the flare of the match on the porch, struck to

light that damz;iii pipe he always had going. , almost crossed the street
)
right then, so ¥ wouldn't have to pass the Feewey house. In the gathering
O'Conar(Crp?)

dark, the boxed sign with his name FRANCIS C. m seemed bigger than’{
knew it to be. Relax. Get ahold of yourself, man, W said to :&self. He doesn'
know anything anymore than anyone else. The singing ‘;,had heard as ¥ came
down the hill had stopped and was replaced by the murmur of soft female

by the time
voiwes /xxﬁ; passed the big maple and the lawn which rolled down from the

piazza fronting the house to the sidewalk. They're talking, \ won't be
noticed, ’.{'thought Hell, what do ?'gére whether they see me or not .%/had
to fight the temptatlon to speed up to get through the exposure of the
quickly
street light. I passed again/into the darkness and headed for the offices
of the Selectmen on the second floor of the Public Library. The lighte
from its windows made visible the elevated statue of the Union Infantryman
standing at parade rest as he had for forty years or more. Returning soldier:
have always meant trouble,karthought. They are changed men and they do not
understand the changes that have taken place while they have been gone. They
do not understand that the war was fought in the towns and cities they left,
and, by'éod, the war is still being fought here in Mason. The town clock
struck the three-quarter hour. ¥ realized N\ was %igﬁij?uilgslowed down, Mﬁ
mind went back to the scene three weeks ago, when B¢ had stepped off the
afternoon train. He was so damned proud in that uniform, puéées shined and
bars glistening. He walked along with his wife and small children,8§§%§§ﬁ§
his valise in that cocky bouncing waxk strut he has, The conquering hero
bowing and nodding and calling out. to townspeople on all sides. Tiﬁidéi%

again he'd ston and shake hands with this one and that one. Whv did N freeze
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Why didn't X step up and greet him like the rest? Pass it off astgﬁ every-

day occurrence that it was, didn't know then; \ only knew Y wanted to

make as little of it as possible; it was unavoidable, there was no way to/)

L]

Hs (99
get out of’it, but %wam:ed it over. bw greeting was formal, cold, and \
¢ 'Cowaors et
saw hg face close as if a cloud had passed over it. \ knww now that §
(O

S lg— 'ormw
acted instinctively. knew somehow that &g was the one { had been waiting

for., As lMeade's best friend, he was the one who would fight, the one to be
‘ <

* w 3
wary of. % knew:'and my gut feeling betrayed n'yg Wg 'had made such good
| ¥ !

progress recently, more thanig had thought possible, given the fools | was

We Thowat
forced to work with, & Miriwk now " had hoped it would be all over with but

0/ Cormrm 0' Ganw~
the shouting before de got back, that there would nothing ¢ could do but

pick up the pieces and small pieces they would be. What is that line from

Kipling ? " When two strong men stand face toface..." 7
The Seledf en's IrOWM

They were all standing aroundk as they always were, like lost sheep,

and § got the meeting underway -- there was a lot to be done.
" Gentlemen, let's get started,” \ sa\‘i‘d,. " The last eight ﬁgeks,

the articles in the Boston Courier", and here Ynodded toward BArt F-o;-d,

. . - avengin "
the thin-faced cynical political reporter turned xExen 1n§ angel, "have

done a great deal to stir up the public, to make people realize the forces

z
we are fighting here in Mason. & think we've got the " Soft Pedal Squad" on}

Aived w
the run, and I think it's time to thank Nr, Pomd and the Courier publicly.

I've written down a letter I think you should send Xmxmxxkz in to the paper

G )
and I'm sure our ace reporter will make mwwe it's printed., I'l1 read it."

¢ As members of the Board of Selectmen of Mason and as American
Citizens, we wish to thank the Boston Courier on behalf of
ourselves and citizens ofthe town for its zkie very able and .
- fearless exposure of the scandal growing out of the muEExxxz 72!'[
L Thoowdda, purder of Dr, Rekksme-Meads the night of August 13, 1918. For :
10 months we have been fighting to have the death of Dr. Fe=mdel _=
avenged and his murderers brought to justice. We met friction
and opposition in official circles. The Boston Courier was the
first paper in New England with sufficient courage and interest
in the public welfare to come to our aid in a campaign of
publicity w&x which was eminently curate and fair to all
concerned, We have no axes to grin in this case., We are not
inspired by political motive or personal rancor. We wish to



safeguard everybody's interest and to wipe out unjust
suspicion. But what we do want is to let the whole world
know that agents of Germany or any hostile country cannot
come into our midst and murder one of our most loyal and
patriotic citizens. Wer don't care where the guilt may land.
We want the personswho committed the murder punished, We
feel that the reputation of New Hampshire, the sacredness
and securlty of American institutions are involved in this
case. It is far more than a county murder. There has been
trickery and intrigue. We demand a second and sweeping

Grand Jury investigation -- call upon our chief executive
and all others to act. Our community will not be at peace
until the Meade mystery has been cleared up. Property values
have actually depreciated. Several of our most prominent
summer residents have forsaken their estates owing to public
dread. Some have placed their property on sale. It is a
serious problem with us and that is why so grateful and
wish again to thank the Boston Courier for its kindly and
pattriotic support.
Signed .... and so forth,’

" Now,how does that sound?“kg asked.

Monk §%§%¢en said, " Say, that's great. You really put your finger on
EREXXBEEXBIX R EBREEXFXH AU ER
thexloss in property values. I haven'y had a nibble on that property

north of the center in the last month, and here I thought I'd sell it
S«qar

easy to someszp millionaire from New York. "

A1 Paptridge said, " The patrlot appeal is made very clear. The

Courier 1s to be commendedfzg'rally the support of all who love their

country."”
NHevuess 4
Peter Mosan_ just gave his thick butcher's nod of assent and chewed
walrus

the ends of his/moustache. , *{’
Heme-no-evil, see-no-evil, speak-no-evil, thought. Three on a log.

They respond if you feed'em or hit 'em; otherwise they sit there and

abuse themselves, Not an original thought among the three of them.
" What do you think, BRrt%?" asked, " Will it go?"
" Syre,"he said, " The letter ties in all the themes of the last

eight weeks and opens up the line to a real investigation. And I can get

a whole day's article out of that if we doubles space it., We'll run it

next Tuesday.% RDW due Mq_"; )
" Fine," '\ said. " La fowe isn't hzre yaa& 7 "“‘h‘u“nbr

" No," said Boynton," he works down at »esrr—srrd=Symexdss yoUu know,

and he's afraid if they know he's been up talking to us they'll fire
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" Let's go ahead. Monk, you've got those two affadavits I told

you to collect -- Garfield and lirs Reekerdsen 7"

" Yes, they both appeared before One Arm Louis Richard yesterday

and swore to a statement.” .
" Why don't you read them and we can comment on deletions,additions,

or corrections."”
G'AMS
" The first'oqg is by Mersdn P, Garfield. He was one of the ones

Deeowon
who pulled Memde's body out of the cistern and he got to testify at the
Grand Jury hearing. He makes an interesting statement about the man in the

bank. He says:

* If it had not been for federal agents I would not have been

allowed to xxz testify before the Grand Jury. Deputy Shertff

ar Walter Spe=s=m told me it was not necessary fmxxmr to testify.

al NMr. smewmsen came to me and asked If Mrs THe=sm had said anything
about her husband being in deep water andIsaid she did not. My
son and I had been cutting hay on the back part of the m==&e7ﬁ¢mMu;
place, you know, and she had called for us to come and helpher
find her husband. He kept bringing it up, trying to put words .
in my mouth. I told him that anyone who thought Mrs. S
committed the murder was either a knave or a fool.He wanted
me to say that I thought NMrsif Bmen (#e=sde) could do it. On the
day the body was found after we had brought it to the surface
and dropped it in again to await the authorities, lMr. =5eh )
came to the cistern and looked in and said he thought Nr. Mezdtlumwl
was nervous and intimgted that he probably put himself out of
the way, I told him I didn't think Dr.T#esde could commit suicide
the way he was fixed up. He said Dr,7TKe=s®e was a pretty smart
fellow and I said he would have to be mighty smart to tie his
legs and then tie his hands behind his back, pull a bag over
his head, put a stone on his head and jump into the well and
pull the cover on after him. I told him if he had any doubts
about doing that we would pull the body up and let him look at
it, He turned white and said," I doni{t care to see him" and
walked away.INoticed that Mr.-&i:h (Meass= ) had an awfully
black eye and and an awful crack under the left eye that
extended to the cheek, There was a slight cut on the cheek bone
and a scratch that extended across the left ear. He said he got
it a very simple way but did not tell me how,'

" How do you like them apples ? " And he grinned,
" Good. That raises the point of official interference in the

PERBBXLXEEXEUEELEEXBH
pursiit of justice on the part of a county official and makes

v m
Rifrh look like thirty cents for suggesting suicide., And another reference
to evasive behavior regarding the unexplained black eye. What is he trying

to conceal, thgt's the question. EfArt 7"



" ZA11 right, all right. We can use that, but we'll have to eliminate
the name of the prominent citizen. Nonames outside of official court
records. The Courier lawyers frown on names., They can get you into
deep water.,"

" Next, more new evidence which was brought to my attention and now
I bring 1t to the attention of the town authorities, Did Richard do this

one, you say ?"
Qesne Dumve
" No, I'm wrong. Lewts Hamtid, the druggist xmk took this one.

Aren't we lucky to have so many notary publics.”
W
Notaties public, you ass, Y thought. And we'll need all we have
and more, Soocner or later, we need statements from everyone in town. "Go

ahead," Y said aloud.

da
By ¥e began:

' I am Mrs, George Harlowe. I ladve on West Street in Mason
near a dump which is near the road, My husband works for
the Northern StatesTack Company. He used to go to work at
11 o'clock at night. On account of the excitement due to

the murder of Drr¥ssde I was somewhat timid., I was in bed
in the front room facing West Street on one of the nights
of the week of the murder. I think Friday. I was laying
awake when I heard an automobile stop in front of the house
near the big tree. It wasa bright moonlight hight. Thinking
my husband might have hurt, I got up and looked out the
window. I saw a man and woman get out of the front seat,
each took something out of the back seat and threw it on
the dump. I saw it was Mr and Nrs Wegedflr It was a little
0ld car and looked like a Ford. I didn't think much of it
at the time because Nr. Mz=adz RdaM. wasn't suspected in
connection with the murder then. I spoke about it to HMr.
Harlowe when he got home inthe morning because I didn't
sleep any the rest of the night. I remember that about 15
minutes after the automobile left, the town clock struck
2. The day afterml saw Mrs Réd% and her sister By by here
about noon and again that night about 6 and both of them
used to walk by here almost every day., looking toward the
dump as they went by. Then I did not know them apart, but
afterward I found out that Mrs.N@:Fh was the one that came
in the auto that night because I recognized her hat. Some
time later my children told me there were some clothes on
the dump, so I went out and found an almost new raincoat
and a pair of homemade overalls that hadn't been worn much,
I was washing that day and thought my husband might wear
the overalls,so I dropped them into the tub and washed them
out. I did not look for blood.because as I said, I did not
have any suspicions at that time. I never mentloned this
to Aanyone outside my family until about a monthago to a local
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Gladys Harlowe was not the strongest witness s® could find,
&= her reputﬁfion for truth telling was not the greatest., 5till, when
she came tow with her story, E‘did not discourage her. What she swore
to was just far out enough to appeal to a certain segment of the town
and the fact that she was of French descent and the wife of a working
man would make clear that the whole town was up in arms about the
oade case, And it could only encourage others to come forward. She
hadn't come forward until nine months after the murder and who knows
what o“therrfestimony her statement would bring forth. Q.{cried to in-
clude Pete gg;zgfslhe most phlegmatic member of the Board, in the
action. " What's your reaction, Pete?"
" well, lMrs. Harlowe %ﬁ%§n§%§b§%§§mﬁgix§%§§w£§§ﬁ§%§§Qn for telling the
truth, but she does represent the foreign element in town. And thgt
certainly does sound suspicious, her seeing the Ré%%%% putting those
clothes on the dump."”
" BArt?"
“ Same as before. Leave out the names; a blank is as good as a name by
this time. The readers we want to reach will know who is meant. And
anyone not part of the town -- the summer people I'm thininéf, now --

will see this as just one more piece of evidence.”

wasn't so sure, but the struggle of the last ten months had convinced
him e ™y .
me thatpmore townspeople got invdlved the more pressure S\could bring
to bear on the town leaders to file a complaint. The more it appeared to
be the will of the people, the soonerlweg;’get some action. And the more
pressure could build up, the greater the chances of that small group
of willful men opposing us making a mistake. They'd made ane blunder which
had forced them to call a Grand Jury hearing after fighting it off for
eight months and g’thought %could force them into calling a second. And

that one would be different. \.turned my mind to the main tusiness of the

evening. " MNonk, where's that man LaRocier?"
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" He'll be here. He promised he would. He just ain't goin' to
show up while there's anything stirring down street. He don't want any
trouble and he's afraid he's being watched, ﬁe'll be here."

" How'd we get onto him , anyway,? " asked Alf Partridge.’

Yellor Qs MRV IV
Our fearless detective, B=====or turned him up,” % said. "He

made a p?actice of hanging around the lunchcart on Water Street in the
evenings before he began his evening surveillance, and since he'd heard
LaRocier had seen sometbﬁmg, he picked himegm in conversation and got
him to say he'd tell us what he knew, something about the Death car,as
our goodfriend Bgrt labeled it."

At that, there was a soft knock on the door of the Selectmen's
Room, and a short stocky man slipped inside. He wore a faded blue suit
and white shirt without a tie. When he took off his cloth billed cap,
his black curly hair was still damp from being slicked down with water,
He was nervous and looked quickly around the room to identify all there.

an
" I'm Louis LaRocier," he said in/apologetic tone.

MA NI &\ tried to set him at ease. " I understand Mr. Lekerler told
you you had something valuable to tell and it was your patriotic duty to%

tell the Selectmen what you knew."
" Yes., I read in the paper about the Death car and I figured I

betser tell what I know. HMr. Béﬁéé?gg said it was important. I don't want
any trouble, but I seen that car the night the doctor was murdered. It
must have been the car. Not many cars$out that late at night with gasoline
so tight, you know."

" Yes, well you just sit down, face the Selectmen, and tell ==
what you saw that night."

He sat on the edge of thew wooden chair, his feet in his hastily

shined black high shoes f18t on the floor, his cap turning nervously in

his handsgyand began. aflar 10 o hocle
" I was on my way home very late, must have beenhaﬂéer—ﬂrdnreht

from playing cards with some friends, We play pincochle everey Tuesday
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night at someone's house. A different house every week. That
night it was%good game and we stayed late. I ran out of cigarettes and
I wanted to get some to take to work the next day. So I went to DaVinci's
the fruit store because I know he stays open very late. I c,me out of the
store and I stood on the sgéeppsoutside opening the pack to get one out
to smoke.on the way home. I smoke toomuch., I was starting to light it, I
didmn't have it 1it yet when I saw a big touring car come down across the
bridge and turn right on the old Peterborough road. They had to slow down
to turn the corner and I saw three men in the car, The car had no lights on
and it picked up speed very Hast after it turned the corner. I thought it
was funny running with no lights and I thought then, ' you must know the
town very well to run without lights on a dark night like this.' Maybe it's
enemy agents I thought. With all this signaliing going on, maybe they are
making a gettaway. Then I go home."

" Why didn'® you report it to the police, the suspicious car?"
onk EFoyden asked.
" Oh, you know 0l1d Ed Price, the policeman. You never find him

when you need him; he's out watching for the signals. I didn't see anybody
down street. I go home right off. I don't want any trouble.”

==t PriesT e
wanted to be sure, so \ asked,” Youx're sure he turned up

the 014 Peterborough road, now?"
" Yes, he said, " I wonder why a big car like that was going

to the country late at night. Nothing but farms out that way. Maybe they

were going to hills to signal. I don't know. I go right home then."
‘"ﬂﬁ\didn't let it go. " The M;hﬁé farm is about two miles out the

01d Peterborough Road, isn't it?"
He turned toward me with the expression ofa man who'd just been

struck. " I saw it., I saw the Death car, the one that the night watch man

hod both heag lis\ids ow .

°
at the mill saw come back. Theyr ebbmittiitmeoomairadrrt=tfitee], I read in

the paper he see the car with one light stop near the watering trough at

midnight. A night watchman always know what time it is. I saw it." He gave
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V“ﬁ:;’“ Y was rgady. " Now think carefully. Did you recognize any of the

it until later.

) ) by Potuy
men in the car?" % was hoping for the answer that Qs,ha4hbt, that he'd
been too busy lighting his cigarette to notice more than the figures of
the three men. was not prepared for the answer got.

" Yes, I did."
" Who was it 2"

" X When the car turned the corner, as I say he slowed down and
the car go under the light on the buididing of the mill. I could see the

driver's face,"
" Who was it ?"
" Bd Moran"

The three Selectmen gasped ,as one man, leaning forward on the
booad table in front of them. B@&rt #ord made some quick notes on his pad.
 This was the answer Skhad not wanted, feared to get, refused to accept and

:'moved to the attack very quickly.
" You couldn't have seen Ed Moran. He drove a party to Fitchburg
th#t night and didn't get back to town until 2 o'clock inthe morning."

" Maybe I make mistake. He look like Ed Moran. I see him driving
around town a lot. He got the hire-car business, you know. I see him a lot,
not many big cars hold eight people. I see him meet the afternoon train and
drive summer people to the inns up in Mason Centre, many times I see this,

Vaybe I make mistake; couldn!{t be Ed Moran and the Death Car full of spies,

could it 2"
" No, it couldn't. Mr. LaRocier, I think we have saved you from

making a serious mistake. It is very dangerous to speak too freely about
what you see. You could get in =x trouble accusing a law-abiding citizen of

the town of something like this."
" I don't accuse anybody of anything. Maybe I make a mistake."”
. e OriesT
He was frightened now and ¥ had to strike while the iron was hot.
" Have you told any one else what you saw?"

" I tell my friends one time when we play cards and the man



" Anyone else? Did you tell them who you saw?"

No, nobody."
Kelle
Be%ei&gg ‘s

lir

" No, I tell nobody who was in the car.,”

" Mr, LaRocier, you are appearing before the officials of
the town. You know me, I'm your priest. You tell me things, everyone does,
in the confessional that I am bound to silence on. A court of law cannot
make me testify on actions or events confided to me in the sacredness of
the confessional box. Mr.é$ard, there, is bound by the same confidentiality,
as a newspaper reporter, This will never get any further. Your accusation
here tonight will never leave this room. Do you understand?"

" Yes, Father.,"

" This is what is called an Exec@tive session of the Board
of Selectmenx, the highest officials in the town. These men hire and fire
anyone who works for the town and they have a great deal of power. Do you
understand? What goes on in the Executive Session of the Selectmen 1is
secret and musT not be discussed outside this room. No one can tglk about
it. You will not talk about this. Do you understand?"

¥ "Yes, Father.”

" The agt of accusing your neighbor falsely is not only a
civil offense for which you can be arrested, but it is also an offense in
the eyes of God. If I ever hear of you , or anyone in this room, and two
of you are members in good standing of the parish of Holy Name, repeating
what has been said here tonight, I will go to the Bishop directly and have

you excommunicated. Do you hear me 7"
" Yes, Father.,"”

" And you know, do you, what excommunication means?"
" It means I burn in Hell fire for eternity,Father”

" Yes, and you'll burn together with that Judas, that renegade
DD;;EE:EE} in eternal damnation; you'll beg for a cup of

water and none will come to save you,"
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“gvlad him well =m=zrxg® scared, \S didn't think h'd talk, but now was
the time to make sure of ébsolure security. " My son, the wrath of the
God and his earthly agency the church is awful, but it is also tempered
by mercy. God is Love and God loves all sinners and commands his church
to do likewise. You have talked about what you saw to too many people
that it can remain a perfect secret. The lips of all us here tonight are
‘sealed but others may talk. If you ever get into trouble for any reason,
if you need money to leave town and start mew somewhere else, I want you
to come to me and I'll see t@at you are taken care of. What sort of work

Acwn  aad WRTFIN

Tew .
do you dg,at Boswell—and—rmemds, is 1t 7"

" Yeg, Father . I work on the xxErxirgxyffxxaw squaring-off.saw.

I trim the shakes before they get made into boxes. It's a hard job."
ou're
" I'm sure it is and I'm sure that/a skilled workman, one of
always

the blessed of God, who can/get a job somewhere, good times or bad, in
a factory and make good money. You did your duty as a god-fearing patriotic
citizen by coming to us tonight, but this must be the end of it, it must
go no further. Now go in peace, with my blessing. If I were you, I1I'd go
home the same way you came, seeing as few people aspoissible. We never
know who's apt to be out of nights these fearful days. Now Go."

" Good night, Father." And without a glance at anyone else in

Hhecnp :
the room, he left , turning up his coat collar and pullingpdown over his
face as far as he could.
Oﬂhﬁﬂ°“ﬂ~§'let the silence hang after the sound of the softly closing

door died away, looking at the others at the table w1th.mg\ waiting for

one of them to say something. No one seemed willing to bﬁﬁék the silence.
" Well, I never saw the beat,"said lonk Boyden. X knewh!.could

depend on him to speak and say nothing, which he did. The other were mute.
Bert ®owd 1it g cigarette and hawked into the spit@on after he had done
so. " I'd certainly like to use that. I can use kimxra the collaboration

The

with the evidence of the nightwatchman and attributepsto an unnamed source.
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thegcar and use all the other details. We've done that
before with good effect.":
BV I
" Yes," ¥ said. " I think that's the way to go. It's too
good not to use. Itk places our man in the right place at the right
time and that's been hard to do. We 2ll know that."
A1f Partridge sppke up : " What I don't see is how he
thought it was Ed Moran in that car., We all know Ed took that party
down to Fitchburg the night of the murder., Makes you wonder about the
testimony of witnesses anyhow., We have bdcareful on what evidence we
collect., It's a heavy responsiblélity.”
EEMANL ‘)ao’“
" I agree,"Y said. " I think there is a verypexplanation,
Ed is out all hours with his livery business and if three people saw
a car driving late at night, two of 'em would swear it was Ed driving.
I don't think it's any great matter,”
¥e were sitting there trying to decide what to do next--
it was almost midnight and as S~had to serve early mass the next morning
€ wanted to get on up home -- when the door burst open and in came
WoLbF Reller
—— , our detective. He was a handsome young man, & natty
dresser, who prepared for his nighttime excursions by changing into
knickers with long knee length hose that he said enabled him to move
ot Tha priesT
through brush better. He had been living with wg in the rectory of

Holy Name for some five months now. He was no longer on the official

town payroll, but th€& Selectmen found some money for him in the road

e, 1RO Orieat i MAA 1o
repair budget and N\ covered his living expenses, S\had grown a little
idelleris
cynical gbout Wis effectiveness in the leade case -- his claiming to

work his pskchic detection has been given the horse laugh by most of
the townspeople, but he was useful in keeping the ‘town on edge, keep-
ing the pot boiling, with his midnight reconalissance, keeping the
chief suspect under watch and his frequent interviews with this

susbect had been met with less and less politeness. It was only a

2 AA L. . - s t2
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Ty Was much given to dramatic gestures. In several quick strides
he moved to thenearest zamsxam® window and made sure its blinds were closed
; tThen he did the same for the other window that looked out on the back
of the Union sentry. Only then did he turn and faceﬁgg“in a sorf of half
crouch. " Youtrre being watched, " he said in a guarded voice. He removed
his stalking cap and wiped the sweat band. " Watched," he repeated.

He got the reaction he'd been after, All three selectmen started
to rise from their chairs as if to hide or at least move to a corner of
the room away from the windows. "Who?" croaked Alf Partridge. "Yes, who?"
Narmnessy
echoed Monk Boyden and Pete HsFEBR™ reached back and shifted the weight
of the heavy Colt revolver he® carried in his back right pocket.
" Ive been been watching this place for over an hour," he said.
"Sometime ago I found the perfect spot to survey this part of town. Eetween
the back of the barber shap aé%%%%sigoor to the bowling alley. Tonight,after
I got off patrol, I slipped in there. It's in deep shadow and a perfect

) s_ix‘ . and
observation #eeas=es.” He spoke in the gutteral tones/rhythms of the stage
Hun,sso imperfectly rendered in the titles of the rape;of-the-Belgians T

film)shown at our little town theatre the past several years that would
have been tempted laugh, ifkééhédn't been so interested in what he had to
say. " As I watched there," and his voice dropped, " two figures came from
the far side of the church, unlocked thg:g;or and slipped inside. I could
see faint flashes of 1light as they made their way up the church tower to
just below where the clock is. They stayed there until your recent visitor

left and then they came down and disappeared."”

" Who was it?"asked lMonk Boyden.

" aenehman and Preston"
Eadrdon

Rahs " The Postmaster and the Chief of Police"
W‘/,."":: A1f Partpidgze was igdigmant,"” Spies, both of them. Spying on
town officials in the verformance of their duties. We'll have'em arrested,

both of them. " The other two nodded and looked relieved.



" How'd& they get ing" asked Monk 12 A
" The town clock is on the Universalist Church, as you know,

LY YO Lo 1lley~
'HEWXRXX, repiied Deierior. i . "

" And," said Monk, " Perkins Meade 1is one of pillars of
the Universalist Church. He gave"em the key. That's a violation of
the sancity of a house of worship, that's what that is. They're a
funny bunch, those universalists, believe all kinds of queer things.
Using consecrated ground to spy on us, elected officials of the town.

What won't they do next 77" He was working up one of his petty rages.
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Bprt=®owd looked thoughtful. " Wasn't Hemewman the one s ranr
off the water in the system at the big house on the Neade placef/ and
destroyed ﬁnportamt evidence?"

" That's right,"squeeked Monk Boyden. " He's been £mx working for
the * soft pedal squad " from the very beginning. He's ©been doing their
dirty work from the start., Let's fire him."

Apparently the word postmaster awoke a recollection in Peter

J s

Heosase and he said, " Remember that business with the petitionswker for
the Grand Jury hearing when they were held up for a week andthe outer '
wrapper was torn off. Some funny business in the post office. Fred Peen
has claimed some of the mail wasn't getting through, going or coming.

That's illegal."”
* This move on the part of the group protecting Meade had taken

*égaﬂﬁﬂhm
®e by surprise. Up to now they had been strictly on the defensive and
T, Fom He + Tt SeloTiamn

as~ W& had kept them there. We asked the questions and they had scrambled
for the answers., There was a new spirit moving them and % thought ¥ knew
who it was. This latest move had to be countered and quickyy before the
momentum pas;?d into their hands.\g:&et the others babble on until it
"

a1
was clear to mg what could be done,

| Herdars an

" Let's take the two problems separately, M and Preston.,
Henchman is a fexeak federal appointeé and we cannot x§%£% him, what we
can do is allege illegal activity, irregularities, in the local post
office. lonk, tomorrow,you write up a complaint to the federal authorities
in Concord calling their attention to what has been going on here. Get
in as many details as you can. Show 1t to me before the three of you
sign it. Bart, you report to the public the action taken to protect the
mails from interference. Say that we are so unsure of the confidentiality
of the local post office that we zxe feel obliged to mail letters relative

to the Demm case in other post offices, Peterborough, Winchendon, and

even Fitchburg, 25 miles away. People don't like the mails being tampered
7}



<

" That's a good move, Father. Every time they go to the
post office now, the whole town will be reminded that their fight to
?;izizzsii.being violated. I've always thought it was damned funny that
Hewehmss, a Republican, should have been appointed kyxaxRemz postmaster
by a Democ;a?ic administration.”

e ﬁﬁwsﬁ>£\glanced over at Monk Boyden. He sometimes showed more

brains than kvgave him credit for.

| " Right. That's the idea. Now Frestony, you cando something
about. Fire him. Get him in here tomorrow night. I better not be here.
Demand his resignation on the ground of spying on you. Tell %ﬁmyou've
had other complaints, Mewssieh kixxmixhxnﬁiimgxmfxthx-Eke way he mishandled
the medium in Boston. The withholding of evidence. Remarks that he's been
known to make in the handling of the Pesm case. Say you no longer have
in
confidence/him to handle himself with the impartiality demanded of a
police officer. If he won't resign, give one day's wages and fire him.
EpArt, you keep track ofthis action, too, and see that the townspeople
know that the elected officialsof the town are protecting them.”
INCAA
8¢ nodded and made several notes
{teunerrvg
We all stood up to go. Pete Howes did his usual task of
making sure that w had left no scraps of paper around, nothing in the
waste baskets or on the floor under the table. Wg'had all walked to the
library so there would be no tell-fjale cluster of cars out front. The
Lot Keslaw W,
selectmen left first; then Bért Fore; szl Deleerder and %\ waited for them
all to get well out of sight before hg!went down the stairs. ¥ After
turning off the lights, &g opened the blinds and we'stood there in the
darkness, waiting.
' . weef
" A good night's work, WEZZx, " \gaid." Are you going to

walk up the hill with me?"
" No," he replied. "There's someone I want to pay a visit

to. Leave the kitc%gf door open. I1'll be home later. Goodnight."
i
As%ﬁ~watched through the glass in the door at the foot

i a .
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his form from the bushes,standing on either side of the arched

B MW rion
entrance to the library.ﬁ{cﬂpsed the door with a hard pull, making
] § andx stood
sure it was locked and ¥ walked up the drive/beside the silent Union
immemorially

soldier high on his marble plinth, his eyes xmmmxmaiXy fixed on the
far horizon, standing guard in his battle dress, guarding the town
offices against all threats. Soldiers,\ thought. Soldiers returning from
wars they never fully understeod to xkzxx home places which they no
longer understand. Returning full of privilege and self-righteousness.
Righters of wrongs; defenders of the public good. What makes them think
they know any more, see any more clearly than we who stayed at home.
Heroes all,and yet so few heard as much as a shot fired in anger.lore
died on a sickbed than on a field of battle. Certified patfiots everyone,
will be a
And they'll tell us so at every opportunity. They ZXexz force to be
reckoned with, but they must not be allowed to undo what we are working
so hard to accomplish here. felt suddenly very weary, very tired.Why
couldn“tgr?mve been one of the ones to go.ubcxnud.have been the Father
Duffy of the 28th, with sometime=s ZXRX=XxE somewhere a statue, a
striding figure of heroism under fire.“&iﬂm@w a mock salute to the
bronze figure and headed on up the hill to the church § had built and
R R TR P
from which ¥ by canon law, unwritten but honored,h?vq ® never leave
excgpt in death. Holy Name. Sacred Eleeding leart of Christ. This will
be Wy memorial. This is the bastion in which % ég inviolate, from which
ﬁb(,receivq;‘the power ( the power and the glory) to lead aﬁd direct "my

flock of French Canuck® mill hands and bog trotting Irish. Why ha& it

turned out this way 77
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Chapter ===  The Road Home Au,-_,u'ﬁ 1918

Meade '
The road from the ek house rolled down the hill to the street in

a gentle S curve. William Thorndike let Captain, his roan driving horse,

set his own pace in accordance with the pitch of the hill and the welght

of the buggy behind him. Captain took the sweeping curveﬁét a regular but
unhurried pace and that suited Thorndike, who was in no hurry to get home.
As they turned right into the first curve, Thorndike looked to his right and
saw the.lights still shining from the kitchen windows. He thought of the
ggg;ggjand the pleasures of the years that he had known them. é:;;:;jzﬁzng
was a woman of considerable musical talengb'who could have had a Conserv-

atory career and perhaps even a concert career if she had not chosen kkz to
Ve MY A )
marry "Eeis " M%ny an evening he and éﬁféﬂ had been entertained by
her playing of sonatas and four-hand pieces, if a partner could be found.
Ferilding Mmeada
Ked—cdark was not musical but he took such pleasure in his wife's playing
b
that it was almost as if he had a part in it. Thée too, H:A made good
exciting
conversation, He was not an imfmemm# conversationalist but his position in
the bank made him feel that he should keep current in as many fields as
. A} A 7
possible and so he was, as they say, well-read, In -ses years ﬁb;gzﬁgz;amgnx
, Meodag Poliv
there has been many good evenings at the &3ewiss', As Pewsde had begun to
fail, she was less and less interested or able to go out and so he had had
to invite some people from a small and confining list of old and familiar
PoLbj
friends who did not make Fo%$tit anxious to the house for short visits. The
one pleasure that he did have =-- and how glad he was he had had it put in
when they still hed the money to do so -- was the billard table. He enjoyed
Perfivms Mead wi )
the competition and had discovred that Fed—6+=r% did too. £;d was not,by

inclination or upbringing, an athlete or outdoorsman, but he was a sporting

man nonetheless and relished ths chance at a sport which he could play =zfksr
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2, The Road home

indoors and after banking hours. He would respond instantly to an in-
vitation to play and always brought up some good whiskey or choice cigars.
Their hours on the"deeply felt field," as they liked to call it, were a
. V.M Maede
source of pleasure and excitement to them both, Yes, Ned—cFemk was a good
companion and there weren't too many of them in this small backwater town.
. . . . Ma3own
He had long since given up wondering why he was in Pwees$em or why he stayed
there. It was long past the point of decision in that regard. When he had
let talk him out of practicing medicine, he had let so many other
decisions be made at the same time. The buggy turned right again as they
approached the flat straightaway at the bottom of the hill and as the lights
of the €6lark house still shone at the top of the hill he thought somehow that
Chenlidly Doy,
he could make out the tall full figure of besne—RBaadley in the kitchen window.
He knew he couldn't, really, but he liked to think that she was there watching
uim with a kind of sad and pensive interest, an interest which recognized the
reslities of where they both were but from time to time joined his in wishing

to undo the past. Why was it that a man always met the person whom he recog=

nized as his soul mate whan it was too late, when all the songs had been sung,

the
when all the dances had been danced? She REXXZKIY had/great beauty of a long
and
autumm in her deep eyes and <f=s%t graying black hair Emk she moved with =mzhk
stilled

dignity and assurance which admitted of no questions in itself and =admikker
any questions rising in you. One could know great peace with this woman and
that was what he longed for more than anything in this life. Life was funny,
1ife had a way of betraying you. He had thought klak he was buying a lifelong
peace when he had married.ggzg;L; buy was the right word because you pay for
everything in this life; but he soon discovred that k& her jealous rages
ve him no rest no matter what the surroundings or circumstances. 1f he so
much as talked to a pretty woman, he quickly found that flushed sweaty little
face peering up into to his trying to cut him off from the feminine comppny

of the moment,
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They had come to the flat straight at the bottom of the hill,and mid-
way to the street the drive leading to John Carlson's house opened up at
the left. Ceptain slowed up, as if asking if they were turning in there,
Thorndike gave the réind a gentle shake to urge the horse straight on to
the street and they turnedﬁfghto what in a short time would become the 01d

Peterborough Road leading past Thorndike Hill.

After the one fork in the road which could have taker them back into
Eark thegzzgl side of town, once again Thorndike gave his horse his head and
let him set his own pace. He mused again on his life mRxkk= and its shori-
comings. Too o0ld to fight, tco fearful to flee, he could only follow the
roads which were familiar and took him rather than the other way. Who would
die first, he or ;;2%;% ? Somehow his medical training had been tempered by
Pelis

what he'd known in life and he felt that for all of her complaints, Emtt;%
was stronger than he was. She'll outlive me and then some, he thought. He'd
seen too many frail little old xzzmkkmr ladies who had outlived their!%ﬁam.
Late, late, it was too late for him to anything, really. He could only take
pleasurex in his dreams of what might have been and in acceprtance of what he
had spent so many years in establishing. Once, twice, yearly it seemed, there
had been a face or a figure which had made him twist his hands inside and out-
side each other in a silent agony of indecision. Usually it was a sister who
came up from Boston or Philadelphia to visit a summering neighbor. He had
playéd out the drama, the scheming,so ofteny he knew the plot by heart. They
would wander offﬁn the garden during a mﬂsicale, he would declare himself,
discover that she had been waiting for him to speak, and they would stand
there breathless, daring not to talk further, They would leave that very night
and he would get a position of ship's doctor on a cruise to the lMediterranean,

They would honeymoon, one does not need marriage for a honeymoon, midst the

lemon groves of the Italian countryside, he would read to her from the ancient
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poets and they would dream amid ancient ruins. As fall came on they
would make their way to England, where he would procure a license to practice
and they would settle in among the enlightened relatives she had and be part
of gay countryhouses and smart town dinner parties for endless time to come.
The faces and forms rushed through his mind like steropticon cards and he --
memory and mind hold onto what they hold dear -~ could see each and every&ne
in her particular aura, light,dark, quiét, outspoken, It had been sometime
now since he had actually met any of these dream figures. For too long now,
they had regarded him as an interesting older man and that was fatal to any
dreams ~-=- the expressions on their faces wasn't right. But the conversation

Chod/Me D uwlivy
with Pieme—Bradley was all that it had taken to start his mind along the
familiar passages back in time. Was it possible for two middle-aged persons
co meet and love and count the world well lost ?? 1t might have been possible
with some women, some hurtful searching romantic wives, but it was not possible
with.fééggf and with his recognition of that hés magic lantern show shut down.
One did not need to see her full fa;:t:gg;y to catch the forcefully held lips
and chiseled brow from the profile to know that this was not possible.~1==%

Cbne might hold converse with the teasing thoughtful mind but no more. No more

was possible %t all,
321$§%fs figure was outlined in the doorway as he turned into the vard in
front of the house, Withim-out a sign or greeting he drove down past the house to the
side door of the barn, the front door really, and stopped. He got out, went to the
rear of the buggy end unseated the lantern the Clarks had lent him. He hung it on a
hook where it would illuminate the greatest part of the barn fldor. Qukickly but
iethodically and without haste, he took Captein out of the shaves and lefl him to his
stall. He made sure that the water bucket wes full and that there was plenty of hay

pulled down from the loft. He knew the farmers of the area laughed at his farming

efforts but he was careful of the bac& of his animals and he did not take a back seat



5. The Road home “4Rews Cocuse
Tl .
to any one in the- sere-ei-his_animals, He always got & good price for his turkeys
] Poiin
and his cow gave more than enoggh milk for Totdde and himself. He let the buggy
stand where it was on the right side of the barn up against the tack and gear hang-
ing on the wall and got two bags of groceries an;:;;il out of the back,., Taking them
both in one arm, he held the lantern slightly ahead of him :iﬂ he pushed through the
nearly closed barn door. He proceeded up the hill, pasf the cistern wsish—was—1-8R]
sincaabandenedy 288 up to the door of the cnttage.fzgézza had left the door ajar
md he knew that she would be sitting in her chair by the large field stone fireplace,
staring into it as if there were a fire burning there. She would either reproach him
seeing people
for lesving her all along)mhila he was off having axgEyxxkimexin tuwn’cr she would
ask if he had the turkeys settled for the night. In either case she would report all
kinds of mysterious happenings in his absence eand ask if they were safe there,
" Oh, there you are,Billy. Uuhere have you been ? UWhy did you take so long 7 Codldn'
you bear to leave her ? " The guestions came out in & continuous whine which left
no chance for answering. They were old guestions, accusing guestions, which he was

so familiar with he could have spoken her lines himself. She did not look at him,it

was as if she could not bear to look at him, and when she did he wondered if she saw

him at =all.

“neadis ,
v I stopped a8t the B3_zKs after I did the shopping and chatted with them a while,
Chomstls, Dl

Biteme—Bredtey is up from New York for the month and she had a great deallto tell
us country folk of the great outside world." He went on making up references and
events from his reading of the past few days. Never once did he allow the suggestion
to creep in that he had been alone withﬁgng?nr a moment and he brought in the
remarks and responses the‘g;;ézg would have made as often as possible. He ended his
accounting for the evenking by shcming4gg£i§2 the lantern they had lent him and gave
her the suweet psaségzgﬁfhad sent. Though most of what he said ugnt without reply

vbb . M .
or sign, tsitie responded to the flowers. "Wasn't that nice of fe=w,"she said." I
wish I had the steength to grow some thingsS here around the cottage. We have the

beds,you know, but I never seem to get anything planted. Do you remamber the



gardens at the Lake Street House? Remember the lawn party Father used give on
Fourth of July and how everyone admired the gardens and the fireworks and the
music... " On and on she rattled about the parties of her girlhood and early
twenties. He remembered how awkward he had felt as a boy of fifteen, a poor
relative,ofien Dr. King had first taken him in. He was to be a doctor, like his
uncle, that had been the agreement snd he had never been allowed to forget

edther the chance that waes given him or the responsibility. By the time he was

twenty and halfway through medicel school, it was better. He was accepted as
the heir to Dr. King's practice and ifyhe was still told how ldcky he was, it
was at least based in part on his obvious merit in his studies and in the
promise of & brillant career. She burst beck into his consciousness: " How I
do love flowers,"she said. " Angd you never bring me any. That's the praéce of
of being old, I guess. I've got to get these in water. You'd never do it. If
it isn't in a book, it doesn't exist for you. "

She got a small vase from beneath the sink and put the curling sweet peas on
the long trestle table which served them as @ dining table and after meals as
a writing and work table for Billy, The far end was loaded with his books and
papers, the near end had two places permanently set for their meals, ﬁgxﬁig
éggg;; good night as she went to the bathroom, leaving him to the quiet of the
night which he treasured as his own,

Hé heated some water on the two burner kerosene stove and made toest to go
with the tea. As he ate , he looked at the::ﬁi had been working on fpom time
té time, It was%%ghily tree of of the descendents of Augustus Thorrmdike,Esg, of
Suxxex Norfolk, Englesnd, from whom &ll New England Thorndikes are descended,
Augustus had been @ member of the Bay Colony and fortunately had had only three
children and the lines of decent were reasonably limited, While he could still
afford it, Billy spent a2 wek or so each winter doing research in the Mass,
Historical Society and the chart was the barest representetion of his labars,
the outline pF a book which over five years had come to the proportions of

higtong

@ good sized bsgk. Who will ever publish it, he wondered. I don't have money



Id

enough to have it done, It'll probably be piled right here the day I die, in
this barn made into s bnttage,as inbumplete as the rest of my life. As he sat
over the dregs of his tea, he stretched out his hands to the light. Dr.
Emerson in Anatomy said I had the hands of & surgeon, he thought. My disections
were examples for the rest of the class. I should have gotten training in
Germany and Austria. Dr King would have sent me and if he had, E::ﬁ:t would
have had to go elong with it. He ate several dry saltiner crackers with the
second cup of tes and observed his hands as they lifted the crackers on-to
the plate, as they gracefully held the cup in their tapering cradle, Brain
surggery had been the coming thing; what advances they must be making now in
the hospitals of France., What great things the British surgpeons must have
discovered in technigue and execution in four years of war. His right hand now
picked up the buttery knife in the position of & scalpel and made an incision
swiftly,precisely, through the dura, arachnoid, and pia to the blossoming
tumor which lay beneath. The knife skidded across the china surface of the
9‘éﬁ;n:""intc: the void., But enough dreaming. His iérsey would be bellowing soon, if
he didn't get out there and milk her =nd the fowl should have their morning
scratch thrown out for them. He EEESS%Q into the soft ruggg;iésgg;;—baets he
used for barn work and looked around for the milk pail. It was where it should
be by the sink. He picked it up with e swing and turned toward the door. What's
the hurry, he thought. I'l11l just look through the mail before I go out. His
change of plan was not hard to carry out because he loathed getting out in the
muck and filth that were part of the milking process. He would have to clean
up the mess in the stall before he came back in and he could easily persuade
himself that it would be cooler in & little while., He washed his dishes and
sat in the reading chair by the, fireplace. At last he could delay no longer
and with & last puff on his hg%;1ﬁ£w~aipe, he rose to do his chores, He felt
the silver cigarette case hit his breast bone and he reminded himself against
any absent minded smoking in the barn. The strainer was attached to the top

of the milk peil and there was nothing but to get out to the barn and earn



Chapter W Harrington's Garage

AwunustT 198

It bad been & good day. Business was always good in the summer with 211
those summer people coming and going. He'd gotten a good load each time he'd had

he'd met the train;even the early morning one ‘and there'd been that long haul to

Yok ol
the lake in the early part of the afternoon. Ererd+e=BTYME grunted as he finished

)
filling up the open touring car he ran as & taxi. That last turn of the crank did
'er.' He polished off the over flow which dripped down the side of the tank and
went around to the front of the car to check the plugs and the 011 level, He wanted

v erse MG o gk CrLL
everything to be set foe—bamimmi, He glanced through the window into the small

office, where he could see Marie's dark head bent mRxiRre over the ledger. The
accounts due were now just coming beck in with payment and this wes & busy time
for her. He wondered how much longer they'd be together, Marie and him, She was
so strong minded for a girl her age and smart 7 You know it, buster. Do nothing,

that was the ticket. Helen being Catholic would never accept a divorce so she'd jus§

ﬁgggx%gxggggg% the present arrangement. Bnd what would Marie accept 7 Who knows,
He wes making good money that summer and maybe in another year =~ or two -~ he'ld
buy Fred Harrington out, He'd just finished finished doing the wigg%ield -- wind
screen, some of thaese gg:::gis from ReextemxKEm: up #x the Center called it == and

Briae Wali
the two side mirrord when he saw cross the bridge and head for the

filling station, R small tight fist of fear always grabbed him in the soft belly »
when he first saw g%sny he didn't know why it was. Yes, he did. When he sawiggzscf
he never gquite knew what ®®RLy was going to do. He was so unpredictable, you just
never knew. One minute he'd be cursing you nut)the next he'd give you that ;:;::;EU
grin and the funny laugh and give you the old horse-biter right in the bicep. Marie

thought he was fun, & real peach, better tHan the deadheads left in town. It wash't
easy to find any young guy his age to pal around with, with most of his high school
clags off in the service or working in the defense plants down around Boston. And
;g;”%ad been around, you could tell that, He'd been living up at the rectory
since early summer. His mother Amme was old Mannion's housekeeper faor VEArs now,

He did just about what he liked. Slept late in the mornings, ate that good rectory



food, went to the lake in the afternoon, end not much else. Mrs Eéﬁ&‘gave him
cigarette money and kept after him to get a job. Her story was to those kbo asked
and those who didn't was that xgz had a gase bad case of nerves from running

an engine room in one of those merchant ships to England, that he was broke out
8ll over when he first came home and that she and Father Mannion agreed that what
he needed was rest and guiet. He'd be off again, she said bravely, in the serviee
of his country, at the end of the summer, as much in service as any one's son,

and more than those that never left Camp Devens, It was hard raising & son without

& father and she was lucky to have her position with Father Mannion, who was now

A~
more than a father to young ngag.

P g
Btreette backed the car around beside the garage all ready to go at the next phone

call for his services, 3§¥2§ stood watching him until he turned the motor off and
then approached thé car and stood with his'fuut up an the running board, He didn't
say anything at first but , ignoring Ehar%géia greeting, continued to give him
that herd look with those eyes so pale brown that they seemed almost yellowed in
the late aftermoon light. This was his standard approach with those he felt
superior to, young girls and fellows his own age. He would bore in with those
slitted vellowish eyes until the person he was looking &t was visibly discomfort-
ed. He still did it with Eszziés, whe now sguirmed on the warm leather seat. There
was no way to beat it, you couldn't get him to answer questions and he wouldn't
smile at any wise remark or friendly insult. The scowl on his face seemdd to
indicate displeasure before displeasure could possibly have Been raised,

Cotr .
Bhesdtde tried anain: " Good day today, today's been a good day for me,"

" Yeah 7V

" Been @ good day, made more than twed¥y bucks and it's not even the week-end."

"Yegh 7"

" Yeah, good night to celebrate. How about it, want to have a little fun
tonight. We could run over to the dance hall 8t Contoocook and see what's

doing. Mape pick up some girls. What do yea sgy 7"
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Brinw
Gerwy listened and as he listened he made the tatoo on his right forearm jump

up and down a@s he flexed the muscles., " Death before Dishonor " it read and
the head of the snake entwined around the motto resred up and subsided as
the muscle rose and fell, His expression never changed from one of boredom
and perpetual displeasure as he watched the dance of his own overdeveloped
forearm with the pqlsing veins that twisted back up from his hands, Hisigg;s
and hands were much too big for the rest of his body, particularly his slatted
rib cege which showed through the thin undershirt he wore eyeryday in the
summer heat, and ks all his strength seemed to be centered%ﬂiﬁgs? His hips
and buttocks were flat and tight in the faded denims he wore with 2 Brraze
broad bleck belt and the only thing missing was a sheathed fish knife on his
hip. It walways seemed seemed to be there, though he had never put it on
agein since he's come to g:;:;;¥, He turned to look at Charlie full on now
and he seemed to stare straight through him seeing something on the far side
of him as he spoke,
"hﬂ*nan need to go to Contoocook to pick up any girls, I met a new one las!
week and its about time to give her the treatment." His voice when he spoke
was surprisingly high, He tried to keep it low and menacing but its thinness
betrayed him, especially when he was excited or was concentraidggem on a
subject important tc him,
Yeah, who 7 "
Met this Eleanor, see., She's nursemaid to the Torreys up in the Center. She
comes from Jjust outside of Hoston, so we talk the same language, see! ©She's
real cute and looks like & resl go-er."
fol
Where'd ya meet her, in church 7 " Ghmehie meant this as & wise remark.
As a matter of fac', ya right. I noticed her coming to mass with Hector
Belletete for & couple of Sundays, he's drivin ' for the Torreys,ya knouw,
and last Sunday -- I toock up collection at the ten o'clock -- I got to talk

to her while he went to get the car. We struck it off real good and we got

a date tmonight. ¥

Fast work,"



n
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"

Well, you know, I doan waste ény time if L see somethin I want. So I moved
in slow and easy, like a big sruiser, and we're all set. She is Just helpin
around the house this week until the Torrey's grandchildren come this week
some time, Wha'dya say, lets find a cozy nest and plgy rooster tonight."
Gee, I don't know. I guess so., I'll tell Helen I have a late call and
delivery tonight. Don't know if Marie 'l11 want to."
Why not, you haven't exercised her for almost teo weeks now, I bet she needs
it bad, "

me
Yeah, well, that's probably so. She's been giving/that creamy look all day.
But I didn't see how... Where'llwe go? It ain't so easy now with all the
summer people up heré. The Saltonstall place is out and those people from
Chicego are here now, August is when they're all here. Marie said no more
sand and pine needles; she wants it comfortable,"
What sbout the Thorndike place. The big house is still empty and we haven't
been up there lstely, We had 8 lot of fun with the old man the last time we

was up there,"

2&48#2:112 paused, " Keep your volce down, Don't know who's hanging around the

ga-rage, 1 don't know, What I hear,the old men is talking spgs sirpi®r® signals
€L Priee

snd all that. He may just have a gun. Hemrwpr—Rot$er, the night constable said

0ld Thérndike was talking to him about who he should call for anything

suspicious. I don't want to gét my ass shot off right here in g:gégah,"

" Bw, come on he's nothing but & dried up old fart. I can handle him, even
you can handle him. IT'11 be more exciting, like, lWe can have our fun and
have some fun with him, too, "

" I don't know, It isn't too healthy to be out late at night around here.
They say there's Secret Service men from Devens camping out nights looking
for signals from the mountains, They nearly caught one bunch up on Monadnock,

found the campfire ashes but was too lste to get the ones doing the siggal-

ing, I don't like it much, "
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What tne hell. Come nn,ggggzshshnm a8 little guts here. VYou miek pick us
up right after the band concerf's over, right after nine -- the hitching
posts right behind Hamill's Store, and we can go right out the old Peter-
brough road. UWe'll pull the whole thing off so fast mekeey nobomdy'll

No lights, nothing.
see us,/ I'll bring the booze, a pint for us and & pint for you and Marie,

0.Ke 77
A e
Once the decision was made for him by other people, sh=riie-Byeme was
guick to take up the matter and to carry it out efficiently, cleanly. He
Brinw kd.ﬁ-‘ o ]
watched WeRma—HEZIe! move across the filling station ymard in the rolling
sailor's gait he affected, shoulders lfnging forward, first one and then the
other as if he were making progress across a pitching deck. He'd go home now
and get an early supper -- Helen usually had supper ready by five-thirty.
The story about the late call was no problem. He was never at home evenings
during the summer and Helen understood that., He'd return to the garage and
wait for calls, He'd help out Fred's evening man with the pumps Dfwessmebmri
and try to pick up & little business. Some times there'd be & little whist
or Michigan in the garage office. Business waes apt to be good on band concery
nights and of course he'@d meet the seven o'clock train from Fitchburg. He
stepped around the corner of the garage. Marie was sitting ainne and was just
completing work on the large pile of bills before her. He slipped in guickly.
4 it
" Right after the concert tonight, Back of Hammills. You, me, Ez:! and a new
girl of his." Marie Laﬁlﬁ%ﬁ!& pushed 2 bill toeard him as if she were talkin
$#o him about it. She nodded quickly as if in conversation but did not say a
word. A slight smile crossed her face, & small grinygand her eyes lighted up
for a moment. That was all. She guickly turned away from him back to the work
left to do and dismissed him silently, They had long since passed the necessiﬁy
for pleading or long explanations. She waited for him to come to her with the
surity of a8 woman in control of her man and there was no doubt that he was
hers &s long as she wanted him. She had already surpassed most of her family

by petting out of the mill and she had no intention of ever going back to that



life, marrying some mill hand, having a new baby every year or so, going

out to work for some of the " nice " people in town, or any of that. She

was going to have & nice life with nice things and she knew how that was
done, Gﬂ=i&ie was gone when she looked up apgain and she straightened her
hair with both hands and grunted & little as she stretched over head to

take the ache out of her shoulders., Her mind gently slipped back in time
some six weeks to an evening in June when she and two of her friends had
joined 8 group which had gathered on MExxix¥ Harts' roof to watch for the
signal lights. She and Gat@y Caron and Rose Austin had gone over there

after they had Finishsgs%%ég%gte dinner crowd in Molloy's Hotel. Mr Hart

had gotten & special pair of Army field glasses and a group of the patriotic
young people had gathered to pkx plot any of the sipgal lights they

could catch sight of, With America's entry into the war, the desire to

have & part in the war effort was so strong that men and women alike were
willing to do anything for'our boys, 'The rumors of the former German
Ambassador in the nearby town of Kerry and“;g::?ggures of escaped interned
German seamen in the countryside made detecting of siqgal lights and the
finding of supply ceches in the hills roundabout the least duty that a good
American could perform. Eh?ée had been there with that M&y who
had recently come to touwn. %;::; had béen in the fight long before America
had declared war and had risked his life for our brave Allies in the supply
ships going to England., As the hours passed and no lights were to be seeren,
the crowd of watchers thinned out until she and Cathy were alone with Eggéiée
and 2;2;&. The night air grew chill on toward midnight and the girls weze
took shelter in the warm embrace of the boys at opposite corners of the

flat roof top. She let Eﬁggéfe explore as he wished, with reascnable pauses,
and their kisses grew more &nd more heated, Finaslly she knew that thev could
not stay there any longer and after the four made their way down through the
trap doo ¥ and down the stairs to the street, withoute guestion or answer,

Z&L
SeErYe walked her home, through the back door and up the stairs to her small



bedroom over the kitchen. TRErtie was 8 1ot less forward -- he was nervous
doing it right in the LaFGtzqu house -~ then he had been on the rosf, but
after 8 passionate bout of kissing he again took charge and performed as
aluways
if they were in their own bedroom. She had gone crazy, she7§ﬁ§ﬁ-it would
Riwey® be like this and as she and her friends had confided to each other
in long nights of whispers, & married man really knew whgt he was doing.
For his part, DQE:t;e had been overwhelmed by her passionate response,even
a little bit too much for him ( he didn't admit it to her ) and he was guick
to preise hex'iggé being so much more than Helen, who, it was appearing after
three yearsywas nd¥cepable of hearing children and really had no appetite
for her wifely duties, Though he was & weak man or perhaps because of it,
G&gééie had been hers to do with as she wished after that night. ﬁé:géga
was g small town end they had to be careful; they knew that almost ibmmediatel:
the talk had started ~- Mrs Hart was & light sleeper and she knew who had been
the last to leave the observation party -~ but who was going to do anything
about Ezaﬁelen ?7 GShe was relieved not to have s#géiia botheréng her more
than once & month, Emile and Christine LaFhmaww€” They weee not included
on the town party-line, and besides so long a&s she Bid brought home most
of her paycheck from Molloy's and went to Mass on Sunday, they didn't ask
guestions. It was hard enough to raise eight kids without wondering what
Marie was doing on the nights when she came home late, If asked, she had
the usuel excuses of girlfriends and late bething ﬁarties. When old Mrs,
Harrington's erthritis had made her give up the office work at the garage,
Bt 's recommendation had been enocugh to get her & trial. She was guick
and lesrned fast and after the gx first billing cyecle, 0ld man Harrington
had not had to show her & thing. Her folks were pleased that she had a
steady yearround job -- the hotel kept only one regular waitress after the
summer season -- and had started to make her way in the world, And so it

had gone in the summer of 1918 for Marie LaFd#@NE. Her path in life was
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CAmicck,
end she had made great progress for a younf Fremeh-Bemadiam girl in a

society that regarded all her kind as good for mill hands and not much else,
as some good in the kitchen if you could train'm right, but mostly as

foreigners who talked 8 stirange tongue «- the French from France couldn't
understand what they said -~ and practiced a2 strange religion with an
absobute obedience to the Pope over there in It'ly and to the parish priest
here in town, Father Maneion was @ regular fellow 8ll right and real educated
but when it ceme right down to it, nobady could undertand =11 that kneeling
end praying eand incense, and even they couldn't undertand the Latin of the
Mass, Did just what he told'em ,all of them, from the time they learned those
guestions end answers when they were little kids. What wes it that Bishop
sagid 7 ' Let me have & child until he's six and he's the Church's for 1ife?!
what kind of & religion was that anyway. They were a shiftless bunch, all of
them. Never get anywhere, not in this world., So Marie was 2 credit to her
people, She was clean end neat and answered guestions so you could under-
stand her. She was still careful to be respectfull to the people shq had long
known and this kept her in good repute in the town. WHD kpows she'&a% marry
a real American one of these days and make a place for herself, or even one
of the boys who cnmég'back from the war)and they can starteg s smsll busaness
together, & grocery store, say. Marie was indeed a comer and pretty as a
picture, too. Fred Harrington was not beyond being guyed by some of his
fellow busines%;:g: was pleased to be thought cepable of attracting a young
good looking thing like Marie, but in fact he was never & threst to her or
her plans in any way.

Marie finished the remaining accounts guickly and put the big ledger back

6 She walsud howe

in the safe where it belunged.hphe was already thinking of what she would
wear that night. Something light but also something that wouldn't show the
wrinkles too much. Should she wear knickers or not. Probably and take her
bigoest summer handbag to put them in when they got there, wherever there

was, She felt light and happy and even smiled =t her mother who was bent



over the wood stove and the meat-and-potatoes supper her husband insisted
an,uinter and summer., It would be @ great evening and & chance to relax,
She wondered what Hare's new girl was like. Who she was and what she was
like. Ng hed scared the pants right off Cathy Caron with some of hés gueer
ways and finally he had hurt her somuch she told Marie she wouldn't go on
eny mare parties with her if he was there. He was an odd one, that guy, but
he did have all kinds of crazy ideas and B:zéé;; ceme to life if §;£%4had
some of the ideas first. Anyuway Gh::gézggé;gg was hers and she took care of
what was hers. :;g:1had made some suggestions that they switeh partners the
time they had been in that house that belonged to @hnse people from Chigago
gnd she had been 1:f.=m1{31:lat:iJ but only for & moment, M was a8 loser. So
was SEmTrte but she could control him and she wasn't sure she could control
the mad sailor. It never came up again and she was just as glad. If he had.
a new girl from time to time -- he seems to wear them out like an automobile
tire, he put 2 lot of miles on them fast -- he seemed happiest. She knew his
kind; they went from hen roost to hen rosst and lefi nnthing but trouble

behind them. She'd already had trouble enough, being born a Cenuck in this

hick tounJ and she wasn't sbout to lay down for him§,

She sat down mith the whole femily and began to talk lightly about the people
who had passed the gearage window and what Mr. Harrington had to say about some
of those fancy summer people who didn't pay their bills on time. Some people,
really. The more money they have the harder it is to get it out of them. That's
t&wway they kept%éhe guessed. She finished supper before her Fnlks and the

kids snd went to her room to get ready to go to the band concert,
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" I don't think you have seen one of these before. T knew
you'd want to get some idea of the pressure we have been under, more
exactly the pressure friend Keade has been under the past 10 months."

DD Raxx® Trudeau handed me what appearedga blank petition
form all neatly lined and numbered. He had taken off his Panama hat and
sat'wiping his bald head with its fringe of graying hair. He was a man
of great movement and motion: his eyes :gggebrightly and the gold in
two of his upper teeth glistened as he watched intently for my reaction.
The paper he handed me was a petition form urging the County authorities
Second?

to call aAGrand Jury to 1investigate the wrongful murder of that citizen
and patriot Wm “==NEmmt1. DD ( his friends had long since given up calling
him Delphiné’gavid) had underlined the X=mxXx statement rfxxkExxrxiX hand-
written across the Xmp short top sheet stapled to the several lined sheets:
" Any person who refuses to sign this petition takes the stand that he
believes in murder.,"”

" Isn't that a hell of a note," he said.

"It ié, " T said.,"And who was circulating these? "
" The Monk, The Bird, and The Butcher,” he said." The
Unholy Three:5

" And, by Godfrey, if that wasn't enough, for the Selectmen
to be agitating the public in general, they had the gall to bring thés
damned thing down to the box factory and start cifculating it around. They
came to the office, oh, not them in person, they got one of the Sirois

to sign it.

boys to do it, with it and asked everybody in the officel I told'em,I
told'em then,' I won't sign that petition and nobody can mgke me sign it.
Every person who puts his name on it is a Bolshevist. Let the Selectmen
see they can't run me.' The next time I went to the postoffice to get my
mail I saw apégg;“‘én the board theme and I told Mto take it down.

And didn't they yoWl at that! "
With that Trudeau had almost risen out of the easy chair in

.y office, as he shook his fist and shouted in recreation of the scene.
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. It was about a week after %h;% evening Lottie Dutton had
confided to me her despair of seeing an end to the Ge.tﬁe%ﬁé her bpother-in-
law Perkins was living through. I had taken to seeing any one I wanted to
talk to about the Dean case in my office, after hours. There was no need

to advertise my interest, though it was probably well known, and I was
concerned on how far voices can carry in the quiet summer nights, I had
heard enough stories enough in Franve about spipers getting the third man
on a match in the trenches at unbelievable distances. There were too many

. mhat Kell@RL
who were interested and the word was,Sekerlar was out prowling around every

night.

" I'd like to keep this, " I said, and he waved away any
return.

" Keep it,"he said,"and now look at this," and he handed
me a copy of the local weekly, the lMonadnock Mountaineer. " Came out about

the time of the petitions., Seems like someone was coordinating different

efforts.”

I took the paper he proferred and sat back to read it as he

sat back and 1it up a cigar. Thovrdetnd

" We have been asked why the Mountaineer>has had nothing
to say about the much talked of i mystery. From the
morning the deed was discovered we have held the opinion
ixpxExxxEr that it was the work of German influence;
that it was of more than town,county,or state importance;
that it was a task for the united and @ntiring efforts
of public officials to follow every possible clue to its
end. That nothing should be left undone that could be
done toward bringing the guilty persons to justice., It
appears to be the belief of many that this course has
not been followed. It is believed that many bits of
evidence have been ignored, that new clues have b
discovered, and the question who killed Dr. wwes”will ) ,
not be answered till these clues have been thoroughly |
investigated." ﬁﬁnmuhbg

I looked up when I had finished the first paragraph, and DD
nodded. " Yes, Doc, you can imagine the effect that had on the petitions.
XX Fred Hooker couldn't have done a better job for them, if he'd sold out
the paper."”

I hurried on to finish the rest of the editorial, front page

Jleft as it w always was.



The Yountaineer is a little country vaper going about its
business from week to week, not disposed to give circulatio
to every rumor that has been in the air for the past 8
months. Not unmindful, however, xkzxx of the fact that a

respected loyal American citizen was horribly murdered kmzz
because he wanted to tell the truth.

If it is true that new evidence is available, no more time
should be wasted. If it is possible the guilty party could
be apprehended and the innocent relieved of suspicion.

#Ith this in mind, and with the supreme desire that the
good name of this loyal American village may be unheld and
every loyal-blooded individual may do his or her fullduty
in the matter, we would urge that the whole subject be
brought before an impartial tribunal in order that this
trying atmosphere of uncertainty, unrest, and suspicion
may be lifted from our community. J#st who did the deed
may never be known, but our beliefs as to the motive for
this horrible deed remain unchanged."

" Kinda hits you, doesn't it." Trudeau gave his short braying
so
laugh I knewpgwell and snorted in disgust. " Could have come from any

pulpit in town, and maybe it d4id."

- How digk Yom GJ.QMImha@. InST Apag? Whey oz, Thay
" ¥Well, all those months Judge ®%etr had not done a damned

thing to defend himself. He kept going to the bank every day, doing the
bank's business, working most every night on the Liberty Bond sales, the
insurance business, and all the rest. He told kaxmm, his wife Laine that
they had nothmng to hide, that they should go on living their life as

an open book, no drawn shades or anything like that. He said that the
truth would conquer, that the truth would prevail as it always had. Ye
had heard that little children on the street were starting to pull away
from him zm when they passed him on the street and that some of them

would make remarks and then run away. That foreign detective SecRetlen
kept going to the bank and interviewing him, It was getting pretty hard
on him. Finally Elmer Webb, Loren Cutter, Ed Merrill and I decided some-
thing had to be done: we had to get him to agree that %%%rand Jury they
were yelling for might be the best way to clear the air., Once we'd had

that, maybe some of this persecution would stop, or at least quiet down.

The five of us got together,‘fk B/& hre #‘] Called ug,
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Actually, it was a lot easier than we had thought for,
fhe Judge had been doing a lot ofthinking. He said he come to the conclusion
that it might be the best thing. He wasn't worried for himself, he said, and
his wife was standing by him as he knew she would, being of good old New
<ngland stock. No, he said, he'd agree, not for personal reasons but because
it was becoming clear to him that the town was being split -- Catholic and
Protestant, employer and employee, native Americans and French Canadians.
And he would do anything that would ease that situation. It couldn't go on,
he said because the bank was being hurt and he couldn't allow that to
happen. He told us of three incidents which had movedx him to agree with us.

TEm DrG!

UAIt was a Monday morning and as some times happened Young

Brian Kelly brought in the Sunday collection for deposit. I counted it and
found it wagkfggee dollars short of the amount reported on the depqsit slip
in Father Manion's large scrawled figures. I credited the correctpon a
duplicate slip, corrected the slip submitted and initialed it and gave the
duplicate to Young Kelly. I called the discrepency to the attention of Young

Kelly and thought no more about at.

" Early that afternoon, Father Manion himself appeared.
"' I wish to enter a complaint, he announced in that heavy

way of his. I counted yesterday's collections and sent it in by messenger,
a member of my own household. The receipt returned was exactly 3 2.67 less
than I sent in.®

" Less than you reported, Father HManion. It is best in
business matters to be careful in selecting words for stating a case like
this." I was not going to back down an inch and for good reason.

"' Less than I made it,"corrected the Father." ' I counted it

myself, you know,"'he added stiffly.
" And I counted it myself.I took that precaution," I announced

with some significence., " You may have noted, Father, that the same --shall
we say -- accident has occurred several times of late."”

e

~hree times in the last two months, to be exact'" he
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insinuated.
" But never when you have been the bealer yourself, you may

have observed," I said. I tried to keep my voice down, my expression
courteous.

* I have observed that,"he said in an edgy voice

" I let that pass by. I said,'I advise you to take the trouble
to make the delivery in person, hereafter, Father Manion, as a precaution
against further accidagts of the sortld®

"' Uour words, lfir ==seh, reflect on the character of a member
of my own household', " -- he was really getting angry now.

" On young Brian, It is to be regretded that itRis so,"” I said
and Iwas a little sharp.

" And I may as well say, that if I am not to be permitted to
choose my own messenger for making deposits, I find myself justified in
choosing the bank in which deposit church funds."

" That is your privilege," I told him. And a week later, he

Haneis frela
cleanged out the church accounts and took them to the S=5S¥mxzh National
Bank.

" I was not so much worried about the church accounts, they never
amounted to S=® much, but when in the days that followed, a number of
Holy Name parishioners closed their accounts , I was disturbed.

" Item two. For twegty years, Ned Bradley has carried the house
insurance on his summer plaag::é do many of the summer people. On the
basis of doing business where you own property, I guess. Shortly after
the flare-up with Father Manion, Ned came in and canceled his policy.None
of the usual excuses; hé merely stated he was transferring to another
company. He wasn't rude about it; in fact he seemed almost apologetic;
but he was not going to have any argument about it, and I said nothing

w

- which would deepen his embaseassmeht. I was worried though, because

the good will of the the towns people is important to the bank and we
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and we make a good share of our profits on the repeat insurance business.
The manner of both these men bothered me. It seemed as if they held me in
?mall repute, as %{ufiiii¥ was an common element of contempt for me, Then
it came to me. The Bean case., They were connecting me with that., I
couldn't believe it. 36 years in a position of trust. 36 years as
cashier, and now they think I am guilty of murdering my best friend.My
reputation is undermined, my business integrity quesfioned. I cannot
allow that to go on. I do believe that #sitruth will prevail, given enough

time, but it was the third event which makes me believe I must accede to

your wishes for a Grand Jury hearing.

e n Two of you are directors of the bank and you know that
in the 1st guarter this year we had our usual visit by the bank examiners,
and as usual we passed with flying colors. What you don't know is that
less than a week ago we were #isited again. He was a new man, a stranger
to our locality and unknown to any of us in the btank. I think I know all
the regular examiners, after all these years. He did not have the usual
manner of the examiners we know, but rather pxEmEpxmriaXiy peremptorily
demanded the keys to the vaults and the books and records. I felt there
was an implied doubt of the staff of the bank, I was put off and demanded
his credentials before wer went any further, but once I 222;g§dmyself of
his authority, I gave him every assistance in my power. He did a very
thorough job of it and as his work advanced he became more relaxed in his
attitude. When he was through, he approached me in an apologetic manner:
'I want you to know that I find everything connected with the bank in
excellent shape. I shall report it so' and he offered his hand. I accepted
his hand in friendship and said,' I don't understand quite what occasioned
your visit, but I appreciate your courtesy in letting me know the result
of your findings before the report is made to your superiors.’
e naused a moment before he put on his hat.' Pardon me for touching on a
personal matter,' he said,’ buéit occurs to me that you must have un-

wittingly raised the enmity of some local influence. I feel sure this
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step was taken by my suvperiors at the instigation of some one in your
town. ' Sarah = vff‘ informed me -- I do not read it myself -- that thés
morning's Courier had an article wondering why a special examination of the
records oftpebank had been made. Th?re was much innuendo with relation
to the7égggrtgse and the possible ££§g¥§2225 of the bank. I have always
regarded my position here in the bank as a matter of public trust. I will
not have the bank hurt by any suspicions some people may have of me, even
though I am deeply distressed that the 1life I have lived in full view of
all seems now to count for so 1little.,'" Kel

Zlmer Webb spoke up. " That's the point that BPelkrewler raises
when he talks to the townspeople. He says that the more unlikely%%gsuSpeot,
the more highly regarded he is, the more likely he is to be the guilty party.
He's sold that line to anyone who'll listen and a good many have bought it.
There's a lot of feeling by the foreign element in town about thosg§W%%
are in positions of responsibility. They Jjust draw their wages on friday, get
drunk on Saturday night and make more babies, and the Mother Church forgives
them on Sunday. They live from week to week as they always have and would
be delighted to see any of us take a fall. Perkins, you're just the one
that's taking the heat for the rest of us. "
It seemed to me that we didn't have any mcore convincing to do.

Judge Meade would not oppose any action taken his behalf and so I moved on

to what we had agreed among ourselves we'd do.
" It seems best, Judge Meade, to leave you out of this, So

OLOAAM
I'11 set up a meeting with Soliciter Packard and Attorneyiggzza in ¥Winchendon
in The Tavern for a week from today. Packard has thought that it would be
better to have a &zxrxmmx frxmxrxx Medical Referee's inquest, where all who

had evidence to give could come forward and speak in public. We do not think
a Coroner's inquest is in the best interest of the town, or of you, and we
are going to press him a Granqbury hearing. There are too many loose mouths

and lame wits in this town to make that worth doing. Look at their prize

witness -- Charlie Beau!'who calls himself an artist and photographer, He's
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never been right. He was queer as a boy and he's just gotten queerer
as he's gotten older. Lives up there i that old Finnish bath house
with his dogs and wanders around talking to himself. Ever since he
found that hand cultivator, the murder weapon they call it, he's bheen
the star. That's the kind of witness you'd have by the score at a
public inquest. No, sir, we'll have to go for a Grand Jury."
oLohaw
" And so we did. We met with Packard and% in

Winchendon."” |
- !

I knew Trudeau pretty well and I knew he was a master
story teller. I knew he would save the best of his tale till the end
and I was not mistaken this time either., As he gets excited telling a
joke or a yarn, he speaks faster and faster and in his excitement, the
spittle flies every which way. " We met and by Godfeey the Federal
agents spied on us. We never could figure out how they got wind of the
meeting, but they did and they had a dimctograph in the next room and
recorded what we said. I tell you we were wild., "Course, the Courier
made the most of it. Clandestine meeting across statelines, they said.
dhat were a group of citizens of Mason doing meeting in secret, what
was the " soft-pedal squad" up to now, they asked. That was a bad
moment, I tell you, but we paid'em no mind. The next month the hearing ‘
was held in Keene and the Grand Jury brought in verdict of ' unlawful
death by person or persons unknown." Packard had told us he had no
case and the Grand Jury agreed that there was no case made. That should
have been the end of it, but it wasn't. You've been back long enough to
know that those three boobs down at the library are still spending town
money like it was water; who knows how much the town is obligated for
now, I tell you, it's worse now, if anything. Zvery two weeks or so we
read that the Selectmenf are going to move for an arrest. They haven't
yet. We haven't been able to block any of their moves., Last week after
they fired Preston, I told him not to pay any#ttention to what they said,

I toldhim we'd call a special town meeting and find out who is running
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the town, but he didn't have the stomach for it. That's o.k. I told
him I'd give him a job down at the match =i factory at 3 30 a week
and he wouldn't have %o do anything but watch the smoke g£o up the
chimney. He wouldn't accept that, though, and now he's tying up bundles
of matchbooks for us. And as for that little sneaking bastard LaRocier,

o

P, He was working on the squaring-off saw and he was a

good worker, RBut wenw I found out he was working for them, telling
all kinds of wild stories around the plant, to any one who would listen,
Would A e bu At beft befn D courd .
Iacanned him, too, Ne#& Fhose are just the 1ittle'guys. small fish.And
when we get rid of one, a dozen more turn up. The situation is getting
worse all the time." rzxemu Trudeau got up and stuck out his hand.
" Neli?wqg; said,” I know you're just back from one war, the war to
make the world safe for democracy, but I'll tell you you have landed
in another one back home. They are crucifying a good man. Perking leade
is a good man. And if we don't do something about it, this man is going
to die of a broken heart. You must have noticed how he never smiles
any more, has that sad expression in his eyes. How much can a man like
that take? We're going to have to do something about it, and I guess
you're the man. I hope you haven't got any skeletons in your closet,
because if you do theYére goin' to come out.”

" DD," I Said,"I don't even have a closet.,"

" That's good, Doctor," he said. " And take care of your health.
ily bladder trQuble got so bad this winter, I had to go to the clinic in

ilelrose. I wasn't able to help Perkins as muwh as I wanted, but I'll

back any move you make." And I knew he would.

That weekend, I had a phone call from Rob Packard and we agreed
to meet Saturday night in my office. Although he was the Digtrict Attorney,
the law allowed him to keep up a private practice and he had to come down
to ¥ason to take a deposition_in 2 damage suit he had. Anna fixed us a
nice supper and we settled doxgxgﬁE:e we would not be disturbed, least

of 21l by any patients. ¥y practice had slowed to a snails's pace,
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" You've had =mmm® time to talk with =zm® some of your friends
since we met in Xeeng," he began.

" Yes, and they've been filling me in on what hanpened during
the past ten months.I understand you had the attention of some Federal
agents in wWinchendon earlier this year."

He reacted immediately," Those sneaky bastards. Can you imagine
those wWashington snoopers using a dictographk on two nublic officials.They
swore they didn't, said all they could heard all they needed to by listen-
ing at the door between the rooms, but that)s still spying on fellow law
enforcement personnel. I thought all that clandestine investigating would
end with the war over, but it's worse than ever. Now they claim that the
Germans are spending 30 million dollars to instigate a revolution.They're
seeing Bolshies m¥Exy under every bed. One Anarchist bomb and we're all
under surveillance for a year., They tell me Palmer, the Attonney General,
has 'em all so scared down in Washington they don't dare go out at night.
And you've just lost your police chief down here. Nobody's safe.”

" Tell me about the Grand Jury hearing you held in Aoril," I
prompted.

" The rumors had been flying around in a loose fashion, with
everyone going off on his own ever since the murder. The Selectmen herefin
Mason were pursuing their own line and were never satisfied with what we

were doing on the county or state level., We never could really put together
) Thorwdude
a solid case, The town's people seemed convinced that meewts murder was the

workx of spies, but nobody ever caught anybody signalling or even brought in
any physical evidence of enemy agents inkhe area., Some made a strong case
for the guilt of Mrs. Dway, but she was under observation at two mental
hospitals for bets&er than a month and we got written reporté that she was
not cabdbable of the deed, either nhysically or mentally. They didn't even
trust our coroner's autopsy, as I told you. I coguldn't see that a Jrand

Jury investigation would do any good at all. I was willing to have a
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Cononer's inquest. I knew that your town officials were continually
agitating and were passing around a npetition for a Zrand Jury, but
it hadn't come up to the County seat. What really made us move was
February
the pressure put on by my own cousin, George Dunne, Late in dazaxzaxy,
s . Thovadild
I got a letter from Dunne inviting me to come down discuss the S==a
case at a meeting sponsored by the Mason Board of Trade. I really didn't
want to get into a situation like that, but Cousin George -- what a
sweetheart he is -- kept pushing, even made public the letters we
exchanged, questions he raised and I answered, and there was no way

out. I thought the best way to handle it was to come down and meet

the rum@rs head on. That was in mid-March.

" I know that you are not a man to be afraid of a fight,
but I have been in few if'any courtrooms where I felt so like Daniel
in the lion's den. I could have used a few friends that night, but I
did not see a friendly face in the ;;gg%.

" The first thing I tried to make clear was that a Grand
Jury could be called only if a case could be presented against a
suspect in seeking ang indictment. A Coroner's inguest, in contrast,
could be called on the evidence presented that a crime had been
committed, The town officials had not filed a complaint -- and they
still haven't, three months later.

" Alf Partridge, your local middle man,wanted to know why,
if Mrs. =m= was suspected, she had not been persecuted and either
found guilty or not; so that at least she could be cleared or the
suspicions hovering over her.

" I replied that in my mind there was not sufficient
evidence against her to seek and indictment, though in my mind her
guilt remained a possibility.

" The question of the destrpying of evidence came unp --
in two instances: (1) the sweeving of the barn floor the afternoon the

body was discovered and the disappearance of the German silver
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cigarette case found at the bottom of the cistern when it was drained
two days after the finding of the body.

" I explained xkax first, that the barn floor had been

OLohat e

swept by Attorney General and |}, looking for evidence, anything
that might have slipped the loose hay or been hidden in the dust that
Ur, Deang allowed to accumulate, he not bteing the mast fastidious keeper
of out-buildings I had ever seen. And for the second, I admitted freely
that county authorities had been embarrassed to find that the cigarette
case had been on exhibit in the display window of a drugstore in Fitz-
William, but that it had been recovered intact and that the substitution
alleged by some to have been made was without foundation. We had the one
found in the cistern -- the same man who found it had been talked into

allowing it out of the evidence lockers -- and there was no confusion
d

with the second case found later in the 2e=m Zungelow,
" To the charge that county investégators were incompetant,l

pointed out that the Shertff and his deputies had had long and meritorous
service in the county and had kept the county relatively crime-free.

" It was at this point that the party got rough. Your local
catholic clergmyman got up and asked why the county and state authorities
did not place more faith in the abilities of ! +ar, the detective
brought to town by Frederick seam and kept on since by town authorities.
He went on to outline Sgk’s background and state that he had so much
confidence in 3&%"5 abilities that he had invited him to board at the
parish house when town funds seemed to te low.

" nggégzz; was sitting there,scowling at me with a kind of
scornful sneer on his face and I talked right to him. I said that some
torder on the
of his activities brought to my attention seemed to me to XmmEEX
brutal if not the illegal. I said that I had met him at the first ex-
, negative
humation of the murdered man's body and formed an/opinion of him, which
had not been changed by his claiming to be able to see the faces of the
murderers in a photograph of blood of the victim. I had little faith,

I said, in such'PSychic detection.?



" Cousin George had the last question and it was the toppinz
on the cake -~ the lack of cooperation between County and Rwz Town
officials. XEXEAXAXXKAXXXHEHEKXHEXBEKEBRAX X HAA XN XPAXNKEXEXEABRAB LXK
EXFXIXXAUEZXEERREK It was felt,sghe said, that the county officials had
not lived up to their word in some matters. Had not offered a reward,
as they had promised, and that it had fallen to the town to do so,even
though the town treasury was low. I asked if he felt the county and
state officials were perelv negligentfor corrupt. He cobered quickly

officials
on that and me===y said that he and others felt that the county/had

not donw all that they could., He said that both sides should endeavor
to adjust differences and solve the case, He said that 1f the case
dragged on much longer)as it had since Augus@,ﬁh-t he feared more
citizens would be inclined to believe the prime g=& suspect in the minds
of some was never going to be brought to justice because he was being
protected ky locally and all the way up to the state level by the ties
of a fraternal order.

" I had had enough. This was my cue to get up and say what
I had been dying to say since the moment I stepped in the hall -- that
I could not sit and listen to such allegations, that the bitterness I
had feared was motivating most of thos#present and that I had said sas

et

much as I could as an officxer of the court and more than I wanted to

-

é%é an individual and I bid them all a good night.”

o

" Did you have any feeling that the meeting was rigged?

of pnvuw
" Oh, sure. From the reports &x the ¥ Roard of Trade

Did you feel they were waiting for you?

meeting I knew that there were some ugly things being said. The one
basis on which I agreed to come was that I would answer only those
questions which pertained to items zmmrxxkz discussed in our letters. I
did not have to get into all that spy businesé and signal lights. I

avoided a whole area that these days tears no rational discussion."”
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" Did you feel thgt there was any master hand at work 2"

" You mean any finé%%%%fIEE&hand?" and here he gave the thin
kind of grin, not a smile really, that a born New Znglander slides
into jusﬁés he slips the harpoon between the ribs. Not a mean grin,
but a kind that shows an inner appreciation of the jab that's coming.
" No, he said," Not that, k% more like a rough red Irish mitt. I
sensed from the start thét Cousin Georgie would not have the guts to
write me as he did. Someone put him up to it, and someone picked out
the points zh§;Xh§§XE§En brought up at the meeting prior to the one
I attended., Those were the ones George wrote in his letter asking me
to appear. They were tough questions, and they were embarrassing. I
assume you have been reading the back issues of the %axx Courier from
the past two months. If you have, you have seen the iﬁﬁendo, the

impl¥ication achieved. No, there is a mind at work here -- I am

tempted to call it Jesuitical -- orchestrating all the parts., "

" Qgt’s go back to the question Alf Partridge asked you,
is Polly DPesan still under suspicion for the murder ?"

" Let's say, I have not eliminated her in my own mind. It's
a mixed bag. On the one hand, we have the reports of the alienists in
two Massachusetts mental hosvpitals that she could not have done%b?hey
gave her various tests and they said she did not have the vphysical
strengthe to do those things the killer or killers must have done. On
the other, we put the gum hypothetical question® to two of the leading
forensic medical men in the =®ax state: briefly, could a 67 yr old woman
in a manical state have done these things and they said yes. And it is
this maniacal state that the two sisters, Laine Meade and Charlotte
Dutton say they detected. Both of them knew Polly =e&nh more intimately
in the last several years than most peovle in town. Here let me read to
you from the Grand Jury transcript. Incidentally, the proceedings are
sealed, as you know, and if you ever say I showed them to you, I'll have

to call you a liar.”
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" A1l right, with that proviso, " he said.. " Now bear in

"

I've been called worse, " I renlied

mind that these two women not only knew Polly-3=zm but saw her
the day the body was found and Lottie Dutton saw her again the
day Pf the funeral -- which Polly =Peem didn't kpo? was taking place.
This:Laine Rizh Meade speaking about Polly Hean's condition and her

thoughts about it:

physical A

Q. What was her/condition ? She was very strong that day

and excited of course,

You noticed she was strong A. I noticed that.

You commented on that? A, Yes I did

Then at that time ? A. I talked with my sister about it
And afterwards talked about it as well? A, Yes, I did
Ddidn't you suggest perhaps Irs., Dean was the means of
bringing her husband to death., 4, I will say -- may I
yes and then qualify it The Court: Yes.fdI said that she
might have done it, but if she did do it she was perfectly
uncongsious that she had done 1t®,

OODHOH OO

-

Q. You suggested that to tewo or three other people, didn't
you. A, I may have

Q. And at one time you said that on the whole wouldn't it
be better if somebody not mentally responsible should be
the one? A. I think that sounds like me.

Q. Did you ever see any evidence of violence in lirs Dean?

A, No, I never did,

Q. Did you and Fr. lMeade talk over the suggestion that lrs
Dean killed her husband? A, we did a little. ir. lleade
did not agree with me,

Q But your sister did?" A. Yes

Q. Nrs Dean has been described as being in a delicate
weakened condition. A. Yes

Q. How would you explain how she succeeded in nlacing her
husband's body in the cistern? Dadzn't that seem an
insuperable objection to your Theory 7 A, No, it didn't
seem insuperable.

Q. You surely don't think she could have carried it there
and deposited it 2 A, No, I shouldn't think that. Eut
trussed u» as the body was reported to me to0 have bheen,I
don't see why she couldn't have rolledit thered

spackard paused in his reading and turned toward me. "™ The
puzzle here is why two women of high moral character should attemnt
to make a case for Polly Dees's having killed her husband, Was it
tecause they seﬁsed +that it would go hard with Keade, husband and
brother-in—lawﬁbecause of the horse blanket and lantern, the tlack

eyve and face lacerations? ‘lere they grasning at straws? Lalne Meade's

last answer really shook the Jurors.
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® I considered this nossibility. Zverything I had heard
since I got home seemed to give them good reason to do so, but I gave
Packard the answer I felt certain of: W I have known both these women
for over 20 years, and I cannot telieve that they would construct any
defense that they did not believe in. Lottie Dutton was so £m stragght-
forward as to tell Perkins of the fear she had that Billy <==n was think-
ing of suicdde, based on some remarks he made to her the evening of the
murder, thereby exposing him to opublic ridicule for proposing that
Dean had tied himself up in a very involved manner and thrown himself
into the cistern. No, you can see the sisters as naive, but you cannot

see them as schemers.WN
" I agree," he said. " They had some pretty sound reasons

for believing what they did, as the transcrint of Lottie Dutton's
testimony makes clear. It is the tightness of their case, despite , =
Doctor®™s reports and other discrepencies, that makes me even toda Ato

completely discount their version of the murder. Listen to what Lottie

had to say: W

Q. Did Mrs. D™ ever say anything to you about fear of
mental ilness ? A. Yes, she said she feared she was
1mosing her mind. She said that both her mother and her
maternal grandmother had been possessed of hom&idal
mania before their deaths and had to be institutionalized.

“Tarnadile's mental
A, Whatwas Dr., Swesds attitude toward her possible/illness?
A, Generally, he tried to ignore it, but on the last
night of his 1ife, he did refer to it as something
which was past concealing.
@, And you have concluded that she sensed this and was
afraid that he was planning to have her put away?
A, yes, I concluded, looking back, that this was why
she hated to have him fQeave her for any period of
time, that he might be making such arrangements.

&

. What experience did you have with Hrs. =eem on the day
of the deceased's funera}l. A, She said to me," Eilly had
a lot of trouble with his feet did he tell you? I said
no, he said nothing of it to me. She said,"well, he did

have and often he went like this"and she simulated a

swaying from one foot to the other,"and then fell right
over" and she swept her hands and arms down to indicate

a fall to one side. It seemed to me that as she enacted

that scene she was vizualizing something which she had seen.

I had the the feeling that I was on the verge of a dis-
covery, And I was afraid to pursue the matser.



f

7%

»
It 1s your idea that ¥Vrs., "2mn committed the murder
herself? A. The facts, as I know then, seem to point
to that probability.

Jo you think that in the weak condition that has been
described, she could have overcome Hr. ékﬁﬁ?'( asked

a juror) A. Mrs. Tfle was much larser than Mr. e i
who was by nature of slight build.

What was Nr. = 's report of his wife's conditionZthe
night of the murder. A, He laid stress thatn night

on thex fact that Mrs. Dean had not been either %o

the barn or upstairs for two years.

How did this report square with what you experienced
or were told about her condition following the murder?
A. By her own account, she went to the barn in the
early morning to look for him and to my certain know-
ledge, she went twice more during the day, once during

a heavy pain storm to get the turk®9¥s out of the wet.

And there is the testimony of those Zuarded her the
first night after the murder that she went upstairs
with no apparent trouble.

How would you descri¥e her mental condition the day

after the murder? A, She was very excited. She gseemed

to be laboring under an emotional stimlus which gave
her abnormml strength, as a sick man in a delgrium may
have the strength of two or three men. It was impossiblej
for example, to stop her from going out in the violent
storm to put the turkéygs under cover.

And do you think she would be mentally capable of
concealing her part in the affair? A. As I otserved
Mrs, -seshf, it seemed to me that if she did it, she had
no recollection of the act. Zut I cannot forget that
from the day we met her on the day following the
murder she was under the profound conviction of ir.
“we ' s Death., She said to us repeatedly,' Eilly is
dead and in deep water,' If she had not seen him thus,
I kept asking myself, why should she have been so
positive in her conviction. She would accept no other
suggestion that attempted to explain his failure to
return. -
Do you know whether iirs, Mwem was subiect to fits of
uncontrollable mania? Had she had such attacks before?
A. VNo, VriTDweg never even hinted in my presencejuntil
thatnight, that there was anything abnormal in her mental
condition.

“T.

" Andthere you have the case against Mrs. Deem., There are some
R RRXXRXERE X RARR AR XRRX R AR KRR
holes in fabric.

After FEE2Fmuwn and I had swept the barn looking for
Hawvk 0LO haw

-T:

clues, he went to the bungalow and got Lottie Dutton to have M:s. - )
tie some square x®mX knots., She got her to tie up as package for mailing,
but never once did she tie a square knot=. They also repeated the test
at the mental hospital with the same results. All the knots, on the

wrists, at the knees, and those tying the sack to the belt loons were



@@ were cut off

The knots, incidentally}iggdiizz? &
square knots, such as a sailor would tie./ﬂnd aside from the
exclted state on the day after the murder reported by the Dutton
sisters and by the nurse and constable who spent the first night
in the bungalow with ¥rs. éz;n, there has been no reported instance
of her being other than quiet, even depressed. For the last ten
months, she has been living with the Nethodist minister and his
wife, Reverand and lirs Heslin, and they sayshe talks about Iir.
;ZE; as 1f he weee still alive. No repetition of the manic state,
A1l the reiatives deny that Polly Peax was jealous of her husband,
because mf he was three years younger than she and reportedly was
But of course none of them hag
charming to every woman he met., REXIXFEXEIAEXRERIEREEEXTXXUERLENA
TAHIXFX seen her in the two years prior to the murder ; the ==rs
saw very few people during that period. Along the lines of jealousy,
some have fmXxX said that Mrs. Sz;n forced lNr. Sz;n to withdraw
from medical practice because of fear of his femalepatients. ZBut
in checking, we have found thaﬁpe never finished his medical train-
ing and therefore could not have pfacticed as a doctor. 2Jid she
persuade her doctor-father's protegé to do so? Je'll probably
never know( Did she strike him down? Or see him struck down %
Another part of the mystery. And, byx the way, nothing ires those
who hold with the German spy murderers theory quite so much as the
suggestion that Mrs. égén did do it."
It was getting late, but I could not let Packard and his Granqbury
transcripts get out of my sight without probing the question of
German spy activity, the siggalling and all that. " 'What about
the German spies ? I had Ed Price underjsedation before I left,and
I had to prove to him that there wasn't any signalling going on, but
I hear he kept on seeing spy lights afxmx when I wasn't here and
nersuaded a lot of peovle to believe him. I've read all that drivel

in the Courier and what they put forth as evidence is always hearsay,

L4
someone other than the speaker is always the one whosggy
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or heard the mysterious sight or sound. Was there any testimony

under oath worth considering ?7"

" There was one,"” he said. " You remember Ariel Harrison, they have
Peterborough

a summer place in ¥zammrxfmmkxz, Harvard »rofessor's wife. Very

tall striking woman?"

" Yes," *
Livohw

" She's the one “s=mk in Courier sighted in on when he started his
quote expose of official obstruction unquote in the *®%=m Case.She's
the one he keeps coming back to. And with good reason. She's really
the only one who can connect'sg;n in any way with the alleged
signaling, because she saw him and talked with him about it that
very day. Here, her testimony starts on page 497.

. Did you know HNr. ég;n. A, Yes

A

oy,

Q. And NMrs. Zfle ? A, I knew them both.

Q. At what time did you last visit them? A. On the day of MNr.
w=eaas murder,

Q. At what hour ? A, Eetween 11 and 12 o'clock in the forenoon

Q. Did you speak of signal lightsZe A. ¥We did.

Q. “What was the first thing lr. E;Eu said with reference to

then? A, He said, ¥rs Harrison, I understand you have seen
lights here at night. 5!;n
And you replied? A, Yes, ir D€ I have

. He asked you when you last saw the lights? A, Yes, and I
told him the night before,

]
@. Do you have reference to having seen them at the Zwmm place?
A, No, not at all.
ilhere were you when you last saw the lights. A. At my own
home in Peterborough.
Did he ask you at what time you saw the lights ? A. He did
and I said generally between 12 midnight and 2 in the morning.
Did you poidnt out to him the place or direction from which
the lights came? I told him I could do that and we went into *t
the field and lined it up with Temple mountain.
What did he do to identify the spot? A. He picked up a few xxz
stones and said he was going to mark the place.
<. what further took place ? A, We moved a little farther in the
field,to the right, where we had an uninterrupted view of both
ranges and he marked that place, too,
Q. What, if any, conversation followed/his getting heln?

O O

» »
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A, Nr SJ;Q asked me if I could get into communication with

the authorities. I said, ¥r “wal], Yes, I can. He authorbzed

me to get in touch with them and get them to send up one

oftheir best men gt once.
d. what did kgYsay to that? A I said, I will televhone as soon &
as I get back to the house.
And he replied?A:Don't use the telephone. And I said, If
necessary, I will go to Boston in the morning and get you
some one,

&£
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dhat arrangement did you make ? A, Nr Jeayg said, I will®

call about the turkeys I am going to bring you tomorrow.

I will call at midnight. We arranged that if his suspicions
were confirmed he would say, I won't be able to get over
until afternoon with those turkeys.
2id you stay awake 7 A, I had company and stayed up until
1 olclock. ‘
Did ¥r. Dmeg call you A. He did not
Would it have been possible for someone behind ymx the wall
to have overheard your conversation? A, Itwould have been
nossible.
Did you subseguently prove it to your satisfaction? A. I did
Did you name any Federal agent duringthe conversation ?
No, I said the chief in Eoston.
Did you give a report tothe Federal authorities? A, Yes, I
g,ve a full report. T
How soon after lr. Pwan was murdered ? A, Fefore I heard that
he had been murdered,
When did you learn of the murder? A,.Not until the next night
How do you account for the lapse in time? A. I went to Loston
on the seven o'clock train the next morning and was at the
chief's office at 12:435,
With regard to the lights you saw, what color were they?
A, White, green, and red
Did they change while you were looking? A Yes,
WJere they all visible at the same time ? A, They followed
each other almost instantaneously.
In lining up the direction from which those lights came,do you
tnow whether a highway passes near the place? A Yes, one does.
Is it a curving rocad? A, Yes -
Have you any knowledge of Mr.ﬁéz:e’s habits -- as to whether
it was his custom to keep late hours? A, I have not.
It did not occur to you that the moving lights you admit
having seen near his place might have been his own as he
passed bewween tarnand house A. It did not
Jhould you say that was impessible 7 4. I should think it
was highly improbable.

-0

In spite of all your care to preserve secrecy in making
arrangements to communicate with ¥r. WwadJ you feel that
someone must have overheard your plan? A, I think it
significant that the very day in which he was arranging for
Federal help, he should be murdered,

And that's the end of her testimony,"Packard said, closing the
RREERREXREXXREXREALY

s . .
of the heavy legalsized volumesr he had brought with him.

1"

He died a patriot." I remarked.

Yes, and therefore his killer was an enemy agent. And therefore,

all who seek his killer must make of him an enemy agent."”

" Jhat about ¥ainz? He lived on the Dean place for € or 9 months,

The papers tried to amk make something of his German name and alleged he

was in cahoots with Perking?"

" You may remember that even before you left, any one who bore a

German name was under susplicion, if not persecution. Complaints must
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have gone into the authorities bveculige Xainz was under survelllance
practically all the time he and his wife lived in this area. He had

Mot mon
a gray R=mssnd touring car he used to drive around, smwme folks said
battleship graxjas if that made it a weapon. There were lots of
stories from the maids and hired men he had working for him, but i%
was all dalk. lobody ever proved anything on him. As for the murder,
he's clean. He had a perfect alibvi. He worked the night shift zkexzsz
at the Portsmouth Navy Yard, as a time keever, and he can »nrove it,
As a matter of fact, Perkins lieade checked with Reverand Zutler of
Yason who was working there at the same time and his alibi was water
tight. He was at work. "

" What about his chauffer ?"1 said, jokingly

" He didn't have a chauffer," Packard said and stared at me
as if trying to see where I was leading him.

" I was only Jjoshing, " I said. " The villain always has a
brute of a chauffer, who does the dirty work for him."

" For god's sake,don't start any more rumors," Packard said. "I

have trouble enough keeping up with the ones already floating around.”

Gy
He bade me goodnight andAI sat at my pypewriternmadéﬂg notes
w MWtMJ -?" ' ) N
on what I had heard, trying to fit the pieces ToZEtHel.q-ad Polly .

. . . . . . . Iric
Faceless Prussian assassins disguised in army khakil greatcoats. HERE

Y¥ainz in his shipyard overalls. Zach of these chased agziiother through

tqrn doors, across fields and into cars. I woke once in a sweat and

and felt on my bed table for my Smith and Wesson .32 in its champis

case with the quick clasp. {‘Mwﬂqqmu,mﬁmﬂ
The next evening, I was driving back into townpand stopped at the

post office to mail a few bills I had made out earlier in the day --

e

damned few I might say. ¥ExwExExgRakxirg As I came out, I met Harvey

S|

Foster, retired foreman at White's ¥ill. Harv wAZ kind of lamed up
these days with arthritis, walks with a cane, and only gets down for

his mail a couple times a week., 'Je had decided several years before



that there was very 1little I could do for him, except prescribe asniri-}
which he could buy in the drug store
for the pain/and urge him to keen as active as possible, He Jokingly

asked me if I had any left-over army aspérin I could give him, and
I told him the civilian kind was just as good and a lot less trouble

e

to get ahold of., I was eager to get home to the suvpper I knew was
waiting and had just turned to get in my car when Harve grabted me
by the elbow.

" Doo,"'he said."Just look at that. Young Erian Kelly.He
hasn't been in town for smemonths and godd riddance. He's nones

L
too popular around here, even under the protection of the man wallki&q

beside him"
I turned to see where he was pointing and there were the

two of them, Young Kelly, his bright red hairﬂglearly visible at that
distance, and beside him the heavy yet gracefiié%%gFather Harry ianion.
I was about to turn again to get in my car when Harve tightened his
Q% Can
grasp on my arm. " Docl" hesaid p in a voice of wonderment. Then I
saw what he was seeing? The two figures striding up ® [lain Street
toward the varish house of Holy Name seemed to be cut from the same
cloth by the same hand., The young man's figure was smaller of course,
but the attitude of the body, the swing of the shoulderé, the quick-~
ness of step was the same. The smaller was the spittin' image of
the larger., Harve and I looked at each other openmouthed, but there
was no need to speak; we both knew what we had seen.

what I had caught ahold of,
A1l the way home I tried to digest/,tried to understand

its significance, By the time I swung into the yard and parked, I
xnew I had the connection I had been looking for, I didn't knowﬁkﬁ@?hﬁd

I would wuse it, but I knew the motivation of the man I was up

against. T@ h—ﬂ- CM’I?N“—‘*&\ VN C!”% ‘fi
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The morning light woke him as usual. The chorus of tirds in
the garden between +the parish house and the church sang their hymn of
praise for creation and he crossed himself and sald an Our Father as he
always did before getting out of bed. Then he recollected. It was =
Yfonday, the one day in the week when he did not have to serve early
mass. Should he turn over and get another forty winks or not ? ZIven the
servants of God need a sleep-in once in g whilé. He rolled over away
from the window and pulled the sheet and summer tlanket up to tetter
cover his head from the morning light; ah, the luxury of it he thought
as he sank into a small nan. But it did not catch, the soft embtrace
- of gentle sleep; it was not to be. He whirled in the ted with a sudden
recollection: Irian was back. He felt his presence in the house as he had
for the past six months, or more like eight months, been grateful for his
babsence. He 1is back to seé his mother and me before he %Q%E%ag out for
what he zak® says will be a long voyage, he doesn't know when he'll bte
back. He's finished his probation gnd is free to go where he wants and
he wants to get ouf. Out of trouble,out of debt, out of here, he says.
And the priest w§§, he confesses to himself, not sorry to see him go tack
to the sea, The sea 1s dangerous, less so since the sutmarines no longer
trace the sea lanes of the Atlantic with the aim of sinking all Allied

shipping afloat. Bait it is less dangerous for him than the town of Kason.

The danger is here, as. it has been for 10 months, not only for for Brian

i3

but for the boys mother and him. HeLs Teen thrashing in a sea of troubles
all his life, one scragpe after another: petty thievery, shop lifting,
disturbance ofthe peace, aggravated assault, drunk in a pablic place,
\fesisting arrest, failing to obey a police officer, tut in thé last year
his acts have taken on a different tone, a viciousness that can not be
explained away &8s a boyish prank. The vriest loved gim like a sdn -—— %L

there*s an irony -~



but he can no longer protect him. He will be better away., Zven his
mother has to admit that he does not seem to be suited for polite
gsociety. " All those years he neededa father," she said," a man to'
look up to. If only Johnny hadn't died so young. I couldn't do it,I
couldn!t give him the guidance he needed. I was too tired earning
a living for us, I didn't have the strength." Zllen is a beaten
woman, aged beyond her years., She's had a hard 1ife and looks sixty,
though he knows she is}like him, in her late forties. Poverty leaves
a mark on some which years of prosperity cannot erase, I%t's as if
they don't have the digestion, or more likely the teeth, to atsort
the good living they know too late, as if it all passes through the
system without benefit. EZven now she will not eat a full meal but
subsists on the scraps from the meals she fixes for him and his
guests. And she was such a pretty girl.

It 1s getting lighter. It will soon be six o'clock. He lies
on his back with his hands kzkxs behind his head and looks at the
rough granite stone which, piled one on another, held in uneasy
balance by the mortay, makes up the east wall of his church., Holy
Name, where he will spend the rest of his days, until that day when
a younger man will come in as curate and succeéd him and help him make
the transition toward his end., This is to be his monument. Three years
ago it was when Eishop ¥ Pelletier called him into his office and
told him to build a church in Mason. lore and Nore young Frensch Zamamia
Canadians had been coming tok work in the denim mills, saw mills,
box factories of southern New Hampshire., The diocese would help with
the loans, he said, but more and more of these young catholics were
holding down good steady jobs and in a short while the main money forb
the church would come for the parishioners themselves. The church
needs new blood, strong men who will guide and direct and keep a
firm hand on the lives of the children of the first generation

foreigners. The bishop had been one himself and he knew that with



prosperity comes a tendency to slip away from the church. J'hen Janion
first came to work for him in the diocesean offices,theEishop had
insisted he makes an effort to pick up canuck French, not the Parisian
variety but the bastard gutteral dialect from the poor farms and small
towns of Quebec, He did. And he found as he worked with the poorer
varishes of Nashua and Manchester that it was a diref% advantage to te
able to issue strong words of warning to the masses of mill workers in
their own native tongﬁe as well agfbless them with a benediction in
French following the one in Latin inthe Missal. He always put the
admonitions for charify and support of the church, such as the Coal
fund and Aid to the Needy Poor, in language they could understand
without effort, As a result, he was the outstanding fund-raiser in the
diocese, The Eishop reéognized this and gave him this, his own church,

to build, guide , and strengthen. These last three years had gone well:

Holy Name was the largest and most prosperous church in M¥ason -- let
those Protestanty, whine abtout that -- and its diocesean pledge is

the larges$t in the state outside of the big cities. XX He was his wzmrown

toss and heg was listened to by the Yankee merchants and the gumbooted

farmers. He was respected, &axkzkEris They callr® the French Canadians
‘ Haram TR WAV i

the foreign element, but they hearg whatj%ﬁ from his pulpit on

Sundays and they are a little more careful how they treat members of

his flock. He neverthought he'd end up here, in the sticks; he always

thought he'd make it 22 to a fine parish in Brookline or Springfield;

or Worcester. Maybe coach football or sfixmx direct the athletic program

at Holy Cross or Boston College.

He made a fine name for himself in athletics at BJC. Lettered
in footkall, hockéy, and baseball, and in his senior year had lettered
in track by throwing the hammer for points against Holy Cross. But
baseball was his love, his game. He had a tryout with the Braves and

he might have made it there too but like somany other good amateurs

he couldn't hit the curve ball. Eig league pitching is like
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the Jebbies: another class, another kind. He didn't hav%nto be a N
Jesuit, His vocation was working with people, not scholarshiv or x=
teaching and he knew i, Oh, tut it would have teen grand -- mayte
even President of the'College of The Holy Cross. What dreams he had
in those daysi All things seem possible when you're captain of the
taseball team, pitching the big ones and playing first base to have
your bat in all the games., His mother had him for a priest from the
start. Zvery solid family had at least one son for the church, the
way the Jews are crazy for doctors or lawyers, and one daughter as
a bride of Christ, too. He wasn't sure but he went along because his
mother was happier that way. But he wasn't your skinny pale tookworm,
living for a smile and a blessing from Father Flahertﬂ“h;nmke his
day. He served on the altar all the way from sixth grade on, but he
kind of dropped away when he got égﬁgollege. He went to mass regularly,
yes, but he had an eye for the girls,too, and they for mzx him, Ellen,’
Zllen Flynn, was his girl from sophomore year on. They were a pair and
he looked for her in the stands of any game he ever played. It was
sweet, with kisses and caresses which grew longer an%%%%rious from
year to year. Some times he ended the evening with what the boys called
lovers nuts &= and he thought he'd turst. Eut she was keeping herself
for him and he, he was keeping himself... what was he keeping himself
for? He wasn't sure. It was getting harder --- there's a fine thought---

the pure
year by year, and the nocturnal emissions, the term urged on/u® by the
seminary tract on pastoral counselling rather than the vulgaé»wet
dream," came with greater and greater regularity until the words of
Sadnt Paul," better t5 marry than burn" came ﬁore and more to mind,
Anyway, he had his sports and he was always in *training for some sport
or other, with the obligation not to weaken himself so he couldn't
give his very best. He had a reputation ﬁo maintain from freshman year

on. EZverytody knew that from the first time he put on a B.C. unaform

he was never subsiituted for in any sport, exceot for hockey where
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from "
you took your regular shift., “The college was small and expected/each

member of the squad the best he could give. Those were the days,

The alarm clock in Zllen's room has gone off and he hears
the door to the tathroom and shortly after the commode flushes,
Normally he would have been up and out of his bed, bt it is warm and
safe under the light covers and he drifts off into that wonderful
world between sleep and wake when our life comes floating Tack to us.,
Zllen, LEllen Flynn. Her face was pinched and her skin had a skim-milk
bluish tinge to it in the cold wind off the Charles River, late fall
and winter, But when she laughed in her quick excited way tefore she
let him kiss her, the flush ran upwards from her bosom and she
Plossomed red and soft, That's what he remembers best, the red blush
thatz came with the protest tefore it turned into a moaning" Harry,
we musn't,not now; we must not. " Theymust not and they did not untii
that June night twenty-four, no,twenty-six years ago. Does she
remember it? Is it an anniversary for her? She never sayd. She never
says anything. It was the final game of the season. They had teaten
Holy Cross, 2 to nothing. He had struck out twelve and given up three
hits., Kenny O'Donnell, the Holy Cross pxzkzx pitcher ( he went on to
pitch for the White Sox) gave muwp five hits and'he got two of xkEm those.
A double, and in the bottom of the eighth afJQQE;eJ§:¥§Z%a£!!imaa, a
homer over the left field fence btefore the Graduation crowd filked
with returning alumni and familéss. Unbelievable, A regular Frank
Merriwell finish. Well, of course, he was the hero of the day, no
doubt of that. And Ellen was soAproud she kx## kissed m® him right
afterk the game, in public. He couldn't telieve it. That night, of
course, was the Graduation Pall in the Fred Harrison Gym. They danced
and danced and drank more cups of that sweet punch than they could
remember, What they didn't know until the next day was that Stubby
Jalsh had waited umtil the last hour, when all the chaperons had

finished drinking, to put in a quart of pure alcohol from his
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father's vpharmacy. #® stayed until the band played " Good night,ladies,"

and then they caught the lastcar home. What a night that was. They
sang and danced through the streets until they came %o her folks’ three ~
decker tenement.

Jim and Vary Flynn had long since gone to ted, They were
-respectable people and in those days you had to be on your job at the
post office by six thirty in the a.m. Ellen was going to fix them some

they they'd
eggs and toast, w® were that hungry, and mw=x® have breakfast just as if
they'd been to a society ball at the &px Copley Plaza. Eut ﬁhat was one

“Tay | They o .
breakfast g never got to eat. XE started kissing and holding and rutbing
and the next thing X he knew Zllen was lying on the sofa in her white
underwear, her ball gown off and discarded. They had gone too far then
to stop. There was no arguing or turning w away. It was if she was more
determined to takéhim than he was to take her. He had never seen her
naked body tefore and how beautiful she was, Full bregts and hi@s,
twisting and turning from side to side, not trying to get away but
unable to remain still and quiet like a lady. It was a complete surprise
to him, her wantonness. 'You were so wonderful, today, Harry," she said,"”
and you're mine, 433 mine." ithere she learned it or how she knew what to
do, he never knew, but she was in charge, telling him to do this and that,
and he doing it as if he were bewitched, and indeed maybe he was. He was
a little afrghd of her that night, Nice girls didn't act that way, only
'hoors' and he knew she was a nice girl, but that night she was like =z
another person, someone he'd never known. Later on, in those long nights'
in seminary when he couldn't sleep, he figured out that she was out %o
tind him so close he would never leave her, She knew he was a public
figure, in the sports pages of all the newspapers, the one place the
poor Irish of tenement Eegaoga were the equal of Harvard,Yale andeinceton.

It was she who led them back to the lovemaking the second time, now more

deliberate, more extenfling, once the excitement of the first coupling

had died down. She held %émin her a long time after they toth had
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a nished --- and he listening for the sound of a door ovening and

iy

bare feet padding on the lineoleumg&E=®l expecting the figure of lary
flynn in her night cap to appear at any moment. If iary Flynn heard,she
knew and chose to stay away. There were no tears of regret, no demands for
both
declarations of eternal love. Zllen was suddenly/very shy and very
tusinesslike, Gathering up her gown and shaking out the wrinkles like
a little housekeeper, after she had put on her drawers and camisole, or
i
whatever it is called, she hustled m;mout ofthe flat and onto the outside
stairs with words of how late it was, how her folks would soon ke up,how
they musn't find us alone together. She'seemed very sure and very satisfied,
as she stood in the dark deoorway with a 1little smile on her face,
He
He didn't see her much in the next month or six Weeks.Li had

e

the try-out at Braves Field and turned down their offer to go to a doutle

‘ He he. his
A farm team for seasoning. ¥ didn't know what Y wanted, tut suddenly my
mother was awful =m sick andh; knewh; didn't want to be that far away,
driving half the night every few nights in a rickety old bus from one
cold shower locker room to the next. X took a job workihg for a lumber
yard, W.E. Sawyer, outsdde of Worcesteg and playing on their semi-pro
team. L5f§ of companies in those days had a ball team for advertising and
the league was full of good college ball players. When he saw her in the
stands that Sunday afternoon in July, he knew why she was there. Their talk
was short and she wasted no words. She was pregnant and he was the only
man she'd ever teen withe He bellieved her.

Why aidn't he marry her? He didn't know then and he didn'?t know
now. It May have been that he was aware of her parents and his, trapped
in low-paying dead-end jobs, doomed to sitting in the tenements as the
years went by, waiting for the pension and finally the priest with his’
1ittle rlack case, scrabbling from pay envelope to pay envelope., Ch, yes,
he was a college graduate, but what was opeﬂké&he Irish in those years?

Politics? Years of sucking around after some fat ward heeler until he got

his own constituency? He had seen too many éaunchy’windy talkers in the
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Joney Fitz Trizade %o settle for that. No. He wanted something bettef,
a position of respect and authority, where pecdple would look up to him,.
Marry Z1llen? And fill the house with 1ittle snot-nosed “anions, noté
lixely. Xx# He'd seen a side of her the night of the graduation tall that
made him know he'd be caught and tound in her camisole, edged with lace,
soft and enticing, so tightly he'd never be free of it,
Over the years, he never went to a house of sadness to
administer the Supteme Unction without reflecting in the dim light of
the vigil candle which hid better than darkness the poverty residing
there thatkhe death he was to preside over as he ushered the soon-
departed to a better life waé a;much a freeing of the family members to
a better 1life with new chances, new opportunities, as it was the last
act for the mortal being passing over. And so it was for him.d§§ mother's
final act as she lay in that bed she'd shared with High ¥anion all those
years was to make him promise to redeep the promise she had made to the
Motherz church when she had dedi&ted ,ge"to its service. There was no
struggle in her dying and the$@ was no struggle to his dying to the
world., Yes, theyxs® still talked about it that way in those days. It was
s if he had always had the vo€ation, as if he had finally accepted the place he
ad always known was ﬁggg.

Zut what about his child in Zllen Flynn's telly? How could he
turn aside from that responsibility? He had sinned and he had to make
good on that, He knew that and yet he couldn't marry her. That was not
the way out. For either oftiz?.Surprisingly. she offered 1little
resistence whenh§ told her, " I've always known you would go for a priest)
she said. " You've glways been #ifmxsmmx different from the others,

Always the star, always the dedicated one; you never really sweat like
the rest of us. In a world of your own., Johnny Kelly's been after me

to marry him, for six months now. We'll be wed as soon as we can putlish

the banns. 4nd I'll raise your son as I've always dreamed,
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a weak man, but I have your son now and I always will. That's
enough for me. Don't worry about me., Go on and do what you have to
do."

She had been right about his vocation, right with some

S Ao W

sort of other world surety.ginlike his mother) his vocation would
not redound to her in any way, would not provide her with any inner
peace for having fulfilled God's will in this world. And yet, he
reflected, there was the same kind mfxzamxxfizg hunger for sacrifice
built into them both. Was it in the Irish blood, brought over from
the Ould Sod with the immigrant women as a kind of guard against
lifelong poverty there and now here? Having little, was it safer
to give more than required in propitiation ? If she valued him so
highly, how could she give him up so easily? It bothered him that
she gave in without a struggle, leaving him to carry the bturden of
his sin by himself, not demanding that he do the right thing by
her,

And yet he need not have bteen disturbed. Ey the time he
returned from the seminary dressed in the tlack that was to bte his
for 1ife to his mother's death bed, he was at peace. He could,through
his dedication,make um every day's study and work an act of
cohtrition. The joy and peace that shone in his mother's eyes as he
tent over her wasted face -- he could never forget the obscene
swelling of her btelly as the cancef filled her whole abtdomen in a
mocking pregnancy that threatened to choke out her very treath --
made him put aside any doubts of w;rthiness that the priests who
guided him had warned of, The worst of the temptations, they said.
The work of the devil. We are all tempted, they said. Only the weak

surrender. Chastity, poverty and obedience are our sword and our

tuckler, they repeated. If they only knew how easy the second ftwo



were for him and how hard the first. For he had known a woman, if
only for a night, and his Xnowledge had trought forth fruit in
keeping with God's will}y it had bteen Plessed, And now he was denied
the joy of fatherhogd, the pleasure of a growing child., As he held
his mother's handwgéighe dozed, slipping in and out of consciousness,
he longed to tell her, to let her die happy in the knowledge , of her
grandson. A cruel joke, topping even the bitterness of her strangling
rasping death, that she could not know., A son dedicated to God versus
another generation, an extension of her life, Once when she woke, she
felt his hand in her grasp and said in broken wheezing phrases;
* Henry Cardinal Manion% Will hear it some day, somewhere, Harry, and
'11 be so proud, so proud. " He could not bear to chide her or

contradict her. This was her time and he was her son and she had
earned whatever dreamsw were left to her in this life. It seemed %o
him that she breathed easier after that, with less struggle, and when
towards evening she drew a sharp quick breath, he knew she was gone.

Her death freed him from the o0ld 1life and set him free
to give himself over utterly to the long hours of study and frequent
prayer tha‘he now sought so eagerly. He never again returned to the
0ld neighborhood, the old friends, the old flat. It did not exist,
they did not exisf fof him now, nor did he fill the void with any
strong friendships with his fellows. He told himself that there was
not time and knew that he meant he would take no new risks.

The years in the seminary passed quickly. The days had
a rhythm of their own an;rgook very little notite of the world out-
side, Retreats, vigils, rosaries, fasts and the holidays of the church
calendar were all that marked the passing months. He enjoyed the
physical labor by which the seminarians kept down the cost of their

education and the tiggest treats of the summer were thm trivs in

to see the Braves ovlay. The dioceazse had a standing gift of tickets
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for every home game, and while most of them went to the clergy across
the state, from time to time, the seminary would te offered a block
he would go in his turn. He followed the pennant races whenever
one of his teachers who was an ardent fan would discuss the standings
during a break between classes, For a while when he waitched from the
stands he longed to be out onthe mound throﬁéng a shut ocut or at hrat

_ fifth
winning his own game, but by the xkix® year he was gving his nlace to
someone 1in the lower classes to concentrate on his BXixxrx studies. He
wasg determined to finish first in his class, Tecause he knew that the
Archbishop took the top five graduates into the Diocesean office --
in thatyit was like clerking for a supreme court justice -- and his
career would be assured. He was taking no chances,

In looking tack at his years in the seminary, he would
rememberAmany of his instructors for mamy different reasons. There
were the saintly ones, wkm who bore physical pain and infirmity without
a wqrd, who would be found in the chapel at all hours of the night doing
penance for some slight or wrong, these were the ones who were looked
up to, who were said to wear hair shirts and belts of tarbed wire
around their middle. There were the fleshy rubicund ones, who locked
as if they had eaten well all their lives and drunk better than that.

hermeneutics
There were the dull ones, who usually taught xk=mizgy; the golden
voiced ones,who taught preaching( ) and seemed always
to be striking poses and throwing their volces to the back corners
amphi-
of the dusty theatre. But the one he remembered best was Father James

Cronin,"little Jimmy," they called him, who taught a short class the

last semester, an hour a week only, called Pastoral Relations. He was

a gnarled 1little man, barely over five feet tall, with a face like
the shell of a walnut all bumps and grooves and lines like dueling
scars. He came from a long line of publicans who hed—sun a tar just
off Harvard 3quare in Cambridge. " Little Jimmy" came® out each Jednesday
to lecture to the Seniors on how to manage a parish. He had his own

church in Zast Cambridge, where the incoming waves of Irish came to
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initial rest on the shores of America. He had seen them come and seen

them zo, he cald, and still they came., He had teen in his church thirty
and

years and more, he said,/was there =W in their classroom on th

direction of the Archbishop who had sent him out to add some leaven to

their educa-shun, to tell them how the cutside world would see then

when they had thelr collars on -- and off.

" Gintlemen, he'd say. " Gintlemen, it won't te the sane
when you get out there after your ordination, not at all, at all. You'll
be called father and father you must be. And I'm here to tell you how."

"Little Jimmy"covered many things, such as managing your
church tudget, how to get the most out of your sodality , five ways to
increase the weekly givingirgggas and services availatle to the priest
in any parish., Sound solid practical studf, all. Put what Harry carried

=2 (e,
with him longest and found most useful in his prkéS&i&y vocation wEXE A
two talks: " The Priest and The Church" and"The Priest and His Church."”

In the first, Father Cronin said, among, other things:"You
must remember that when your parishioners see you they see the church,
i/hen those outsdde your church see you, it's the Frotestants now I'm
talking about, they see the church. In this re-gard you are never off
duty. There's two ways, two mainw ways for a priest to go wrong, mayte

. . W . _has
three, The first 1s women., Many a good man wir=s k® ruin XE the love of
a good weman, and I don't mean your mother ither., There'll te the lary
Vaggelenes, the dastghters of joy, who'll come to you for comfort, and
they'll be no trouble, no trouble atall. They'll want forglveness and
understanding, and sometimes a little charity, tut no more. They'll be
shocked ©beyond telief if you offer them comfort of your own in exchange
for the comfort they offer all men. Take care!! Remember that the bar
and shadow of the’confessional are there for the benefit of the priest
as well as the repentant sinner. o, more dangerous than these %Ex the

the good Weman. She'll be lovely and full of tears., Her cross will bte

her man who drinks too much or gambles away his pay tefore he gets it



home on Saturday night, She'll have small dnes at nhome and no food

for the weekend. And she'll bte weary from scrutbing other neonle's
floor. She will te full of travail, sick of this world, and wanting
rest. Fut remember only Jesus Christ can give her that. Matthew,

XI. 28, And you are only the inter-mediary for God's tlessings, not
God himself. She's a good woman and like all good women she's looking
for a good man, and she knows yoﬁ're goood and though she'll never
admit, you're a man, Many a good priest has fallen to the needs of

a good woman. And the shadow you thought you'd éut tehind you in
seminary, like our good lord in the deé%t, ig standing or worse kneeling
there before you. Beware the good woman.

. v Somewhere along the line, say, the seventh year, you have
your own church and you're doing fine. You're well thought of in the
parish and you've had your share of good womeh to tempt you and you've
teen strong and held them off without offending them. Zverything's under
control. But you've begun to pour a little more of the sacramental wine
at communion than you need to, And you're taking a little Four Roses
vefore lunch to give you some appetite and another snort before that
five o'clock meeting and a good sized nightcap btecause you're sleeping
poorly and you need your rest. Eefore you know it, you're putting away
a fifth a day and the curate is taking more of the services than he
should,for the experience of it. You know the term, whisky priest,you
know it, and you've become one., And the Bishop has to send you out to
that Ménastry in the PBerkshires to dry out, or perhaps the Missionfyy
Fathers have gained another recruit.

" As I said before, from fhe‘day of your ordiaation, you
“are not only in the church, in the eyes of all who see you, believers
AAs
or not, you are the church. Neither women nor drink wawe tempted you
teyond refusal and you are strong. You look around you and you see thé
good things of 1ife passing you kygg tye. You deserve rtetter, but you

have taken your vow of poverty and so you have .little, Eut wait!



There is a way. You need to get around.more easily, to visit the sick
and the infirm, and you needz a motor car. ( In my day it was a trap
and B vair.) You have the position of the church to maintain, and
so you buy a fine big machine. With what? Jith the money from your
parish, of course. And there's that fine men's clothing store in
Soston which gives a good sized discount to clergy. And better food
and wine for your table. You must entertain well. And so forth and
so on. The one thing the common man resents and the thing they say
among themselves, 1s that you do no work. And it is a favorite weapon
of the enemies of the church, that the priesthood lives too well.
Remember and never forget, we live on the charity of the neople., We
must earn this every day and we must ne&er forget where it comes from."
Harry had listened and remembered well. In his twenty vears

as a priest, he thought, he had never fallen prey to any of the traps
"Little Jimmy" had covered in his discourse., As curate and rector, he
had applied himself to his earthly and spiritual duties with a vigor
whicﬂhad marked him as a comer in the church, when, marked Tty his gifts
an@ energy,he had been recommended to Lishop Pelletier and elevated to
the Diocesean Office, he had lived well, but hex worked hard and earned
for the Diocese far more than he took. And besides, by the time the
money had gotten to that purse it was far removed from the source and
both the clergy and the laity expected, if not demanded for the sake
of hone, those in the h@grachy to te different and for the differenge
to show for the greater glory of the Faith.

It was the subject matter of the second memoratle talk by
Father Cronin that really intrigued Harry. The first,covering the carnal
sins that man is heir to, he approached as a problem in discipline. Here
his athletic training stood him in good stead. Hek had Teen a well
disciplined athlete, moving from season to season, sport to sport,'
knowing that it was always easler to stay in shape than get in shane.

In a metaphoric sense, then, he kept up his roadwork, did his weights



.and barbellvexercises, watched his diet, got lots of rest. Over the
years, 1t tecame a matter of the reigmen he maintained rather than the
individual temptation to be faced down. As illness attacks those who
overindulge or do not take care of themselves, so he found if he was
in shape morally, he had little to worry atout in succ#mbing to the
weaknesses of his mortality.

"Little Jimmy" btegan his talk on " The Priest and His
Church" bty going‘to a source neither Eiblical nor Ecclesastic, the
works of Niccolo Machiavelli%nparticulariy The Prince. It amazed then

little

to have this/strutting figure in black who walked back and forth before
thém looking more like an hostler or horsetrader,more naturaliy in
houndstooth check or window plaid, than a servant of God speak of the
world in such terms.

" Gintlemen, good sirs, as I have said from the first,
my Jjob, given me by His Grace, is to prepare you for the outside world;
the world outside these cloistered walls. You may be shocked by what I
am to say, perhaps if you are shocked you will remember. As Kachiavelli
said of the Prince, ' It is better to be feared than loved.' To some of
you full of the love of gg% and of man, this will seem like Dblasphemy.
It is not. It is practical commonsense. We preach of a God of Love and
Forgiveness, and well we should, for this is the sole hope of all us
poor sinners. But it is also true, historically true, that the church
has always relied on fear, fear for the life hereafter, to direct
believers on the right path and to punish for their own good those who
stray. Some of you will raise the question, is it not possitle to be
both feared AND loved? The answer is, yes, but if it comes to a noint
of choice, to pro@erly exercise your power under God you must choose
fear. And this is particularly true of those of us in the American

church, and I'll tell you why.
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" Yost of you here are descended from the Irish Church. Your
foretears come out of a tradition which is strict and severe.,dhat
I say should sound toth narural and true to you. Cthers of you come
from the Latin church, native Italy. The Latin church, perhaps
tecause of its closeness %o Rome itself,is more world weary, more

o

experienced, cynical even, Your forebtears lovevand applaud "Il PaPa'
but you no longer fear him. Society there has absrbed the church,as
the church has absorbed society.

"The church in America is the church of the poor, the
lately arrived. Look each of you at the families from which you came.
You are here, dedicated by your mothers most of you, as the hopeof
lowef classes, foreigners. 3Strangers in a strange land. You will
go out to churches located in the poorer parts of =z@Xm cities, set
agide in small racial communities. The only hope for these small
groups, these"foreign elements,” is some Yankees refer to us, is To

o

act as a tody, as a whole. And t®/this there must be discipline.

Discipline comes from fear, not from love.
" The church in America is a young church, almo$€ always

the minority church. For its own protection and the protection of
those who woprship in it it must be a source of strength, They
fear us in this country and as théy fear us they hate us. If we
are not strong, we will te destroyed. As we stand outside the
dominant

Ammirak society, we are a threat to 1t.

" So what I'm saying is, you must rule your church with
an iron hand. There can be no other authority but yourselves. You
have the power, the church gives it to you. The seal of the Holy
Father, inheritor of Peter and Paul, has two keys, the keys of

] ThedHeHERE" : 3 i i
heaven and hell. Lhe? watd and the everlasting punishment. You
have the power, use it. Zxcommunication for the teliever means

damnation and eternal hell fire, This country is called the land

of opportunity and it is. It is also the land of freedom to license.



If you do not exercise. the power you have, you will gee your
parish slipping away from you, especially the yvoung. They will
leave you in pursuit of Tthe material goods, the zood 1ife which
is so abundantly open to them. If you do not exercise the power

you have,. you will find your church full of women thirsting after

the intercessions of Our Mother Hary and old men seeking to get

[

ight with God tefore he calls them to their eteﬁgl rest. In the
olde churches of Zurope, we still have power from those in whonm
fear is so deep and so hidden that they are still wary of it, though
they would never admit it. Here in this young and tursting land,
there is no such fear., The American is said to be pragmatic --
thanks to my Cambridge neighbor William James -- but more important
he is eternally opatmistic and as our flocks become more Amegican—
ized they too will take on this optimism which can only take them
away from the Mother Church. America was founded by protesters.
We cannot have protestors, we must have telievers.

" You will have this power with your priestly rotes
and official duties. Eut you will maintain it only through force
of personality, through personal authprity. The church is and always
has been blg enough and strong enough to support priests who are
weak through persoaal fraility btut it will surely fall and decline
if it does not have priests who exercise their God-given authority."

* Harry remembered. He remembered how still the class
was, stunned by the peréation coming from this most unlikely 1little
figure wh® grew in size as he spoke like some genie from a fairy
tale. Whyhe wasn't Archbishopgthey didn't know. When they looked
tack down at him, he was back to size, no figure of a saint or
the

rophet. But Harry never forgot and he took ZRax lesson that da
pror A y

for his 1ife.
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When Harry Manion returned to g%ﬁ bedroom after shaving
he could feel the tihgle of the witch hazel as it burned on his
cheeks, He'd shaved a little closer than he wanted this morning,
but with his beard he couldn't take any chances. His kax heavy blue
beard made him look like a thug if he wasn't careful, and if there
was an evening service or a whi!‘e party in thepwﬁg“ﬁe always
shaved a second time before supper. As he slipped on his high laced
shoes he noted with approval that new heels had been ?ut on and the
shoes had a bright high polish. Ellen took good care of him,

In the dining room he had no sooner taken his place at
the head of the table than the kitchen door swung in and Ellen
brought in his bacon and eggs and toast. The pot of hot coffee was
already sitting by his plate along w¥th the pitcher of heavy cream.
She was silent always in the morning, he had early on directed that
they would have no morning conversation. If he had anything to tell
her, he would, but there would not breakfast table talk. He ate rapidly
giving all his attention to!ﬁgi food., When he had poured his second
cupwooked at her as she finished the coffee she brought in from
the kitchen. How could anyone look so bleak on a beautiful June
morniné? Her hair was drawn back tight close to her skull under the
frilly dust cap she wore in the morning; her face was pale under the
clotted face powder and the rouge on her cheekbones only accented
their sharpness underthe skin; her lips were%bloodless thin strip
just above the chin - jutting mkimx out like an icicle. She looked
sixty-five. Looking at the caved-in cheeks, he regretted the money
he had put into the set of teeth he bought her when she'd first
taken over as housekeeper, They'd made no difference that he could
see, They clattered when she ate and annoyed him so that after
several meals together, she 'd formed the ﬁractice of eating in the

kitchen and serving him in the dining room. No one could ever accuse
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Concupiscence. The word sent him back again to the seminary“ﬁy

lecture hall with Father Cronin. He had £ referred the group of

gr&duating seniors to the section in the book of canon law Q%%ﬁgg
to dOWI%Re priest's household. ed
* Eisdem licet cum illis... Clerics are allow to reside

only with women about whom there can be no suspicion,either because
of a natural bond (as mother, sister,aunt) or of advanced age,combined
in both cases with good repute."

| The good Lord knew he was safe there. What suspicion could
there be about this aged duster ? How could there be any suggestion
of anything but good repute about this aged duster and scrubber? He
had no worriés there, She stared iiﬁ%&ﬁ?tahead ahead of her,out the
window, at the pines growing along the side of the church.

He waited until in the silence her eyes shifted and met his.
" Brian up yet ? " No, he got in quite late."” " When he's had his
breakfast, tell him to come aqd see me. I'l11 be in my study! ‘

She turned toward hignﬁer chair. " Father, I'm scared. It's
dangerous here for Brian. He must leave.”

" Why is he here?"

" The usual. He ran out of money. He can't get a ship for
two weeks énd so he's come home to stay until then."”

" I thought we had that all clear. He was not to come back
to Mason. We had that all out ten months ago. "

* We did, I sent him all the money in my savings account.”

" You sent him money? After all the money I gave him last
fall ?

* I had to. He kept writing he couldn't get work and I sent
him a little ai%.time until it was all gone.ﬂb are all he's got,
Father. We must help him."

" Well. you tell him to come to see me this morning. Not
this afternoon, not this evening, this morning." He could feel the
heat rising in his face and he slammed his napkin on the table and

gZot up and went out before he said anmthing more.
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As he sat at his desk, he settled back with a grunt and
a sigh in the heavy unholstered chair, This was his seat, not
the cakthedra of a bishaép, but it was his and it was comfortable.
For the first time in his life, when he had come to Holy Namg,he
had a=desk a desk that was broad enough and a chair that was big
enough for a man his size, That wés one thing about building a’
new church, 0ld Pélletier wanted everything new, everything first
class, and he didn't care about the price. His mind drifted back
tothSay when he had first seen Ellen after twemty-five years. The
diocese had a list of women suitable for housekeepers -egg when
he was getting ready to take up residence in Mason, and a sorry
bunch they were., The lame and the halt, if not the blind. This
was his first church and hex would liked to have had a fresh colleen
right off the boat with a strong back and a strong pair of hands,
well trained by the 31sters€5g% her own mother, But that was of course
impsssible, He'd not recognized her at first; her married name had
put H&Q off and he'd not looked too carefﬁlly at her application.
She was well recommended by her parish preest who said if he had
not been so well supplied himself he'd have takenhinto his rectory.
She had barely lifted her her eyes from the floor as they began to'
talk, and then suddenly she'd looked up)finally recognizing his
namg,and had stared at him with disbelief., He¥cheeks grew flushed
and she made a move as to get up and flee., It was no scene of passion
or tears; she was too work worn and life weary for that. He asked
if she wanted to work for him and she said she would. She said she
had a son who was in the merchant marine and she asked only that he
be allowed to stay with her when he was not at sea. He said that
that was fine with him, we had to support our young men serving in
the work against the Hun who raped and killed the women and children’
of Belgium,and the rest of the interview was taken up with the time

and details of her employment.
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His eyes shifted from the papers on his desk to the shining

trophies, tennis trophies, on the top of the book case set between the
There
two doors into his study. %heg were +three of them, two largeflthan the

third. He never looked at them without recalling the feeling of tra-

umph they'd brought when they'd been put in his hands after the
championship®i
championship match? They were for/doubles of co%§se, he'd grown too
wSimgles
heavy to chase from side to side in long ralliesﬁon dirt courts they%

played on. All except the smaller one. That wasn't for the chalionship
but for the runnersup,the losers, He'd played long and hard that day

but it seemed everytime the game came to an important point and he had
a put—aWay, a shorter quicker-moving figure axxxkmxmex had intervened

at the net and the ball had come baék just out of reach,down the line,
or across court at an angle. It was silly how the smaller trophy galled
him. At first he had thought of walklng off and refusing to accept it.
Damn Doc %;:;gy anyway! But'the burden of sportsmanship would not .
permit such an act. And nOWQQé”Wg; back from the wars and sniffing
around, What did he know? What would he f&ﬁgﬂ out ? There was much

W Manion said to himself
to be discovered. %xxmxx so close to succeedlngﬂ/lf only those three

imdiots would move faster. He gave them all the witnesses they needed,
all the evidence. The affidavits were coming in now, one after another,
and each one contained a hard fact which was another strand in the rope
which would hang RxXXyxFhaxmiikex Perkins Meade. Each strand made the
rope strong enough to hold, strong enough to hang the demand for a 2nd
Grand Jury hearing on. The April Grand Jury had been a farce, This one
would be different. Packard would have to call those who had sworn to
facts not brought up in the whitewash. There were many who had not been
called to tesify before. They would be heard. He opened the folder and
started to go through the 1list of those who wanted to go on record;the
list was growing weekly. He closed the folder after fixing in his mind
who he would have to have in next when Louis Richard came up on Wednes-

day evening as Notary to take the sworn statement. One-arm Louis,he museds
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a crippled would-be lawyer and a trio of small town clowns, what
an‘Army of Justice he commanded. Hah! He had mnough trouble keep-

ing them headed toward the enemy, let alone getting them to fight.He

not Underneath

supplied the ideas, but he could/do it all himself./Eexaw the
folder he had picked up lay a bunch of bills pinned together,
These were expenses to be approved by the Selectmen at their next
meeting, bills run up in the continuing investigation. The first
of these was a bill for car hire from Harrington's Garage. $ 4.50
for a trip to the county seat and back. Ed Moran was noted as the
driver. He pushed kazk the giii aside impatiently. He didn't have
time for that now. Why had Brian come back ? When he left last
August with the $ 1500 in cash from Manion's savings account, he
swore he would not return until Ellen told it was safe. He hadn't
been so cocky then. He knew it was the hottest thing he'd ever been
in and he was damned glad for the help. Money ? Blackmail? A
murderer doesn't blackmail the only person in the world who can
help him, did help him., Or does he? Had all those months on the
Atlaﬁfic fried his brains kixxhﬁx so he didn't care anymore? Does
‘a Man who has lived daily with death at any moment need threat or
danger like some kind of drug to keep him going ?? Why else would
hgagsne xke what he did last August? He wasn't quite right. Manion
was afraid of nothing, man or béast, but dealing with a madman was
something else again. Manion had seen that when Brian hadz come to
him two days after the murder.

He knew something was up when Brian was seated there at
the ixxxkfasx table with a cup of coffee when he came down for his
breakfast . That hadn't happened in the three months he'd been
staying with thimh. f\w‘i u-s—‘—

" Andjwhat do we owe thisAhonor," he'd said.

" I've got to talk to you," Brian said in a tone that

was more a demand than a request.
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" After I've had my breakfast, " he said., Nothink short of
the Second Coming could keep him from having the breakfast he was
accustomed to. With that Brian got up and went out to the kitchen
and Manion couid hear him and his mother having a discussion, loud
whispers from her rising to shrieking repeated NO,NO,NO, and quick
angry demanding tones from him. He couldn{t hear what the row was
about, but he had heard the same general exchange before and had
told Ellen he wouldn't have it, not in his house.

He was barely seated in his chair behind the desk when
Brian came in, dragging his mother along with him. He waited.

" I've got to have money to get away,"Brian began.

* You've been here three months. Time enough for you to
recover from shell shock or sea fever, or whatever it is sailors
suffer from.,"

* I have to go today."

" All1 right. I'11 give you train fare and three days
expenses, That should get you started.”

" That's not enough. I may not be able to get a ship that
quick. I've got to have more, "

" Why do you have to go so soon? Why don't you call the
hiring hall and have them call you when they have a berth open.You
can stay here, your mother will be glad of your company and so will
I.”" The lastwas a lie., He would be glad to see him go. People in the
parish{W;;;_;;;;;ning to talk.about healthy young shirkerSRESpecially

those with sons with the AEF in France., His authority was being under-

mined. He had not found having a son the joy he thought it would be.

" You don't underssand. I have to l@ave and I have to leave.
today. You don't understand."”

" What is it I don't understand?”

" The old man. I was involved in killing the old man. We
didn't mean to, we just wanted to have some fun with him. But he

fought, he wouldn't go down., We had to kill him to shut him up.*
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" You mean Billy Thorlhike? That old man? You did thatZ" %if

He looked at Brian,who stood there clenching and unclenching
those big hands, looking more angry than repentant, in astonishment.
Hecggig not believe what he was hearing. Drunken waterfront brawls,
yes; petty thievery, armed xmkmxxy robbery, rape,ﬂhe could believe,
But murder? As he tried to sort out his feelings and give some kind
of an answer, some response, he heard a gentle moan and turned to see
Ellen slip xm off the horsehair sofa to the floor in a faint.

This was something he could deal with. " Now look what you've
done. Get your mother some water.” As Brian ran to the kitchen to get
a glass of water, Manion, who was already out of his chair, reached
in ¥r a desk drawer for the small bottle of spirits of ammonia which
he had long ago learned to keep handy when talking to female parish-
ioners. The unbudening of the soul often proved too much for them
and he was soon skillful in restoring them to their senses., Between
the ammonia and the chaffing of wrists and the water, they were able
to get Ellen back to an almost upright position on thevsofa, where she

sat staring at Brian. She did not interrupt them again.bell peal
" Why?" The question hung in the air like an axzusaxixm.

" We didn't mean to. It was an accident. It was his fault."
" His fault? That's hard to believe., How could it be his

fault? You'd better tell us the whole story."
" Tuesday night, me and Ed Moran had a date with two girls’

for the band concert.

* Who were they?

" Ed was with Marie LaFleuqr and I was with Eleanor
Atkinson."

" Who's she?"

“ I don't think you know her. She's just come to town.She
works as a nursemaid to‘the Torreys up iﬁ the center. I met her at

a couple of ago.

the ten o'clock kxxkx Synday? She comes frome Cape Evelyn on the
North Shore of Boston,”



" Go On."

" There's nothing to do in this hick town, you know, after
nine o'clock, and besides Ed didn't want to be seen around town,
him being married and all, and so we took the girls for a ride."

" Something you and Ed have done a number of times before."

It was a statement, not a question.

" What ? Oh, yeah, Well, the last couple of weeks we've been

watching the lights with some other people from the roof of the Hart
house, The signal lights, you know ?? The one 1light we could always
see was the one from Thdndike Hill. Some of us thought there was
signaling goming on from there., That German couple lived up there
for a long time., They're gone now, but we thought maybe they'd come
back and do their signalling from there, it's theS:ER¥3488¥ piace for
miles around. Anyway, we thought we'd give the old man a good scare,
We was up there once before, almost got caught, and we heard the old
man had been talking about it ever since. And maybe catch ourselves
a spy, in the bargain. " He paused and looked at Manion as if asking
for approval.

Manion was impassive, determined to give as little response
as possible. " Gom on," he said.

" We was just out for some fun. Scares the girls, you know, 7
they love it, they jump at every little sound and wantk to be protected,
but they love it. That Marie, especially. Anyway, we 4232 out the
Peterborough Road right after the band concert, running with no lighE;
S0 no one can see us coming. Ed pulls that big Twin-Six Packard g@Qgg;E%
“of his off the road, backed in toward the fence so we canget out of
there fast if we have to. We ;igx across the field to the stone wall
and down to the barn. USually we go on up to the big house, the one
that's been empty ever since the Germans left, But Tuesday night, Marie
said Eleanor and me should go up to the big house and she and Ed would

go into the barn. Said we could tell more if we were looking from



different places. I dunno, maybe it was because she didn't know
Eleanor, but anyway she wanted to get Ed off alone. She said it
was plenty safe and comfortable up in the hay in the loft. I
didn't want to argue, specially in front of Evelyn. If she'da
been my girl, she'd have done what I said, lots of bedrooms in
the big house lo@king in all directions. Anyway, I took Eleanor
gnd we eased in the back door of the big house and up to a bedroom
where we could see the Temple Hills." He took a drink of water
from the glass he'd brought for his mother.

Manion said nothing but continued to watch Brian's face,
- wondering how anyone could expect to ke believes éuch a bald
faced mixture of fact and fiction. Would he try to lie his way
out of this, too? |

Brian continued, " It must have been &&=t nine thirty
when we left the band concert and I guess it was on tomward eleven
when I heard the old man's buggy come up the road from town.Wev
hadn’'t seen a damned thing all the time we were there, énd Eleanor
wanted to go home. Said she had to be home to the Torreys before
midnight, they were very strict about that. I was worried now about
Ed and Marie in the barn., We'd never done that before,always been
in the big house together. So I watched from an upper window until
I g:a'the 0ld man come back from putting up his horse, We went down
stairs and were out standing on the veranda when I saw him come out
of the house with a lantern and a milk pail. Where were Ed and Marie
I wondered. Why hadn't they gotten out of the barn when the old man
left the first time. The way I figure it they must have been asleep
up there in the loft. Anyway, Ed said they were just getting ready
to sneak out of the barn aﬁd back to the car when they heard
footsteps outside. They tried to duck back in the shadows under the

loft but it didn't do any good. The old man saw'em in the light of
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his lantern. The only thing to do was to try to make it out th

o

partly open barn door before he could stop'em. Too late. He put
the lantern down by the small door he'd come in by and picked up
£ a hand cultivator off a little bench by the door and swung at
Ed. Ed ducked and the cultivator hit and stuck in the barn floor
when the old man missed. I don't rightly know just what happened
then, I guess I saw the o0ld man swing and miss and I knew if he
got in another crack we were in a hell of a spot. Anyway, I picked
up the cultivator and as the old man turned toward me, he saw me
coming in the barn door, I hit him a lick along side the head and
down he went. Eleanor hadn't come in with me. I don't know why she
didn't run for the care. She told later she was standing outside
peeing in her pants, too scared to move, "

A%pe described the violent action of the thrashing

‘ and louder
shadows, Brian's voice got higher/and his whole body twisted in
agitation.” Why did he have to do that?" he asked, " Why did he
have to attack us, we weren't doing anything."”

His question fell without answer. He went on.

" I don't quite know what happened then. Marie, the cool
one,stooped down and looked at the old man. The blood was coming
down out of the hit in the head, three big marks like the claw of
abig bird. She put her hand on his heart. He's still breathing,she
said, He's still alive. Do something. He saw us. He knows who we
are. Do something. Do what ?7? I don't know why I thought of ig% )

but a shipmate of mine on the William B, ¥wma Seward 1l1liked to talk

about the way assassins kill over in Europe. They take a piece of
wire, he said, strong wire with wooden handles on either end. Before
I knew it, I picked up a halter which was laying on the top of the
stall the horse was in and I slipped it under the old man's neck

and pulled it tight, as tight as I could, from behind. It was the

only thing I could think of to do."



He looked down at his hands which he held out infront of him
in a twisxting motion. It was as if they were not part of him but had
a life of their own. He sank down into the chair before Manion's desk
exhausted by his exertion. He looked blankly at Manion,begging him
him to say something, do gomething, anything which would show he under-

stood.
Manion had to know more. If he was to help his son, he had

to know more, everything there was to know. For the first time in his
life hé?%%heone, something to defend, more than a goalline or a hockey
goal. His own flesh and blood. For the first time he felt a surge of
love for this boy,agg‘;;d suddenly become a‘boy as the enormity of what
he had done was renewed in the telling. The anger waqgone, the bluff
bragging speech was gone, He was Manion's to do with as he wanted., He
was utterly defenseless,

" What happened then?"he said, " If I'm going to help, I
have to know everything that happpened, every last detail."”

In a low monotone, Brian continued after taking a drink of
the waterrgggkggﬁggr had gotten up and refilled from the kitchen tap
after Manion had motioned her to do so. The priest and his housekeeper
now both listened intently.

" He's dead,-Marie said;.after she had bent down again to
listen to his breathing:‘We've got to do something with the bodyf'Ed
just stood theke as pale as a ghost, about as much use as the sack of
chicken scratch standing in the corner, Marie told him to go outside
and take care of Eleanor and he did. I guess they stood together outs=

2L Colied him 79 v "
side untif\ ith the body. What will we do with the beody, I

said? We could put it down under the barn in the manure pile?’No;ghe
said:that's one of the first places they'll 1odky ﬂﬂell, f said?we

could take the chimney off the lantern and put it in the hay, burn up
the barn and they'll never find a thing'.' “No,“she said,”that'll attract
attemtion. You can see this place for miles around., A fire in the barn'd

bring people running up here, We want this to be quiet and vrivate.
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No, we've got to bury him somewhere, somewhere he won't come up

for a long time, somewhere quiet and private so we can get away
from here without anyone seeing us or hearing us. Here:'she said,
and she pulled off a horse blanket which was hanging over the seat
in the wagonf‘Wrap him in thisj'I laid the blanket down and rolled
him up in i't « I got some of his blood on my hands when I wrapped
it around his head and some I think dripped on the floor. While I
was doing that, Marie was looking around the barn for whatever she
could find to use.“Here:;he said, handing me a burlap sack,"put
this over his head and pull it down as far as you can.‘While I was
doing that, she went out and said something to Ed. In a few minutes
xhe came back inside with a good sized stone, I guess he got it
somewhere down below the barn.'Put it inside the sack,“she said?up
towards his head,“andAhe did that.'Tie the draw string of the bag

to the loops in his belt, so it'll hold the bag down tight,dshe said.
Why are we being so fancy;'I said.'Don't ask questions"she said?Here,
taken these pieces of ropefshe said,"and tie him uﬁ at the knees and
and ankles, He'll be easy to handle then.” That was easy. I work a
lot with zm line and knots in the Marine and I had him drawn up snug
like a christmas turkey in no time. While she and I were working on
the body, she told Ed to get a half apail of water in the milk bucket.
We hauled the body outside the small door and stopped and listened

to see if We could hear anything. We could see a light up in the
cottage by the road and there was someone walking back and forth in
front of it. The light came and went like a ximx signal.”There's your

" ] ’
Wait, she said, we've

spy lights from Th@rndike Hill,.Marie said.

got blodd on our hands ;"we washed them off in the water in the milk

pail., She threw out the dirty water and said we'd take the pail with

us, She came back from takihg a last 1o§k in the barn.”Look what I
[

found, she said, and showed us the mx a german silver, wasn't real

I3 : ’ 13 ” ”
silver, cigarette case, The old man must've dropped it, she said.
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We'll bury it with him., Where we gonna put him, Ed asked. It was the

first time I'd heard him say anything and you could barel& hear him.
I've been thinking about that?she said."There isn't time to bury him,
we can't take him with kim us.'Too dangerous to take him down to the
swamp. I think we'll dump him in the cistern near the big house.”So
Ed took his feet and I took his head and we lugged him up to the
cistern. Marie dropped the cigarette case in the cistern and we heard
it fall a long ways and hit the water}'Good:'she said,”I wasn't sure
there was any water in it:'We slipped him in feet first. He didn't
weigh much even with the .rock in the sack., Eleanor just stood there
by the cistern watching us. She was running her hands through her
hair but she didn't say anything. I was more worried about her and
what she might do than anything. Then we beat it back toward the barn
and up the hill to the wall the way we gﬂkﬁ’in. Eleanor was so weak by
now that she had troublz getting over the fence and when we pushed
her up and over we knocked aff a stone off the top. We got back in
the car and took off like a bat out of hell. Ed may not be much help
in a pxxzk pinch but he is one hell of a good driver. We stopped once
in the middle of town at the\dater Street bridge, 'cause we had an
argument. Ed wanted to let Marie out there so the car Wouldn't be
seen near her house, but she insisted on us going up to the center
first with Eleanor. Kind of hard to have a conversation)with the two
girls ducked down behind the front seat. We had to go right through
the middle of town like we were coming from Goncord on the main route
g;:?ﬁé didn't dare to come in on the old Peterbofough road. Anyway,
we dropped Eleanor off at the Torrgys up in the Center and I got out
here on the way back into town. Oh, one other thing. We ran most of
the way back to town with no lights but when we hit the main road,Ed
was scared that he'd get stopped by the Constable so he switched'em
on and w& damned if his left lamp didn't go. That was the only problem

we had getting home, h
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Manion never could forget the silence that followed Brian's
narration. It was heavier than any he had ever known, even that which
weighted the hours he spent with his mother's dead body, her hand in
his. Brian was quiet almost comatose, exhausted by the recitation of
what he wanted so badly to forget. The only sound was Ellen's heavy
rasping breathing; every breath seemed be more than the human lungs
could be expected to draw. Minute after minute passed in procession,
each perceptible from the last. Manion could relive those minutes to
the end of his life; the memory of them never left him. He would smile
to recall that his first reacpion had been anger, anger at Brian for
being so stupid, so brutal, so stupidly brutalgaA whoie series of
hot questionsjaimed at relieving himself on this lump sitting dejectedly
before him’ ‘b;gmd they gone there? What were they doing thermhu
could he be so kruxatx careless? What were they trying to prove. SQ;,
he sat silently, playing out the dialogue in his own mind, 8Supplying
the answers which were no answers which were all he would get from
thés poor specimen of human being. What shou#ld he do ? Call the police?
Do the duty of a good citizen in bringing a killer to justi€e, even his
own sin, the error amused him, his own son ? A glance over at Ellen
sunk in her own thoughts wiped out that possibility. He couldn't do
that to her. He was sure enough that she would not talk even if he did
take Brian to the County Soliciter, but not their son. The Bible talked
about visiting the sins of the fathers oﬁ the children, but did it say
anyéhing about those of the children being visited on the father? It
should have. He knew what would happen. Those holier-than-thou
Protestants would just 1love that. Scandal ? They'd make into a
crusade. The passion of Christ would be nothing to what suffering he
and the parishioners of Hbly Name would have to live through. He'd
seen the smirks and bitter smiles saying"well, what can you expect from
a bunch of ignorant foreigners,“ at each Box factory girl who got in

trouble, each abandoned mother with children who had to go on town

help, each poor Canuck whose wages had to gaxrxzked garnisheed to



pay the debts he'd been allowed to run up. They give all their money
to the priest, they said, every Sunday is a new demand for moneyfor
the Coal Fund, the this fund, the that fund. He's got'em right under
his thumb, they said; no wonder they don't pay their bills. The préests
get it all. Every time he bought a new car, every time he bought a
steak at the market was an occasion for a knowing look. They were just
waiting for him to make a mistake. Him and that big new church,money
squeezed from the poor, full of those statues they worship. Hoiy Water
and all that. Well, he'd beaten them off. He'd built a big faithful
parish who came to mass in great numbers. He had the young ones coming,
-~ too, with the catechism classes and the First Gommunion classes growing
evéry yearz and the church basketball and baseball teams doing well. In
ten years it would be a proud thing to be a 6afholic in Mason, to be
b@@dsted of§ instead of explained away in terms of one's parents. And
all this in three years. All This to be thrown away by a lustful young
bastard who had nothing better to do than get into the pants of zzmm
fodlish young girls scared of his brute strength and loving it all the
while. He would, he thought, really like to see Brian get what was coming
to him. Brian was an offense against man, against God. But he couldn't
do it. He couldn't do it because the price was too high. Not for Brian.
Brian would be shut up with his own kind, like animals in a pound, to
attack each other in the ordering of their own society. %g%%%rVive that.
‘the.p rreaT Aass
No, the price would be the destruction of all that +re’d built and the
destruction of those he'd enlisted in the building.

He expelled the deep breath he hadn't known he was holding.The
first and biggest decision was made. Brian had to get out of town as
soon and as quietly as possible. Brian had to be eliminated from.the
scene, the slightest possibility of being involved. That was first.Then

what about the others involved? They had to be taken care of. He would

see to that. Lastly, if Brian didn't kill the old man, who did ? The
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Germans ? There hadzbeen a lot of talk of signalling and spies in the
whole Monadnock Region. Germans innéggggg. Sailors from German ships
in Boston Harbor interned in nearby towns. Soldiers in uniform making
searches on the neighboring hills and mountains. Ed Price on night

patrol in the village had been reportinélﬁﬁgﬁ to anyone who'd listen.

The family withthe German name who'd lived in the Big Thorndike house
until four months ago? He'd have to find an answer to the question of
who killed Dr. Thorndike and do it quick. There wasa already talk inc/
the village of Thorndike being killed because he knew too much about
what was going on at night; he was already being called a patriot.

That was a help. The death of a patriot was easier to explain, but
until the killer was found there would always bé1gbquestion: who was
the killer and why wasn't he caught and brought to justice. That would"
leave a vacuum, always, and Manion had been taught that nature abhorred

a vacuum. Manion found that he did,too.
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The call to Eleanor Atkinson had been short and direct: she
was reminded that Confessions were beingeﬁﬁgﬁ that afternoon at five
in Holy Name, and she she should be there. Ellen Kelly made that
call. She also called Marie LaFleur at ke Harrington's garage and

) Parish Fair Decoration at _7:30 that eyﬁg
reminded her of the/WhizXxRaxxy committee meeting in the Parish Hall/

S8he told her that it was such a longway up the hill and back that it
would be better if she had someone bring her up. Marie said that Ed
woulde that young woman didn't have to have things spelled out for
hers and he did.

northwest of the church
Though the shadows in themmmthitex® corner/were heavy and the

wooden screen inthe confesional wax had very narrow slits, Father
Manion had no difficulty in identifying the light hair and white xmifmxm
service uniform kneeeling before him. Furthermore, he had waited in the
door g;y of the z®mr X® sacristy until he saw her almost creep and then
almost run from the door of the church to the penitant's side of the
box. He had let her kneel there a few minutes with her thoughts before
he pushed aside the curtain and took his seat.

"Yeg ?"

" Father, I héve sinned.”

" Yes?"

" T havé°BR4¥¥%8s the sin of formication and for this I am

truly sorry.”

" Wasthis the first time?"

" No, Father."

" You know this is a very serious sin against god. We must

all guard against sins of the flesh, for these are the handiwmk

of the devil. When was this?"

" Two nights ago."

" Where?"
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"

In a deserted house, out of town."
Had you been drinking?"
Yes, Father."

A Young woman's chastity is the most precious gift she
has. Drink and fornication go hand in hand. Had you
been with this man before?”

No, Father."

You must never see or make any contact WEtmmimimmoeme
with this man again. Will you promise me that?"

Yes, Father."
Do you haveanything else to confess?”

I have taken the name of the Lord in vain and I have
slandered one of the people I work with."

Jesus weeps every time we take his name in vain, my
child, and every time we slander out neighbor. Fight
against these sins, they the actions of a heedless
person. Our Lord tells us to love our neighbor as
ourselves and if we love him, he will help us love
our neighbor. Is there nothing more you have to tell
me?"

Manion could feel the hesitancy to speak. From the

shifting from knee to knee, he knew from long experience that
there was more to come from the other side of the box. He had
learned to wait, knowing that the confession was not complete
nor the penitance effective until he said so. He waited. Presently,

he heard a sound, a clearing of the throat that preceeds vomiting.

I hope she

"

won't be sick, he thought.
Oh,God. Help me,Father, I don't know how to say this.

I witnessed, I took part in, I was there when a man was killed."

L

The same night you committed fornication?"
Yes."
Did you do the killing?"
No, Father."
You
Did you see it being done? Could/have stopped it?"

No, but I was outside and I knew something awful was

happening inside. I was scared. I couldn't move. I was
there when they brought the body outside. I'm still

scared."”
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" You didn't actually see the killing. You didn't do the

the killing. You actually don't know how the man was killed,

or really if he was killed. You just know that he was dead.
Or think you do. Is that right? "

" Father, I saw them put him down a well."

" But you don't actually know that he didn't die of a
heart attack, for instance. All you know is that you saw
them put a body down a well. You really don't even know
if he was dead, do you 7 "

" No, but he was all wrapped up and tied in a ba§ with a

stone, and then they threw him down the well.

" Did you examine the body ? Are you sure he was dead?

him
" No, but why would they throw/down the well, if he wgsn't
dead?"

" I don't know, do you ? If you didn't do it or help any
one do it, what € are you guilty of ? "
" Nothing, I guess."”
" You couldn't have stopped it if you didn't know what
was going on, whatever did go on. And so Xax X I ask you
again, what are you guilty of? Thew act of fornication

and you have asked forgiveness for that.

" But I was there.”

" Exactly. You were there and that is your crime. Have you

one
told any7else of this? "

" God, no! Forgive me Father, I didn't mean to blaspheme."
Manion stopped. Was he justified in going on to say what he
had on his lips. Was he damningk himself through all eternity

for what he was about to do? Was he comdemning her to an end-

less torment? Or was he saving her, in her quaking innocence,
from a prison term as an accomplice in an act she had had no

part of? He didn't know, but he knew the penalty on this

side if not the far side, and he plunged ahead.



" You know the sanctity of the Confessional is absolute,
that I cannot reveal whatever is told to me here, that no court
of law can make me tell what you have told me here today. You
know that?"

" Yes, Father, I know that."

" And you are sorry and ask forgiveness of Almighty God
for whateverg sins you may have committed or witnessed that
night 7" | 4

" Yes, I am truly sorry."

" Then I grant you absolution. In the name of the Father,
The Son and The Holy Ghost, I absolve you of all that you have
confessed here today. Go and sin no more. May the Love of God_
guide you and keep you in the paths of rightotsness. For penance,
say Ten Hail Marys and Ten Our Fathers. You have beads?

" Yes, Father."

" Use them. From here on, tell the Rosary the first thing
in the morning and the last thing at night. This will give you
strength. Yours is a secret of the Confessional and here it must
remain. If you feel yourself weakening, call me, and we will face
it together. Devote yourself t%your duties and come down from the
Centre only to attend church. There is a Novenna starting tomorrow
night. You can pray then for the repose of the soul you are concerned
about. In the name of the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. Amexn."

Manion saw through the screen of the confessional a white
blur as the youngwoman crossed herweif in blessirig as he blessed
her. He waited for her to get up and go out. He did not want her
to be aware that hers was the only confession he heard that after-
noon. He returned to his study in the rectory after divesting him-
self of his vestments. He sat there making notes until Ellen
called hlm to supper. He ate alone and with good appetite, for he
would need his strength. He was calm now and had everything worked

out in his mind. It was clear to him what had to be done.
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At seven-thirty sharp, Ellen knocked on the study door.
She had been watching for Ed Moran'sz am#x car and had done what
Manion had said: told Ed to park in the parking lot behind the
church, which could not be seen from the street,and let Ed and Marie
into the house by the kitchen door. Shortly after she let them into
the study, she reappkeared with coffee pot and cups and excused herself,
saying she would be inthe kitchen if she was wanted.

Manion served them all coffee and seated himself in a
straight backed chair directly inf front of the pairwho were seated
on the small love seat. He drank his coffee in long slow deliberate

seeming to give all
draughts,/Zxxxrgxaxik his attention to it. He didn't speak but used

the time to observe the demeanor of his wvisitors.

As he expected, Ed Moran broke the silence first." Where's

Brian?, he asked." Why isn't he here?"
" Brian isn't here, because he's in his room where I told

him to stay."
N
" He should be here. We're all in this together. Brian

gquerulous
His gumxirmx voice trailed off

most of all. If it wasn't for him...
as if he was afraid to give offense in a situation where he was at a
distinct disadvantage. Manion had to fight an impulse to slap xke g:i:
some sense into the reddened peevish face. He'd always known wa Ed was
a whiner, the kind he suspected Brian always took up with, brains but
wx%k no force behind them. He moved quickly to assert his authority.

" Yes, we're all in this together and a lovely mess it is,
too. Have you talked to anyone about this?"

Marie responded qiietly and withzout heat,"” Who would we
talk to 7" And Manion met her steady gaze with a look of approval.

She would, without saying so, maintain control of her man, he need

have no worry on that score.
" Exactly, Who wauld you talk to? Brian told us the whole

story this morning. I talked to the Atkinson Girl this afternoon.She
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She's scared but she won't talk. I've seen to that. You won't talk o
and I won't talk, so we have no problem with % anybody talking, now
or ever. Is that clear?" They both nodded. " But we do have some
problems which have kEm to be thought out. Where were you Tuesday
night after the band concert 77 "

Ed was too quick to respond. " You know where we were
Tuesday night. What's that got to db with it? That's wheﬁ Weeoo

Marie interrupted. " I've thought about that. Ed had to
drive some summer people to the late Boston train in Fitchburgk, the
one that comes in from Springfield. There's an entry in the ledger
and one in the receipt book, signed. The éash is in the cash account.
They didn't want to wait around at the station, so we couldn't start
until after the cbncert. Ed asked me to go along for company on the
way home. It was almost one o'clock before we got home. I'told my
folks about it at supper tonight. Ed had never seen the peop%§§%§%
they gave him a big tip for being so obliging. We had coffee and pie

at the gtation diner
/ before we started back."

Her story was told so smoothly that if Manion hadn't
known different, he would have swallowed it whole. She was as steady

as a clock. His look of approval tuened to one of admiration. Good

gxxx Girl.
" That makes me feel better. At least we know where you

were Tuesday night after the band concert. Could any one have seen
you Tuesday night ?? Anthing unusual happen 7"

" I lost the left lamp of my headlights just before we
came into town," Ed said. " But I fixed it the next morning before
anyone was in the garage. On the way in, I stopped there by the mill
and fooled with the wiring under the dash, to see{it was shorting out
or anything but that wasn't it. I didn't see anybody. Ed Price is
usually out looking for signal lights that time-a-night. If the
nigght watchman was in the front part of the mill he mighthave seen

us but I can't think of anyone else, DaVinci's store was stillopen.
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I could see the lights when we drove up toward the center. But you
knkw him; he'd stay open to sell one more over-ripe banana. Not much
trade late at night in this town. No I don't think gny one saw us,
and we didn't see anything, did we, Marie 7"

" No," she sgid," the town was as quiet as a tomb. We saw
the Atkinson girl get into the Torrgy house all right and then Ed
toork me on down home. My folks were all asleep,too. The town
clock struck one just as Ed dropped me off. I sure am glad you
got to the Zmxxey Atkinson girl. She was scarqutiff and I was sure
she'd feel she had to teli the Torreys what had happened. What do
we do next?”

" You're going to repeat your trip to Fifchburg. And you're
going to make it as official as the one Tuesday night. Do you under-
stand ? The problem is to get Brian out of town without making a
great hg-rah about it. His mother has put his seabag and a small
suitcase in the back seat of your car, Ed. That will go with you
when you leave heretonight. Brian will walk out the south end of
town and then down the railroad tracks to West Milford and wait

of the depot.
for you by the baggage room door/ The last train down will have

gone and there won't be anyone there. ﬁenry Fletcher, the stétion
master, closes up after the last train and g;:shome to supper. You
will pick up Briah there at the depot and take him to the Boston
train. This will give you a chance to be sure that you did every-
thing the same on both tfips. Do you get it 77 "

They both nodded and it was clear from their expressions
that getting Brian out of town‘would be a big rglief.

" Once Brian is out of town, our first big problem is
taken'caré of. The second big problem is that we, all of us, you
two, his mother, and I, are going have to live here as if nothing
had ever happened. The best thing is to say nothing at all. Nothing.

But if anyone should question you about Brian, say that the last time

you saw Brian was at the band concert. Don't volunteer anything,
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but if anyone, the police, people at the garage, anyone, askgabout
him, that's the last time you saw him. His mother will ask some of
the women of the parish, especially those asking forvprayers for
loved ones over-seas, to pray with her for her son who has gone
back to sea inthe service of his country. I will add his name to

the service prayer list on Sunday." He paused to let what he he had
just said sink in and to phrase in his own mind the best way to sa&‘

what came next.
" We are going to have live here as if nothing had

happened. Change nothing. Go about your work. See each other and

your friends just as you always have. The whole town's talking

about the Thorndike murder and you're going tohave to,too. Already
it's being tied in with the signalling from the mountains all aroundf
here. If someone asks you to look for signal lights, the way you have
before, do it. The selectmen think German spies did it, they've told
me that already. They see old Thorndike as some sort of a patriot,
killed because he knew too much, or maybe even caught the spies‘at
work. That's safe to say and you can encourage that as much as you
want. Do not try to suggest anyone else. If yﬁn can find another’
likely suspect -- there's a great dealof talk that Meade the banker
is =prxirg sporting a black eye and marks on his face -- so much the
betéer. But you will say nothing for or against anyone, at least
right now.»Is that clear? Good. Now, any problems you mayhavef?gny
kind, money,. personal problems, anything, come to 2:. I'll take care
of it. But ‘do not come running up here to the church with every little
thing you hear, or think you hear. You are both members of the parish
and you have to right to consult me or ask for ¥ help any time you
want. That's natural, fine. But we musﬂavoid doing anything that
makes us look as if we knew somethingother people don't. E4, I

think it would be good, if you left here alone and drove up to the

Center, as if you had a call and thendrove on back to the garage.



Marie, you walt here until Ed has driven off and then you walk on
home." He stood up in signal that the discussion was over and walked
over to his desk and sat there looking at the notes he?igitten. Ed
put on his hat and went out the door to the back part of the house.
Marie crossed the room to the front window from which she could see

to Mason €enter

when Ed drove out to the street and turned left to drive/as he had been
instructed. Then she stood in front of the desk, waiting.

" Father,"” she said,"” you don't have to worry about me and
Ed. I'll make sure Ed doesn't lose his nerve. He's smarg aﬁd he works
hard, but he hasn't got much backbone. I can give him that. Helen'll
never give him a divorce and we're Catholics anyway. I've got him now,
for life, and we're together in a way stronger than marriage. We're
together forever and he'll never leave me. I never wanted kids and we
won't have any, but I'll have him and he'll have me. He'll make good,
we'll take over the garage soon and expand it. He'll do a good business
and I'11 have the nice things I've always wanted. In a way, for me,things
couldn't have turned out better. I'll have to share him, as long as
Helen's alive, but I'll have the bigger share. We'll live through this
and everything'll.be all right. Hell of a way to get your man, but life
is funny and things do work out." ‘
' Manion

" I can't bless your union, "Makxzr said,"” but I know I can
depend on you. You have lots of intestinal fortitude and that's what
it's going to take to get us through this. Brian has always been a big
worry to his mother, and since hehas no father, to med Now he is going
and won't be back, I want %® you to think of Mrs. Kelly and me as sort
of parents to you and Ed. If you get sick, or anything, come to us.You
and Ed are going to bé all right, but you're going to have to be in
charge. I think you'sdbetter go now. Why don't you go out the back,over
to the Parish Hall and down to the street that way." He rose and put

out his hand in a way that was more of a pledge than a dismissal.They

looked each other full in the eye and shook hands as equals.
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He sat down again and wailted. His gaze fastened on the trophies
on the bookcase and the gleam of réflected light held his attention as
if he were mesmerized. He‘felt as if he were in some sort of trance,and
as he sat there random events of his past life passed before his eyes
as they are supposed to while ax man is drowning. The days of triumph
on the gridiron; the dull ache over the kidneys as he pulled offthe
heavy ribbed canvas football pants in the locker room after a fourth
quarter.defeat; the night of graduation as he and Ellen danced aXzrg
weightless along thestreetbn the way to her parents ; the exhaustion
which was not weariness after they had made love the secondtime; the
long years in the seminary, each day?%ike the other that only the
differing services and celebrations marked the passing of time; égg
first celebration of the mass he gave as a memorial to his mother,since
he éould not put the wafer on her tongue; the warm feeling he.had had

appearance
when Bishop Pelletier tapped him for his personal service; th€§£§§§§i§~
again of Ellen, after all those years; the laying of the corner stone
of Holy Name, the raising of the evergreen on the tqdpiece, the
consecration of the building bythe Cardimal himself ; his first sermon
from his own pulpit. He woke with a start and went to the door and
called for Ellen.

" You put the bggs in the car?”

" Yes and I've made him a lunch.”
He started +to say that he didn't think Brian needed

or deserved anything ﬁore from her hands, but thought better of it.
" Get him down here,"he said. " It's time for him to go. It's getting
dark and he has more than three miles to walk."

Brian came into the study dressed in his seagoing clothes
with the heavy belt through the big loops on which hung the sheathed
kxnife. He had regained his swinging swaggering gait,Manion noticed,

. a
as if he were already signed onavessal. Lost on shore, Manion thought,

doomed to sail from port to port,vlost when off the water.
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Brian stood in front of the deask with the smirk Manion

had come to recognize as his devilish expression. He watched warily,
waiting for Manionto speak and when he did not, announced: " I'm
ready to go.” His mother hung back near the door as if fearful of
a dreadful scene between the two men. She seemed close to breaking.
This is the last time I'll see my son, Manion thought. The last time
and I'm glad.

"You're ready to go?"

" Yes." '
" Have you any money on you?" he asked, knowing what the

answer would be.

" Yes, Ma gave me some.”
Manion pulled out the center drawer in his desk and took

out two packefs of bills. " Here's fifteen hundred dollars. Thank god
I pilled out all our accounts wkem last summer when Meade started
questioning the church deposits at the bank. There'll be no local
talk about what I did with the money I took out today. This is all
there is; this'll have to last you, do you understand?”
Brian picked up the money and stuffed it carelessly in a
side pocket, treating it as if it was of little consequence.
" You know what you have to do. You follow the path out across
the fields
7 behind West street, walk south along the road until you see the tracks
and follow them to the depot at West Milford. Ed and Marie will pick
you up at the baggage room door on the road side. Be careful to stay

in the shadows when you get near the depot. They'll take you to the

xxakm train in Fitchburg. Do you get it?"
2 Sullenly," Ma told me."
" You gre never to come back to Mason. You understand that.

When you're y®mu in port, we'll come to Charlestown or whereever to see
you,but you are never to return to this town. When thishas died down,'’

7
we'll see. I'll tell you when. But until then you are never to come back.



Manion glanced at his housekeeper. He did not want to have
dealw with any hysteria now, but she was composed, her face as o)
—ess as %k uncooked pie crust. She knew it had to be.

: Good Luck and Godspeed. We'll pray for your safety on the
water. Try to stay out of any more trouble. You're in quite enough as
it is. We'll take care of things here. Write to your mother, even just
a card. We want to know where you are and it will be helpful to have
something to show to the parishioners, eh 7" He put out his hand and
grasped the boyss hand in both his. From long habit, hg made the 31gn

) eu hetl Opay,
of the cross on his son's forehead as the boy backed away.a&nn—,,7z bﬂ%
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housekeeper at Holy Name, Mrs. Kelly entered the study without knocking

T the first time since she had taken over the pos1tlon of

for permission to enter. She came in z=xx%f and sat down without so much
as a by-your-leave. The last of the stream of tears slipped down her
face zkmrEgxxiRmxkke in the deep grooves on both sides of her sharp nose
and she gave a final honk in the bunched handkerchief she pulled out §§
the pocket on her apron.

" We've lost our son,Harry, just as if%%as buried at sea." Her
voice in its grief sounded strangely young, like the voice telling him
that she was gg;fétlng her claim to him., that she was releasing him to

his vocation in the church.
4 " We never had him," he said. " I was never anything but his
Johnny .
natural father and afterxdxmmy died, you didn't have a chance. By the
time you came to Mason it was too late. We can hope that the shock of
what he did to the old man will wake him up. Some times it takes a major
tragedy in a person's life to turn him around. He learned somebrutal ways
growing up on the streets, but ﬂg;%ever killed before, or I don't think
he has. Too bad he didn't go for a soldier, they'd have made a hero of
him a dozen times over by this time. He's one of those useful to his
country when the killing needs to be done, but he's not sulted for 1life

Wdg Chaved, aud ox cloredk. !

“Touw
in a small peaceful “ime. ~ le
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He didn't believe what he was saying, the boy was the worst

kind of buily who saw life in terms of what he could get away with,
what he could snatch frop the hands of those he could terporize. He
was born to swing, an%%%igﬁould.have left him to his fate if he could
have done so without endangerﬁng his mother and all that he as priest
had built up in the young parish. Now he must concentrate on saving
that, and he must bu€@k up this woman who sat in utter desolation

before him.
" Hels gone now, we won't see him here again and that's

for the best. He's never caused you anything but grief and that's
over. He'll be better off with his own kind. If he works hard and
keeps his nose clean, maybe some day he'll have his own ship. What
he needs is some responsibility, some men of his own to take care of,
and then we can be proud of him."

It was if she hadn't heard a word he'd said. She started
to roack back and forth 1in some sort of trance and her eyes gazed
- at him and past as if she was seeing far beyond him.

" God is no%}%g mocked, Harry. We are only just now paying
for our sin. And we willvalways pay. Brian will be back and we will
pay some more. We are doomed to pay for our sin. God will not be
mocked. I thought I was paying, I thought I was doing thex right thing
when I gave you up to the church, but God didn't want that. It was
fate that brought us together again and it isﬁ%ﬁte to be together
forever. That was all I thought about once, all I wanted, and now
it's coming true. We are together in ouff sin. For all time."

determination
His xegaixtier to hear her out, to listen to her fears

firm
and quiet them in a gukEx resolute way that would give them both
strengthyslipped away in a rage that he quickly got under control.
He would gain nothing by frightening her, but he must reassert his

dominance over her or lose the whole ball game. He must be strong

and inventive and she must be silent. If she confided in anybody,



anybody at all...

*" It's blather you're talking, Ellen, talking about fate
that way, close to heresy. We are the children of an understanding
forgiving God, who knows we are weak and gives us opportunities to
make up for our weakness. Yes, we are together for the rest of our
lives, but it's directed so by the Almighty,so we can work all the
harder to do his work here on earth. He works in mysterious ways, his
will to make dohe. We cannot know how or why, but we do know that He
expects from each of us the best we have to give. We have the chance
here to make thié beautiful new church a sign to the poor and oppressed

th*t they will be raised up
that they are not forgotten,/We do not have the right to let our own

personal truubles keep us from this.,} We must not be selfish.”

" You're a proud man, Harry Manion," she said, looking at
him as shé never had before,"” and it's your pride that will bring you
down. You think youx're smarter than most of us, I've heard you scoff
at the stupid Canucks and the proud Yankees, both the same, and you

are smarter, but that's not enough. Pride goeth before a fall. You have

- 3
never suffered and now you will. Mark my words." ,“WW lﬂ

As he sat waiting for Brian to come to himA he reflected
on her words. The months since Brian had slipped away in the darkness,
through the fields, down the tracks to West Milford and the ride to
the Boston train’had péssed in a frenzy of effort to lay the murder
where it belonged. We have worked so hard, he thought, to find the
murderer ,worked to build up a case that would stand up in a court of
law. If only he had had better material fhan the dolts who held public
office in the town. He had found no way to reach the county or state
authorities. They had out foxed him with that Grand Jury hearing in
April, but he had outworked them, collecting aff‘dav1ts from all who
had a tale to tell. He had used the Boston papere as if he owned t&Sm
and that series of articles on the unrevenged murder of a patriot kept

alive what might well have died down with th passing months. But the



returning soldiers were a problem, especially young Joe Cavenaugh.He
was typical: he'd gone off a good obedient Catholic and come back
determined to do his own thinking, without spiritual guidance from
his church. Getting that commission was what had done it. Leading
that machine gun platoon through the Argonne and Bellieu Wood had
given him something he hadn't had before, he wanted to hear all sides
of a question. The petitions for a second Grgnd Jury hearing, where
all the evidengg:tabovered would see the light of day, people who
hadn't been called to testify would tell what they knew. Even the

Joe Casenaughs would have to consider this. But on the debit side,
that damned doctor was back and nosing around. I wonder what he knows.
Doesn't matter because he can't do anything. He may suspect a lot but
he doesn't know anythiﬁg. All the right Selectmen had been re-elected
for a new term; the summer people under the leadership of the Village
Improvement society up in the Center were puzzled but still solid
behind him and the selectmen. Yés, things were working out and in a
few months... but now Bria'r?uﬂgbac%r‘a‘?;d, he'd have to settle that

young man once and for all. They had kept that assault and attempted

L
rape out of the paper. Thank god, the Cardiﬁgi still had some clout in !
the Boston Police Department and no one in Mason need ever know that
Brian was involved in that bit of brutality. What was this need he
had to tie up young women and beat the hell out ofx them? No matter,
it was of no importance, kept quiet, handled well,there'd be no trouble
with anything that kariXsgf could be related to what had happened last

had [aban ThaCY
year. He had not known Brian wee—beek -- Blood of Christ, he was trying
to guide the course of events in town and he didn't even know wheo—wes
. o was i vresio
rnigie-ewn.hnusghgld“ until he'd had the angry phone call from ﬁassgg,

the==mg Chief of Bolice. When was Brian going to bring his license

down to the police station, the chief wanted to know. Xxax Why ? the
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priest asked. Because he had almost run down several people Xhxxmkzht
§§§§xn in the band concert crowd the night before and hadn't been
able to produce a driver's license. Where did he say it was, the
priest had wanted to know. In Boston, the chief said. Well, he'll
bring it down the next time he comes up from Boston, the priest said.
He wanted to know why the chief was prosecuting a member of his

household ? Woﬁld he have done it, if Brian hadn't been a Catholic?

The Chie;b-

T G0 Gueype— T .:3;;9 said that if Brian hadn't brought

down his license within three days, he'd get a warrent for his arrest.

. g
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Both men had slammed down their phones at the same time. Manion didn't
know whether he was madder at what Brian had done, takén,his car

without his knowing it, or at the fact that b=hutmtbjeecwir~hede

Brian was back in town. He would straighten him out once and for
all.
Brian came into the study and sat down, or rather slipped

in an attitude
down in the chair/that was in itself an act of contempt. Well, now,

he's regained a little of his spunk since he was last here. Which was

supposed to be the last time ever. Manion lost no time beating around

the bush. Wk st m‘
" Whaz are you @edng here? I told you newes to

s dans s,

" I just got off probation. I didn't have no money, no

job; when you're on probation you can't leave the county so I couldn't

.

go to sea or anything. I was stuck there. So when I got off probation

' " WLV%QJM
I come home to get a stake. I won't stay long.‘,’p’“‘”m’“t w putlc bh

]
e \M’GW’( M\n " This is no longer your home. You have no home hergp You
‘4mnhyéjbqiu?§;ed that good. What'd you do with the mohey I gave you last August?
No, don't answer that. I don't care what you did with it. The point
is, you were told you could never come back here and you disobeyed

me.
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" I won't be here long."

" You're right. You'll leave tonight after dark and you'll

stay away, for good. I thought we had Thed settled the last time we
753 Yo Wouad |

talked, but I gues;wwbu don't catch on very qulck.“I"m going to make

it plain, so very plain an eight year old child can understgnd it. You

are going to leave tonight and you are never coming back. If I ever

see you again or hear that you've been back here, I'm coming for you

and I'm going to kill you. Is that plain enough for you 7"

Brian straightendd up as if someone had stuck a hat pin in
in his buttocks. He expected to be lectured, to be pleaded with, to
have to swear thét he would do bette&, that he would never do it(whatever
it might be) again. But he had never,when sober, had anyone tell him
he'd kill him. Knife fights in a waterfront barroom were one thing,but
to be told conversationally that hex would be killéd was another. He
raised straight up out his chair, with his hands out in front of him
on the desk and hung there suspended.

" You don't mean that, you can't. My mother, I'm her son.
You can't mean that. You're a priest, a holy man. You're trying to scare
me. A bad joke."

" I do mean it. I can and I will and you know it. You are
a threat to your mother, to me, to the,community. I'1l say you told me
you killed old man Thorndike and then killed yourself before I could
stopgped you. Ill say you told me you couldn't stand the guilt anymore.
couldn't face yourself, and so you did it. You are a murderer and in
the eyes of God don't deserve to live. Don't try me; you know better.
Now:you will stay here today, out of sight, and then toﬁight you'll
leave. Get out here, get up to your room and xkem stay there, And don't
try to work on your mother either. She's had enough. She'll leave your
food outside your room. On the dinner traywill be a hundred dollars.
This is the last you will ever have from us. You are a curse on both

of us, for the rest of our lives. But never again here.”
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Chapter XI  Kaiser Bill Lives IV by Francis C. 0'Connor

As I said in the last chapter, I now had the connection
I was looking for. Previously,I had found out who and now I felt I
knew why. It was the Big Man on the Hill, the Kaiser, I was after,
but he was well entrenched and his supplies were mountainous. But my
heart was pure, as the poet says, and my strength was as the strength
of ten -- and I would need all ten. The problem was, as I saw it, that
all the time I had been away, that is since the Thorndike murderer
hunt had begun, those on the side of the angels had been in retreat.
The Kaiser had been on the ats#ack continually and as time had gone
on, he had, playing upon those sentiments of the ignorant which are
so easily roused, gathered more and more allies. Speculation had
become fact and rumor kwmsme verified report. The good men in Mason
had fought valiantly but were always retreating to positions of betser
defensive capabilities. I decided afterva few weeks of viewing the
scene I would turn things around. The advantage the Kaiser and his
sideshow dummies on the Board of Selectmen had had was one of publicity.
They had made good use of Bart Lincoln and his articles in the Bgston
CourLer and the natural links of gossip and cheap talk among the lower,
or should I says foreigngelement in Mason. We would now go onthe attack.

We would be in print constantly. doughboys
In the same way the fresh7§§§§§§§§ of the AEF had lifted the war-weary
English Tommy and French Poilu, we would no longer crouch in our trenches
and 3 éuihe mortar bomb ané?:}tillery fire, we would get to our feet
like men and take the high ground. Some of us might go down, but we
would carry the day. First of all, the declaration of War.
»
" I published the following declaration of position in ;;gg
Avy ST

==k . I submitted this letter to the Harrisfield Transcript and sat

b
bgck to see who gathered and who rang t‘f anyone.



To

*and I have
waited
patiently fo
a change

3 Mason, N.H.
August 3 fxmmxtdy 1919

the good people of Mason and vicinity:

I know that you have viewed with, at least some annoyance,
the persecutions ( not prosecutions), that have been going
on here in thés town of Mason.

A little mo¥e than twawmeskerxyw three months ago I came
home from France and was almost heart-broken to note the
condition our town was in. The people of France would say

" C'est la guerre," ( on account of the war), when we
complained about anything, *which does not arrive, but seems
b0 grow worse instead of better. I have had to witness
scenes, that made my blood boil, I have been threatened
‘indirectly, to.have my business injured, to be rode, and

I guess they have made good on this " ride" business."”

I have seen strong men and strong women in tears cry out,
"Oh God may this cup pass from my lips.”I have seen a poor
girl,who was unfortunate, lying on a bed of pain and
suffering, crying and hysterical, beg me for relief from
the persecution. I have seen an unconscious woman,whose
chances of 1life did not seem to be very good, with the
loving husband at her side and hear him cry out,"if my

wife dies, that man caused her death."

I have stood for all these things, as cheerfully as possible
but when I get the impression, that they are trying to
persecute my little boy John I get off right here please as,
this is cowardly, unmanly, and unfair.

I went down to see Pete about it and found him tied hand
and foot. , also tongue tied. Now gentlemen," you builded
better than you knew" whenyou stepped on John, as he is
learning to sound"recall” on his cornet, and we soon hope
to be able to say to you as Sheridan did at Winchester,

" We are going back boys, we are going back." and we hope
to make Mason the peaceful place it was before the Kaiser
began grinding us under his iron heel.

I wish to announce to you good people of Mason, that I have
seen all the persecutions I care to witness and from now on,
I propose to fight this thing in every honorable way possible,
devoting every spare moment and every ounce of energy I have
in my body. I am absolutely alone, belong to no church,order,
lodge, or society, neither do I represent any man or men, or
squad, and consulted no one but my God. I shall hope to show
you cruel§ties that would make the Kaiser jealous and angry
that he had never thought of them, I shall show you political
tactics, that will make old Bill Tweed(New York political
crook) restless in his grave. I will show up the gentleman,
who suggested and brought about the" publicity campaign"that
has given our beautiful town such unenviable notoreity
prompted by nothing but malice and spite. I propose to
puncture this bubble by turning on the the search-light of
publicity. I take this step after careful consideration of
what it may cost me personally, but in the same spirit with
which I put on my uniform and went to France to try and help
put down the Kalser, who was persecuting the helpless little
children of France and Belgium. Lincoln said,"” no eountry
can prosper with its people half slave and half free."
%ason can not progper with its people half slave and half
ree, ’
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I invite the aid of every liberty lbving man woman and
and child who believes in Justlce and does not believe
in persecution.

Signed % & 8 8 0 % 0 & 5 BN LSSt ST SN NN

Francis C. 0'Connor
EX" Capto M'Co

This letter did get some responses, direct and indirect.
The night after it came out, I had a call from a prominent New
England attorney ( I'd only have to change his name if I gawe it
and there's enough of that going on anyway) who said," For
goodness sake, howm many speeds you got?" I said," we have
looked the matter up and found we have three -- all forward."
I got a couple of annonymous letters threatening to shut my
filthy mouth, signed, of course, only by a a skull and bines,
w1th some red ink ( blood I suppgfe) spllled on the edges.'?:%

Hewm Cudlle " he_Frassd a3

....... p _-rmm-sx»:n.m.
fellow get this way." That was a question he already knew the
answer to, because over the years I made him duck regularly at
the net when he thought he'd hit a winner past me. He knows me
as I know him, and he knows I've got plenty of sand.

It might be well here to recorg:QZétardly things
Manion and his gang were willing to do. There seemed to be nothing '
too great or too small for them to do,Ehmlkoetettamins . Let's

look at the three examples in my letder to the Tramnscript and

you'll see what I mean.
i oldest

First, therE%%he case of Amy Caron. She was the/daughter
of Achille Caron, he has about 8 and I've brought them all into the
world, with little or no pay. Amy k% worked in the pazkimg denim
mill on the machines and Luuis LaRocier, who worked down at Trudeau

and'Merrill was sweet on her. About two months ago, maybe two weeks

N Wo ot fa box £ [.T.TWY N
after Loiis just up and left town, _

B Kew n he. (egf Becouse k2 was o §ml Wiuy ok
s rsheswaesgssi=surieer BRI PD Trudeau told me
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Achille said Amy started getting " Black hand" letters, that is ones
that were unsigned. It wasn't so much what they said, they were all
about the silence of the grave for those who talk yoo much and the
like, as it was xk® Amy's reaction. There was a lozigggﬁiréinging
and singing only the old songs. Well, each time she got one,Achille
said, she'd have frugwent zxxxxkimg attacks of choking and them she'd
break out into song. Strange songs that Achille'd never heard before.
From the sound of it, it was as if she had two selwes, what some
newspaper writer called her réal self and her astral self. This

went on for two weeks or so. One day, she'd feel well enough to go

to tﬁe mill, then they'd find one of those letters stuck in the
screen door in the morning or in the screen of her bedroom window
and she'd be off. Achille's wife Rose thought it was possession

by devils or something and,being good Catholics, they got Father
Manion down to chase the devil¥s away. Either Manion's powers of
persuasion weren't working very well or he frightened her more than
the devils, because after he'd been to see her, she fell into a kind
of trance and they couldn't get her out pf it. Manion suggested first
this doctor and that, but none of them seemed to be able to do any-

thing for her. Achille and his family hadn't"doctored with me,

as the French people say, since I came back from France, and I
thought I knew why. They never were very good pay, anyway, but I was
hurt by their turning away, and I'd always figured treating the poor
was part of my job.arg I figured those who had money paid for thosg
who didn't. Anyway, one night after she'd been in this trance for
about six weeks, yelling and screaming and carrying on, Achille
showed up at my office door and asked if I'd come down and take a
lookht her. I said I would and I rode down to Slab City, that's
what we called the sectinn of town they lived in, and examined her/(
I couldn't find anythzgéﬁwith her physically, I mean she wasn't

pregnant with demons -- that's what Rose kept saying -- it looked
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a simple case of severe hysteria. I tried talking to her, but I

couldn't get through. She just rolled and tossed and screamed
crying for someone to help her.
someg Rose sald she did this until she wore out and went to sleep.

o

I had to figure some way to break the griphthis hysteria and I

remembered a trick,the‘'old general practionerx I filled in for
in Vermont when I first got out of medical school. I always
carried a .32 Smith and Wesson under the seat of my car when I
went out on night calls and I had it with me that night. I had
Achille bring in a big bunch of old cotton batting they used
to bring home from the mill and clean with and put it in a box
of sand. I took my .32 and fired four quick shots int;qr{ox
right beside her ear. Well, I tell you, she jumpged a mile and
looked around trying to see who was there. She told us that just
before she woke up, a man, she described him as tall,dark, black
moustache, wearing a long grey overcoat and soft brown hat,had
handed her a card reading " No more." And that was that. She was
all right. She‘é awfully quiet and doesn't talk to anyone much,even
her family and fo them only in French as if that's safe, but she goes
to work every day. As I thought about it when I got back home, I
figured it out. Of course no-body wears an overcoat in Mason in
August but from what Elmer Webb and the others told me the costume
Amy described was exactly what Keller, the New York detective who
was staying up at xke Holy Name had wormn all winter as he roamed
the town all hours of the night doing his pyschic (so-called)
investigations. Nobody had to draw me a picture. Amy knew something
she wasn't supposed to and someb®dy was trying to make sure she

didn't talk. That's my first instance of persecution.



Helen Coll was one of those women God put on earth to be

a mother and a good mother she was too. Her kids were all in school
when America got into the War and she went to work in the tack
factory replacing one of the young fellows in our communkty who

had answred the call to the colors. It was tough on her though
because one of the results of her child bearing and raising was

as nasty a case of varicose veins as I have ever seen. 1 treated

her condition before I left for the service and I warned her that
she should not bevon her feet anymore than need be. After a day on
her feet feeding those machines, the varices, especially on her
right leg,were something to see, it was just like a bunch of Concord 7
grapes hanging on her leg. I gawe her a blood thimmer to try to
reduce the danger and I told Frank her husband that one of these
days we'd have to strip the worst of the veins off. What I didn't
tell him was that I was worried about an embolism breaking off from
the eng®rged area and floating up to her heart or up to her brain
giving her a stroke. During the summer, it was leakage around town
that the Unholy Alliance was collecting affkdavits from those poor
fools who were putty in their hands, especially the Catholic element.
Apparently Helen had told some of the women she worked with that as
she'd been coming kmmxmg home from the band concegthshe'd seen
Perkins Meade driving out the o0ld Peterborough Road, about 9:30.
From what Frank told me when I got to their house that night, this
wasn't it at all. All the women had been talking on the way home
from work and someone else had said that and the word got out that
Helen had been the one.

The upshot was that the new Chief of Police, the one the
selectment hired after they fired Preston, had begun coming to the
Coll place and trying to get Helen to agree to sign an affadavit
“to that effect. These visits frightened the Colls a whole lot but

they never said anything to anyone because Father Manion had cornered
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them after mass and asked if they were cooperating with the police

oo

in finding the murderer. Anyway Chief Wasson kept up until Helen
was Jjust wild. Poor woman was working a 54 hour week in the factory
and then coming home andtaking care of her family. It got so bad
that she had a fainting spell and was off work for more than two
weeks. One night I was called in and found her in a very serious
condition. I did what I could to quiet her down and gave her>some
pills to help her get some rest. I listened to kex Frank's story
and decided that this was one to move on. Here is the statement
we gét Frank to make under oath and which we then published as a

flyer to the town;

Mason, N.H.
July 22, 1919

To whom it may concern:

This is to certify that on Sunday, July 20, 1919, Chief of
Police Wasson, came x® into the house and into the sickroom
where my wife was lying in a critical condition,seriously
ill. Said Wasson came into this sickroom without asking
permgssion, or displaying any warrent of any kind.

In asking her questions he insisted on her saying yes,when
the correct answer was no, he would frighten her so badly,
if she did not answer yes, thatafter a while, she would
say yes to get rid of him.

Said Wasson left her crying and hysterical, and we sent for
. our medical attendant and begged him for relief and protection
from this man.

signed, Frank Coll
State of New Hampshire, County of Contoocook S.S.
Personally appeared Frank Coll and made oath that the
within statement is true to kxx the best of his knowledge

and belief. Before me July 22nd, 1919, James Fitzpatrick,
Notary Public. A true copy attest.

] Personally, I had the pleasure of calling Wasson up, telling
ﬁ?: I'd been called to the Coll home and found Mrs. Coll in a very
serious condition due to his repeated visits. I told him that as
the Coll medical attendant, I was serving notice on him that he
should cease and desist in such visits and that if I ever heard of
him going again to the Coll house, I would swear to a charge of
attempted murder against him. Like all that crowd, he had a yellow

————

streak a yard widetﬁown his back and he never did approach the Colls
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again.
Whenever I saw Wasson downstreet, he'd look the other way

and I never did have to take up my threat or get into any conversation
abbut the Thorndike case or anything else. But that was not the end
of it. I didn"t believe that they would take any action against me,
though I was aware that I was often followed when I went out on a
night call.
One night
/ Mot long after we published the Coll affadavit, I had just

o when from my office
finished my evening office hours,/I could hear my son John, age 11,

crying as if his heart would break and went in to see what it was
he was telling his mother. His mother was trying to keep him quiet
and wipe away his tears but he was inconsolable.

I : " What are you crying about? Are you hurt?"
John Y " They wouldn't let me into the Minstrel show."
I "Who wouldn't 7"
John Y " The Chief of Police."
I :(to Anna, my wife)" You told him he could go?"

Anna " Yes, he had two other boys to go with, so I gave
him a quarter and told him he could go. He loves
the singing and the music.”

I : " Go on, John, what happened?"”

John : " Bill Evans and Ernest Whitehead and I went to the
show together, like Ma said. We paid our money and
got our tickets but when we got to the door, the
man said we couldn't go in."

I ¢« " The man?"

too _voun

John ' : " The Chief of Police. He said we mxm were/to go in
without an adult. Then he asked us our names. When
we told him, he told Bill and Eenest they could go
in, but he told me I looked too young. He got the
girl to give me my money back and told me I'd have
to go home , or he'd call my parents to come and
get me. It wasn't fair. Bill and Eenest got to go
but I couldn’'t.”

I : " No, it wasn’'t fair. It's too late tonight;the
show's almost over, but we'll see about this."

Anna : " Now, Doctor, we don't want any trouble. There
must have been some mistake."

I: " The trouble we've already got. There was a mistake
but it wasn't the mistake you mean."

e

e

For some reason, this cowardly mean act against John'taken ‘

as a way of hitting back at me,angered me more than the oppression
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of that young girl and the sick woman. They were innocent vittims
in a scheme to railroad aﬁ%nnocent man, but the persecution of
my little son was a new low and I was determined to set them
straight on what I'd put up with. ’
Rele xﬂ~mﬂ0¥1c

The next day I went to “wminsimmges,'s butcher shop and
confronted him with what had happened.

" I don't make the rules about who does or doesn't
get into public performances in Union Hall, " he said.

"No?" I said. " Well, there seem to be very special
set of rules operating in this town these days and as a select-
man you should know what they are, and if you don't you're a

poor excuse for a public bfficial.“ But he declined to show

his hand. " Must of been some mistake," he said.
I said, " I have you, ,stating in front of reliable

witnesses that ' we will ride and injure in business anyone who
refuses to we sign this petition for a second GrandJury hearing
‘on the Thorndike case. Ride me, if you will,®=%RlL, injure me in
"any way possible, but do not persecute my little children. I
assure you that from now on I am going to take every honorable
means in my power to stop the persecutions in Mason. "

He gnawed on his walrus moustache, mumbled something
about having to attend to his customers and walked back behing
the display counter, leaving me without an axwex answer. I didn't
really expect him to have much to say himself, he wasn't giving
out the énswers to anything. I did want to send a message to the
Kaiser though and this was the most direct route I knew other
than going up to the Rectory and slapping his big fat face, and
I knew that wasn't the way to get things done.

In addition to suborning witnesses and getting affidavits
from the weak and suggestible, the Unholy Alliance was conducting
a whigpering campaign against our county and state attorn!’s and

against our elected officials on the state and county level.
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Ed Merrill was our state sen#itor and they were putting it out
that he was the one who was sent to Goncord, the state capitol, and/or
Washington, the national capital, to choke off any state or federal
investigation of the Thorndike murder. They had put a label on the
friendskf Perkins Meade who were trying to stop his trial by innuenddo
in the public newspapers. They called them the Soft Pedal Squad. I was
- not included in this group, as I'had public8ly ~- see my letter in the
Transcript -- dis;%aociated myself from any organized effort in Meade's
behalf. I could do better on my own-and if I got hit for anything I said
or did their work would noﬁ be hindered. I could, however,provide them
with some ammunition they could use in their own name, and I kept my
little igm 17 humming lots of nights with the manufacture of
such ammunition. I decided that if Merrill, Trudeau, Black and Webb
were being called the Soft Pedal Squad, it was time for the Squad to
sound off loud and clear, so that all might hear. In the space of a
month, then, I wrote and the S.P. Squad had printed up and distributed
a series of fliers which I called"Bubble Busters." These were all part
of my publicity campaign to bring things out in the open, to take the
offensive, to put some spirit into Perkins Meade and those who were
fighting, as he wuuld not, to clear his name.

Bubble Buster No. 1

$ 1,000 Reward
‘Merrill and Justice

False Statements have been freely made with reference to Mr.
Merrill and they will be. made again.

Therefore, we submit a business proposition for the consideration
of all interested parties. We suggest the appointment of a
Committee of Five to be known as the Committee of Award. Two
members to be appointed by jgr. Merrill, two members to be
appointed by his accusers, and the fifth member to be appointed
by these four.

Upon presentation to this Committee of proof satisfactory to
them that Edward Merrill :

1. has ever been in Washington, D.C. or anywhere in the
District of Columbia, at any time or for any purpose
or

2. has visited Keene, N.H. or Concord, N.H. with the intent
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or for the puspose of obstructing justice in connection
with the Thorndike case

The Committee of Award is hereby instructed to pa% to the party
0

presenting such evidence the sum of One Thousand llars

($ 1,000.00)
Mr. Merrill is ready to name his members of the Committee.

The money is on,deposiﬂin the Contoocook National Bank, subject
to check of the Committee when appointed and will remain so for

thirty days.

Here's some easy money for men who have talked loud. Come and
get it.

The (so-called)SOFT PEDAL SQUAD.

Merrill Black
Trudeau Webb September 8, 1919
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Needlesstosay, no one stepeped forward to claim the filthy

lucre, alethough I got through the grapevine that several were inter-

ested. That was not their style. It was true that Merrill had gone
off on business trips, as it was,to Berlin ( we did keep that
destination quiet) New Hampshire,to check on buying some wood for
the next logging season, and the opposition had turned his absence
to their advantage by claiming that he had been trying to quash any
federal investigatinn of the spying and that he'd tried to prevent

Banpq state
Governor Emrtdstt from appointing any special/investigation by an

xpexiax Attorney General. In fact the charges we were combattiﬁﬁﬂd*“N

were perfectly true -- we did get to our Senator,&ee@ge—Mosas.IJhen

we go wind that the Unholy Three were planning to take their Boston

Jew Counsel and apply pressure to the Department of Justice, we beat

them to it --- but only at a later date.
A week later, when no action was forth@oming from the

Selectmen's chambers, I put out a second"billy-d@®"” as follows:

- - —— T "> M i T M S W W . - —— - - . . . —— -~ - -

$ 4,000 Reward
Bubble Buster No., 2

Another business proposition, and more easy money for noisy people.
Appoint a Committee of Award in manner previously suggested. Upon
presentation to this Committee of proof satisfactory to them that
PXEEENXAXIRK

bl SAliMRerT e LRI Giidr.




the so-called Soft Pedal Squad: Edward Merrill
A Delphine D. Trudeau
Harold Black
Elmer Webb

individually or collectively

1. have ever offered money to the Selectmen of Mason to drop
the Thorndike case, or

2. have ever urged them not to proceed with any prosecution
in this case, or

3. have ever invested a penny in an so-called signalling system,or
L, were ever under obligation of any kind to either Mr. Thorndike

or Nr. S%rasshuﬁ?er, or
WM i

5. have inthe past, or do now, owe the Contoocook National Bank
more than ordinary business transactions warrent, or

6. have ever visited Winchendon, Mass. oV’Keene, N.H. or Wash-
ington,D.C. with intent or for the purpose of in any way
obstructing justice, uphold murder, or protect anyone from
prosecution in the Thorndike case

the Committee of Award is hereby instructed to pay to the party
presenting such evidence the sum of Four Thousand Dollars(}$ 4,000.00)

Make good the bluff -- substantiate the statements that have been made
and get the money.
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We heard, again through the jungle wireless, that Manion
wasxwits
was wild when the second epistle appeared. For one thing, they didn't
know when the fliers were going to appear or how. A pile suddenly
appeared right beside the Holy Water fount at Holy Name just before
the 10 o'clock Sunday service and a second bunch were laid right out-
side the door to George Dunne's drugstore right across from the door
to the #xmzmtrxm post office. They sent a delegation of one, Monk
EEEQEQn it turned out,to Fred Hooker, editor of the Mountaineer and
asked him if he was priﬁfing them. Of course he denied it and he was
innocent. He was warned if they found out he was printing the fliers
that he'd lose half his advertising and half his subscription list.

I was smarter than that. He'd done the first bunch, but the second

I took to Harrisfield and had done on the Transcript's press. All of

the charges were of course false, with thé possible exception of number
six. That was that dam}yed-fool meeting with the County Solicitor and

the State Attorney General in Winchendon.



That one had to be worded pretty carefully. It could not be denied

that such a meeting took place, so what had to be blocked was any
assertion that it was held with any intention oflbbstructing justice

-- and very little justice was being handed out at that time ——&pholding
murder =-- they wanted nothing better than to find the,killier and have
him prosecuted -- amrg or Z. protect any;2§ from prosectwtion --persecution
was what they were fighting and what we are still fighting now. If I had
been in town, no such meeting would have taken place},I would have
blockgd.it. ?he postwar hysteria starting to'ggggggggghg ch a meeting

a definide mistake.

This*ﬁiﬁ} got a little more attention from the general public
than the first one, and I was told that when some of the Unholy Allli&nce
started on their usual accusations, more and more"thei{listeners respﬁnded
"well, if you know that's true, why don't you collect the.gggg thousand?"

To keep our enemy off balance I let another tnwgggggs before
I let go with another Buster. The third one named names( or positions
which were as good as names) and the lines were drawn for all to see.

In the first two, members of the Soft Pedal Squad had acknowledged who
they were, had disarmed the accusing epithet by takingakhemselves as a

mark of honor, and after the third, there could be no holding back. A

citizen would have to choose; no one could remain neutral. We were saying,
as Jesus said," he who is not with me is against me," and we did get

some of the timid ones who came to us,if still on the sly.
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Bubble Buster No. 3

NO REBWARD

Money appears to be no object to the Three Town Officials,the Clergyman,
and the Politician, whohave talked so loudly and so wildly during the
past year. No one has yet attempted tqsecure,the Féu¢ Thousand Dollars

§¥§§§§§x§%§x%eeks ago.

What's the matter -- lack of nerve or lack of evidence?

We're guessing you lack both, so here's another proposition.

If you can prove the charges that have been freely made agsinst us, we



7

3, ¢

are liable to criminal prosection for obstructing justice. So why
not arrest one or all of us. You have lawyers in Keene,Concord,and
Boston. You have the entire credit of the town back of you. If you
have the evidence, you can convici us.

Have you nerve enough to try?

m
Signea,T8e,50Ft Pedal Squad,
And of course no charges were preferred. It was time

to rub their noses in it and this I proceeded to do with number four.
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Bubble Buster No. 4

Loose talking people have made all kinds of charges, but no one has
yet collected the FQW¥ Thousand Dollars offered, nor has aaymemREx
any member of the Soft Pedal Squad been arrested. Why 7

We know from statements made by th€Selectmen that they have ample
evidence and that they know the man who killed Mr. Thorndike. They
say so. Why no arrest 77

The Selectmen ( not the clergyman and the politician, who are their
associate members) have three or more lawyers, unlimited credit and
full authority to proceed. Why continue their childish or
Bolshevistic vaporings about obstruction of justice, upholding of
murder, county ring,and crooked or inefficient prosecuting officers.
They ( the Selectmen) can make the arrest, go to trial at Keene,and,

if they can convincethe Judge of the Superior Courtthat the case will
not receive fair trial in Contoocook County, he will grant change of
venue and the case will be transferred to some other county for trial.

The Selectmen$ have the evidence and know the murderer, then why,why,
why no arrest .
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There if:was. We had flung down the gauntlet, as did the
krnxghxsxrfxuigx ,
knights of old, and they had only to pick it up. I knew that the
Selectmen -- the Monk, the Bird, and the Butcher as we called them
now -- were cowards and I knew that xkm George Dunne, the Politician,
was always ready to get some one else to do his dirty work for him.
He'd always operafed that way in the state legislature, I had that
from people in Concord who'd watched him work up there. But what I
couldn't figure out was why Manion didn't push forward and get the
Selectmen to act. As I thought about it, I thought that he had every
reason in the world to move, he had his son to protect, and on the

e linky| . . .

other hand, he haﬁhsure kndwledge of who did the killing. Was 1t
tecause he had p%g§ona4doubts about what he would have to do7? Was

he using the division in the town -- Catholic against Protestant,
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Native against Foreigner, Well-to-do against Boor -- for some purpose
of his own. I puzzled over it but I could find no answer that truly
satisified me. In a sense time was on our side. Th@ war was fast
becoming history. Already unemployed Veterans were calling for the
Bonus that had been promised them. Already those who had fought
and bled and died were turning to violence against the Big Money in
the country who had gotten fat on the war. Manion,by means of Bart
Lincoln in his Courier articlesy was keeping élivgugg_a patriotic
QEEEEEEZngzzg-;;;E;;. It was over a year since the murder and Billy
Th@rndike, now that his widow had died, was laid beside her in the

family plot in Rochester, New York. in-egzzééggo, getting his body

out of town should have put the matter to rest. The town cried for

a return to normalcy, and yet‘the rumor mills still turned, affidavits
were being taken weekly, and there was talk now of the murder becoming
a political issue, in the 1920—e1ections. Prohibition would be a fact

with the new year.

As é matter of&actics, I decided that I should do some
publishing on my own. I had promised in my Iranscript letter to turn
the bright glare of publicity's spotlight on the whole mess the town
was in and it would look funny if I did not. Besides, there wére
several interesting developements which I wanted to lay before the
gaze of the xwm town. One was that there were crack®appearing in the
Alliance. Not serious ones, but onefI wanted all to see. If exposed,
they might grow in dimensions.

In an interesting development, the detective brought in
from New York by Frederick Thorndike, Wolf Keller ( full name Wolf-
gang, but heg preferred the implications) had pressed suit against
the town fof compensation of his investigations. We knew that the

Town Report did not show all that was owed him, and we wondered how

mucé was hidden in repair of roads or water supply costs &ﬁat had

been paid hia, an® more important, how much more did he have cbming.
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It turned out that he had in a bill for well over two thousand dollars
in addition to what he had already been paid. The town wasvno longer
paying his expenses -- he lived in the Rectory at Holy Name -- but
there had been, up until his suit filed at the County Seat in Keene,
‘ important
no acknowledgement of what he was owed. More/than the money wax from
my standpoint was what revealed in a deposition. He wax had returned
to New York, the excitement having really dried up, and I guess he
sensed that any chance of his getting the publicity of a full fledged

trial had gone. In any case, he filed a depositidon through lawyers

and we had the peculiar situation of the Town's own investigator

*

turngzzagainst it.

The second bit of news was that Brian Kelly was reported
to be sneaking back to town almost every weekend. This was reported
to me by one oft the Good Catholics who was not under Manion's spell
and who was awxar aware of what sickness ;;2 priest was nursing along.

He was ready for peace in our little community and he knew who was
preventing it. I saw that I might be able to make good use of him

in the time to come.
space

Being a medical man, I published in the two weeks kxezk

when I wasn't making up the Bubble Busters, the"X-rRay News."
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Sample Copy MASON X-RAY NEWS No 1

BY F.C. 0'Connor, X-Ray Man

To be published in a series of twelve(12) at 10 cents per copy,
12 for one dollar. War tax included. No mail or phone ogders.

The Kaiser called a meeting last night, (Friday) and sent for
outside reinforcements. Two came, one a dark bowery faced gentlemen,
the other with a " Sold out toﬁtaymond" expression. Come again,fellows,
you do not look very good but we are going to like you if it is
possible.

I hear they or he decided to establish the "Hindenburg Line." Now
fellows let us get together on this business, hire Union Hall and I
will discuss it with you. Bring your own crowd and after a free and full

discussion, we will leave it to the audience as to who pays for the
hall.

IFedQ ST [ SOt 0 e ime,mete '
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Why doesn't B.... come to see us now -- in the daytime, several would
love to see that boy. Can it be that Chief of Police Preston was too

rough with him and only gave him twelve hours to get and show his
license when he asked for a week, the night he drove so recklessly
through the band concert crowd? ..... I &m not surprised that Rev.
esesss called him up and over a public telephone and told him,

" If you are looking for a fight, you will get it." ( affidavit # 16)

and later, through the selectmen gotm him turned down. "Look'em

over, Bill,"if you want to live peaceably with us.

Henry D... reports that some time ago he was given a sum of money
to deposit, with a deposit slip made out for flve dollars more than
the amount. No harm done, but if this could be put across it would

have expptalned the ten spot B.... kXx borrowed. Come again, Henry.
( affidavit # 15)

«ses.., detective, under oath:"Who hired youO"

AnSS" ReV s e s o

Qus:" You have brought in ... days labor
when we can prove you were not in

the twwn of Mason at all.”

Ans:"Rev +v.... said for me to go to Boston
and start a publicity campaign, to get
the Boston «..,. if p0831ble, if not

the Boston seeceeess
Qus : " Did you consider Rev «s¢... One of
. the selectmen?”
Ang : " No, but he said the selectmen% would

do as xhey told them."
R

Paul, I am sure feeling bad. I put my letter in The Iranscript asking
for aid, only a few responded and they came unarmed. Must stand by
helplessly and watch you lead this beautiful town of Mason to the
slaughter of public opinion, not like the shepards of old, with a
crook in your hand, but with one on either side of you before and

and behind you.

F.C. O0'Connor

Some of my friends thought I went too far. My wife Anna
brought back comments from Sunday church and choir practices that I
was stirring up the town. She asked me if the country hadn't had
ehough fighting in the war and I told her that if that war was fought
to make the world safe democracy, I was fighting to make the town of
Mason safe and free from>oppression. One thing I learned early when
I was growing up in the iron mining section of northern New York was
that you had to sort out who was holding the coats and who was rolling
up his sleeves. That way you don't get hit from behind and you know
how many you're taking on. The whole thing was getting to be like a

chess game. Now you take John and Sue Lloyd.



John Lloyd was our Superintendant of Schools during the
war and in the fall of 1919, he'd gotten a better offer down in
Eastern Connecticut. The town knew that we couldn't pay enough to
keep a man of his education and experience, even though he was not
long out of college, and with the way the Selectmen were spending
town money on the Thorndike case, we couldn't meet the offer of
' this bigger school district in Connecticut. His wife Sue was a
live wire and everybody knew that she had a clear idea of the
career John should have. So they moved.

I don't know what made me think of John and Sue, but one
night not long after I'd put out the 1st issue of my X-Ray News,I
was sitting up late, turning things over in my mind, and I started
to puzzle over possible witnesses, not to the crime itself but to
the coming or going of the murderers. I recollected that the ¥ Lloyds
were related to the Jernegans in Peterborough; in fact, that was why
John Lloyd had taken the job in Mason in the first place, to be near
the Jernegans. Charles Jernegan ran an undertaking business and ran
a greenhouse on theside. The two families visited back and forth,
and I wondered if it was just possible that the Lloyds had been over
to see the Jernegans the night of the murder and if they had come
back on the 61d Peterborough Road. If they had, they might have seen
something. |

I didn't wait. I got Sue Lloyd on the telephone -- I knew
she was a night owl and‘stayed up most nights reading -- and asked
to see her and John the noon of the next day: I gxgxr couldh't sleep
much that night anyway, and I got in my 1little Overland sports model,
a " Country Club,"” and before daylight I was on my way south.

As it turned out, I had made the trip for nothing,almost.
Yes, they had been to ngh to visit the Jernegans that night:
my departure that day had made John want to talk to Charlie about
whether or not he should join up, even though he and Sue had a six

months old baby.



o

No, they had not taken theiﬁiw;
0ld Peterborough Road, which ran past the Thorndike place. Baby
John had had what Sue thought was a summer cold and fever and
they had taken the River road because it was quicker. It was late
and they hadn't passed a car or seen anybody by the road the whole
way. Nothing, the trip was a waste of time. I didn't linger. As
soon as I found out they had nothing to tell me I started home.

I éouldn't have been gone from the Lloydé more than
fifteen minutes when I noticed I was low on gas and I pulled in
to a station to fill up. I was just coming out of the lavatory
of the filling station when I saw the big black car that Harry
Manion drove go past. He was sitting at the wheel stiff as any-
thing, going like hell, looking straight ahead. Now what was he
doing down here?

All the way home, I had a grin on my face and I was
humming a song we used to hear in the YMCA canteen at the Base
Hospital in France. " A cheery smile is as good as a mile on the
road to victory." I hadn't won a vidctory, but I was on the right
road. I had the Kaiser worried. What I figured was, he had come
to the same conclusion as I had. He wanted to know if the Lloyds
had seen anything the night of August 13th. Who was he protecting?
Who was he afraid they might have seen? The answer was pretty obvious.
A couple of days later, my idea was verified. Mary Kaye told me
Manion had been pumping her the same day I had my brain storm and
she had metitioned that the Lloyds often used the 0ld Peterborough
Road as a short cut.

When I got home, I rang up the Lloyds and sure enough
Manion had kegm arrived less than half an hour aftér I left.Wouldn't
that have been some scene, both of us there together?? He was

friendly, Sue said, but he picked them pretty carefully and was

obviously relieved they had nothing to report.



I suspect that one of the positive effects of my X-Ray
news letter xgii that Manion and his gang thought I knew a lot
more than I did, and that was a distinct advantage, not because
I really did but because it got them doing things that added up
if you had some of the other m&ssing pieces yoursélf. For instance,
Brian Kelly had owed Fred Fry, the barber, for shaves and hair cuts
~over a year and a half. Fry never could get him to pay up and he
didn't dare risk offending his Catholic trade by refusing credit
to a member of the priest's household. Lo and behold, one day
early that fall, Manion went in and when he paid for his haircut,
he paid Brian's bill as well. Clearly, he was trying to clean up
any messes,however slight, Brian may have made in the town.

As time went by and nothing seemed to surface in the
way of new evidence or new action by the Unholy Alliance, I spent
my free evenings thinking over the changes in the town that had
taken place since I had gone to the colors. Some things were
obvious. The town was sharply divided along religious lines.

Social events which would have involved the whole town were now
put on in duplicate; if the Protestants had a dance or an evening
of cards to raise money for some good cause, the Catholics were
sure to have a similar event for their own. My own patients were
Hxxxde® almost wholly Xxmx the old fa&iies with here and there a
failed Catholic. If it hadn't been for calls to the summer hotels
and some work with the summer camps, I'd have had a tougher time
than I was.

One person who was prospering was Ed Moran. In the
early part of June, he had bought out Fred Harrington, who was
getting along in years, and paid him a good price,too. He had to
get a sizable morégge and paid good inferest for it, too, but his

timing was right, for during the summer the livery business picks

up considerable, He got his money from the nggégggégéh savings,

. wharo



~

E;,
where,I noted, the Holy Name accounts and Manions personal accounts
had been moved after the priest had had the rup—in with Meade at
the Mason bank. But where, the question was, g;g Moran getximg the
RASAXLEx AR X whr XX wRNIAXREXRREXXX down payment and where would he

get the monthly payments, once the summer trade slacked off7? And

how did hem manage the Socony gasoline franchise, a real plum as

the numbers of cars in town increased. The Big Oi! companies were

very careful who therr dealers were. Obviously, Moran had some

strong backing from somewhere, and none of us could figure out

where it was coming from. At the s@ame time, Marie LaFleur was sport-
ing news clothes and Fmwxy Fewixy jewelry, and she and Ed were making

a good many trips to Boston to the ball game and the big department

stores. I pondered long and hard over their prosperity.
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Chapter XII

Any guestion that Francis 0O'Connor mxghkxkaxze had about
thex effectiveness of the Soft Pedal Squad's "Bubble Busters" and
his own X-Ray News Letter would have been answered if he had teen
able to listen in on the XrXephmre messages . that came'in and went
out m? the Holy Na£§f§5§} the telephone. Each timgugg:wgit the public
notice, Harry Manion went into a rage of activity. He felt isolated
sitting up on the hill and yet there were so few in whom he could
confide, so very few from whom he could get any idea of what the
opposition‘was thinking. There were, howevér, some things he could
do and he cewid movéwto do them. He had Ellen call Karie LaFleur
and fell her to come up to another”committee'meeting. She came up
that evening after supper.

He started easy for he did not want to disturb the girl
or startle her and her lover Ed Moran into any foolish actions.

o How are things going at the garage, Marie?"

" Fine, business was good all summer and with the new
gas franchise, we should do all right, even when the summer people
have all left."

" I hear a little® talk around town that you and Ed are
flying pretty high these days."

" Yes?"

" Yes, and I thought I better warn you to pull in your
oars. Some people are asking where you and Ed gre getting all the
money you'te spending. Some of the women, especially, wonder about all
the newx clothes, the trips to Boston, and so on."

Marie mxxm# pouted and smoothed the skirt of what was mkwimES
obviously a new dress. The diamond, Tiffany set, glittered on her right
hand. It was one of a matched set, Manion knew, and he knew its mate
sparkled on Ed Moran's hand. Very nice but not very wise. " The people

inthis town hate to see anyone get ahead. It's all right for the rich



to have nice things, but when any of us get anything pretty they{:g;§
call it wasteful and wonder how we will pay for it. The boss in
the factory can dress up his woman, but when we dress up they say
we must have stolen it." Her tone was anything but apologetic.
“ It's not just the upper crust who are talking, there's
a lot of noise in the parish, too. You and Ed have done well and
you will continue to , but I want you to coast for a while. Somebody
one of these days is going to figure out where Ed got the money to
buy Harrington out, and the one thing we don't want to do right now
is attract attemtion. Until the Thorndike murderer is caught, I want
you to live as if you were still walting tables at the Monadnock House
and Ed was still driving for Harrington! Is that clear 7"
" 0.K. I've waited a long time; I can wait some more."
" What do you hear around town? "
" A lot of worthless truck., Those letters have caused
a lot of talk. Most of the people I talk to were surprised that the
Soft Pedal Squad would dare to name you and George Dunne with the
Selectmen and they wonder why you haven't had Meade arrested. Most
of them think he did it and they can't understand why he's still free.”
" It's a very #xXfugxx difficult Job to get a man when you
are fighting the authorities at the same time. You have to have a case
that is watertight. They keep trying to prove tﬁat Mrs. Thorndike did
it. We both know she didn't and they can't prove she did. The idea
that German spies did it can be supported, but the chances of getting
any of them are slim. No, we have to kEE show ¥ a relationshigp between
Meade and srégééxgﬁisg and convince the public that if those two
didn't do it, they were deeply involved in it. What else do you hear?"
" Soﬁe»people wonder why Brian comes home only at night.
Why he isn't seen around town more. They know when he's here but they

don't see him and they wonder why?"
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That damned O'Connor! I don't think he knows anything,

/

{

"

but when you act like a suspect, you are a suspect. I've told Brian

no more midnight visits. If he can't get a berth, he'll have to get

a job in Boston and stay there for a good long while. How's Ed holding
up? Any problems with him 7"

" Not really. He gets really tight when someone starts talk-
ing about the Death car, but I've got him pretty well convinced that
nobddy really knows anything. He keeps thinking somebody #& saw us
that night and that sooner or later they'll tell. The Doctor buys
his gas at the garage now and Ed just about shits his pants when he
sees him. I tell Ed to have Alphonse do the work at the pumps, that's
what we have him for, and to find something else to do when he sees
O0'Connor pull in. "

. " Good. Brian is the one likely to do somethingfoolish I
thin i
+heweht. That damned fool trick od driving at high speed through the
band concert crowd is a good example. He can be kept out of town. No,

Ed's the one I worry about; he's liable to crack sometime when you're

not around."
" 0, I know how to control my own man, and I'm always around.

Where else would I be ?"
" We are still collecting affadavits from witnesses and they
are starting to add up. Can you think of anyone who might have seen

anything 7"

She paused and shook her head. " I can't think of anyone,but
I can tell you who might. It's that Mrs. Kaye, the newspaper woman. She'
knows more about what's going on in this town than anyone else. Why
don't you ask her?"

" I think I will."

The next day he gave Mary Kaye a call.

Mrs. Kaye? This is Father Harry Manion at Holy Name."

" Fine, how are youyFather 7"
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"

Fine, thank you. Mrs. Kaye, as you know, as a patriotic
citizen and one of the town leaders, I have been working very
closely with the Selectmen in trying to solve this horrible murder
which has for so many months been causing dissension and dis-
ruption in our lovely little town."

" Yes, Father Manion, I am aware of your efforts. I have
even read of them in some of the letters published recently.”

Damn her. He cou%? just see the little crooked smile
come over that face and the light shine out from behind those
pince-nez glasses and %he hand pat®igg the wisps %%%%i?% escaping
from the ineffectual hairnet.

" Yes, well, I am aware that some people do not appreciate

determination
our efforts, but that does not deter me in my/=ffrxx to see justice

done. We have been collecting affidavits from anyone in the town
who might have seen anything, anything at all the night of the
murder, and it has been suggested to me that you might be of help
to us. Does anyone come to mind whom we might talk to? "

" It is strange that you should ask me that. Dr. 0'Connor
asked me the same thing and I'll tell you what I told him. Do you
remember John and Sue Lloyd, he was the superintendant of schools
for the past two years? I didn't get to talk to them personally
before they left town, but I do remember that they used to drive

Hereis £
to Tmtmrdemmeewwei ot least once a week to visit with her Uncle,
Charlie Jernegan, he's the undgiaker over there. It suddenly
occurred to me that the Lloyds might have been driving back to
Mason on the o0ld road the night of the murder. Unfortunately,
I never got to talk to them, they're in Connecticut now, and they
never were called to the GrandAJury hearing. Too bad, they've

them
left town. I suppose you could call them or send/a letter.



Ever since he had gotten his growth as a boy, people had
commented how fast Harry Manion moved for such a big man. His ability
to move quickly, he was“fast on his feet as they say, was a source of
pride with him and he called on that speed now. He must know if the
Lloyds knew anything, he thought. Everything he worked on, every
stratagem, every witness suggested, every direction given, all
could be knocked into a cocked hat if this possitility was not
searched. He told Ellen to cancel all meetings and all services that
day. He told her to post, a notice on the church door that he had been
called away on urgent béh!nessnfg.Nanchester and would return the next
day.

If they had seen anything, he thought, they would have come
forward before now. John Lloyd was that kind of man. Open and xxxxg
‘straight forward, hiding nothing, But what, if under questioning by
someone who knew what he was looking for, they now remembered an
incident, recollecteqk glimpse of someone, recalled something un-
important from their trip home on the old Peterbormgh Roadd Could they
have heard anything even? He had to know and so he jumped in his car
kx like a voluﬁteer fireman and drove south at high speeds. He never
stopped to consider whether or not they would be at home.

His wild flight was fo4naught. The Lloyds had seen nothing,
knew nothing. Sue Lloyd was quite assured in what she said. It was
almost as if she had rehearsed what she was to say. But that could not’
be; they hadn't known he was coming. Both the Lloyds were exact as to
the time they had left home and the time returned. They had seen nothing
the night of the murder. They had not been near the Thorndike farm
because young John had developed a slight fever that night and they
had come home the River road. The old road was lovely with all the
trees out, but they had wanted to get home guickly. The Lloyds had
nothing to tell. As soon as he was sure of that, Manion eased into

light talk of their years in Mason, the tennis matches they had shared,

the people they both knew. Hex talked of how anxious everyone in
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Mason was to have the murder solved; he told of his efforts with the
Selectmen to %ﬁé& xr the County and State officials}grid the community
of the blight which was bad for business and bad for the town. As soon
as he felt he had said enough to prove hisg bona fides in checking out
every possibility toward the discovery of the ﬁurderers, he left. On
the drive home, he chided himself a bit for rising so quickly to the
suggestion that Mary Kaye hag thrown out, but, he reflected, he could
not afford to let any chance pass. He had done what he could and they
were making progress on the case against Perkind Meade . It was clear,
he'thought,that he needed trained skilled help and he resolved to call
Tommy Corcoran, who was the head of the Boston office of the Secret
Service,»Tommy,who had gone through law school and went to work for the
government after three years at center for BC, he was one you could
always dependbon. He would call Tommy and ask him to send up a couple
of good men. After he had had his supper, he put in the call.

He got Tommy's wife.whom he had never met. " This Father

Harry Manion calling, from Mason;New Hampshire. I am an old friend of
Tommy's from college days."

" Yes, Father Manion. Tommy's right here. I'll put him on."
" Harry, thirty-four right, on two, hike."
" What was that? Oh, my god, yes. ﬁow many times did Fish

Sullivan call that play, I wonder? Hundreds. Never failed, if you got

out and got weakside linebacker. How are you,Tommy 7 Fine. Tommy you've

troubles
been reading in the Courier about our Xxmkiex up here over the Thorndike

case.? "

" Yes, I have and we've been getting some pressure from the
Washington office to do something about it. I was about to contact your
Selectmen.”

" I'1l save you the trauble, Tom. We'rew working together and

whatever you and I decide will be all right with them. Tom, have you got

a couple of good men whocan speak French?



" Yes, I do. Reis and Von Falkenterg. "
" They don't sound Freneh.”

" No, and they aren't, but they toth grew up in Alsace, toth
came to this country as young men well before the war, and they are
experienced agents."

" Tell you what. When you send'em up tell them to come and
stay with me at the rectory. I'll see that they're comfortable and
well fed, and they'll be able to save the per diem allowance."

" Okay, Harry. They'll appreciate that. I'll have to take them
off a surveillance, but they'll be up by the end of the week. Funny thing
but most of my agents these days are foreign born. Can't seem to get
native Americans into the intelligence service. This may make some taik
in your little foWn, but don't let it bother you. We've been very success-
ful using foreigners to catch foreigners and these men are lbyal Americans.
After they've been with you a while, I'll try to get up and see how they
are getting on."

And so it was settled. Manion was pleased to have the support
of the Federal Government in building his case. Since he was being blocked
by the county and state authorites, he thought, it was like drawing aces
in a poker hand to have two Fepderal aamma#ifm agents so clearly allied with
him and the Selectmen. It would be no trouble getting the wora around town
that Federal agents had come up from Boston to wwrk with the Town officials.
That ought to quiet down the opposition, he thought, and it gave their
wrXk ?ffprts to catch the killers a powerful stamp of approval. Who knows,
thengé§rreally come up with soﬁething, x® thuough he doubted it.

At the same time that help from Boston was sought and promised,
the Soft Pedal Séuad, more exactly the County Soliciter of Contoocook
County, had sent two men to Boston to check out a most unlikely soufce of
information regarding the identity of the Thorndike killers. As happensd
when a murder gets much newspaper publicity, a number of persons, mostly
middle-aged widows, had come forward, claiming psychic powers enabling

them to describe the killers.
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All of these had been
checked out and eliminated as useless. Just about all of the usual
" sensitives" from northern New England had put in an appeérence to
claim knowledge in accord with the putlished reports on the case. The
legal officers of the state and county knew most of the regulars, but
it was something of a surprise when Chief of Police Preston of Mason,'
after a letter
kefrxr he had been summarily fired by the Selectmen, received/from a
Mrs Erika Kurz of 38 Grafton Square, South Boston, in which she claimed
to have been visited by the spirit of Dr. Thorndike who pleaded with
her to press forward with the inv@€stigation of his murder. The letter,
addressed only to The Chief of Police, Mason, New Hampshire, had been
delivered to the former chief. On consultation with the County Soliciter,
the Soft Pedal Squad had dispatched Warren Cleaves and Wm Lyman to see
the woman and to see what they could kaxe make of her. If nothing else,
they could close off what might be used by the papers as another bit of’
sensationalism. They found her at home with her baby and her unemployed
laborer husband.

" Mrs. Kurz 7 We are from’Mason. New Hampshire. We have
come in answer to your letter to the Mason Chief of Police. I am the
chief of Police and this is Constable Hardy, who was the last police
officer to see Dr. Thorndike before he was killed. May we come in?7"

" Ja, do come in. We can sit here at the dining room table.
This is where I hold my meetings with the voices from the other side.”

" Mrs. Kurz, when did you first become aware of Dr.
Thorndike's spirit? " |

" About ten days ago. I was asleep in my bed, when the
spirit of Dr. Thorndike pulled on my big toe and told me to wake up, he
had a message for me. He wanted me to know who his killers were-and to
help in catching them."

" Did he describe his killers?"
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" Yes, he did. He said they were three Germans in a big
%izgk car and they had travelled from Massachusetts the night of
August 13th to kill him because he knew too much."”

" Did he #=m®mx give you any more details?"

" Yes, he said their names were Schmidt,Schlage, and
Holtzman and he gave me the number plate on the car, 8-2-5-6-4-J,
It was a New York license plate.”

" Did he tell you where they are now ?"

" Not the first night, but he came back twice more} and
pleaded and pleaded with me. He said that the threéhen were now
living in New Bedford at 147 Carter Street and that action must be
taken quickly to catch them before they escape.”

" Mrs. Kurz, would you be willing to testify to this on
the witness stand?"

" Of course. I will do anything to see justice done. Dr.
Tharndike is so sad and so unhappy that his killers are still free.
His head is bloody and the wounds on his head are still dripping.He
will have no rest until his murderers are caught, he told me. "

" Now, if the County Soliciser decides to call you, you
will be paid for your expenses and you will receive a fee as would
any expert witness for testifying. You would be willing to do this?"

" Yes, I would."

Satisfied that Mrs. Kurz was no more reliable than any other
of the psychics who had offered their services immediately after the
‘murder, CountySolicitor Packard told Cleavesz and Lyman to forget
that they had ever been to Boston and he thought that he had heard
the end of Mrs. Kurz. But that was not to be.

| About six weeks after the visit of what she thought were
Mason Authorities, Mrs. Kurz was moved to write to Mason again,this

time to Selectman ®ylfred Partridge, chairman of the Board. She

des€Ribed the previous visit and asked why she had not been called



to testify. She said that if action was not taken quickly,any chance
of capturing the killers would be lost. She said Dr. Thorndike was
in despair. The Selectmen were in a panic. Who had sent those two
men to Boston? Who were the men who went?

A week after Partridge received Mrs. Kurz's letter, the
Selectmen wamrt to Boston to consult with George Waldstein, wkm an
attorney who had been retained by the Town to coordinate itg efforts
to secure a second Grand Jury hearing, and so they arranged a meeting
with Mrs. Kurz. She gave them a demonstration. She said Dr. Thorndike
was present then; he obviously knew they had been coming. She repeated
essentially what she had told Cleaves and Lyman. When informed that
her previous visbtors were imposters, she immediately commented that
she had been suspicious of them. They were from the country, she saidx
she could tell that, but they had not given her their names. They had
tried to bribe her if she would stick to her story in court. She had

sittings

told them that she took nothing for her xemagiwmgx and that she wanted
only to mmkyxxz do the right thing. The Selectmen thanked her for her
honesty and sincerity and assured her she had done the right thing in
contacting them. When she was needed, she would be called.

That would have been the end of it -- Mrs. Kurz's seance
had convinced the Selectmen that she was seeing things and her descript-
ion of her previous visitors had been so general it was useless -- if
only Emma Lyman had not talked out of turn at the Monday morning Sewing
Circle of the Congregational Church. Emma had a cross to bear: she knew
she was an object of pity among the church women, Ed Lyman had for some
years done little to conceal his affair with Alice Harris, and she
wanted desperately to raise her standing by knowing something the other
women didn't. She had listened carefully to the phone calls Ed made
when he and Cleaves got back from Boston and had pieced together exactly
what had happened. Ed had long since given up regarding Emma as anythhng
but his housekeeper and took little notice of whether or not she heard

or saw anvthine.
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Emma was in her glory. Never before in all her years of
MonBay morning meetings had she been listened to with such XARX rapt
attention. Each time she stopped, she was urged to tell what had
happened next, what had been said then. It was beyond her wildest

dreams, they were listening to her.

In no time at all, the story in all its fascinating detail

Cleaves and
had been reported to the Selectmen and they had confronted ¥axxer

Xyman NoT

Lyman. It washhard to get the rest of the story pieced together and

to discover that again the County Solicitor had not worked with them
in following leads to the identity of the Thorndike killers. Again,

they had been betrayed. Again, evidence had been withheld,more proof
that the County Authorities were protecting the chief suspect. But

how to make the most of this, without exposing themselves to public

ridicule.

Manion had been looking for a way to reply to the taunts
of the infamous Bubble Busters, a way to prove again the intransigence
of what he and the selectmen had taken to ealling" The County Ring."
The new phrase had a hice éég%;and it offered an easy explanation of
their failure to charge Perkins Meade legally with the Thorndike
murder. The story'regarding Mrs. Kurz must be presented in such a way
that it showed clearly what they were up against. It must ehow that the
County Ring was so anxious to clamp down on any theory that did not
square with its own view of the murder that it was willing to subdrn
an ignorant woman laying claim to psychic powers. Bart Lincoln suggested
that he interview Mrs. Kurz, following up on an item in another Boston
newspaper ( planted, they thought, by Mrs. Kurza herself) which had
credited the County Solicitor with following up .on the clues farnished
by ¥xx. the clairvoyant. Thus the following article appeared in the
Courier in early December, under the headline" Refused Bribe to solve

Mason, QEW'HamPShiIe Thorndike Murder."

De@ember‘iO T
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Yason, New Hampshire
December 8 10

Arika
Mrs. &X=xzm Kurz, clairvoyant,of 38 Grafton Square,South Boston,
today threw additional light on the alleged attempt to brite
her made by two citizens of this town who claim to represent
the county prosecutor in the investigation of the murder of
Dr. William Thorndike.%

" They told me if I would g0 through, that is, if I would
stick to my story, ¥ said Mrs. Kurz, " that I wouldnever
have to want for money the rest of my life and that I would
have a comfortable home. The taller of the two men said he
was the chief of police of Mason and the other. said he was
the last police officer who saw Dr. Thorndike before he was
killed.

" They were both strangers to me and they did not give their
names. They said they represented the New Hampshire authority
and that they were trying to clear up the Thorndike case.

" I told them I would not accept a cent. I would never receive
money for sittings and consider if I took a dollar for my
testimony in this case I would not be worthy of the name
American. I am a descendant of an American Indian -- a true
American in blood and patriotism.

" Therefore, I told these men I could not accept any of their
bribes and they were welcome to the information which I had
obtained frogy Dr. Thorndike. He came to me from spirit land
many times. Dr. Thorndike told me the names of the Germans who
had killed him and the automobile plate of the car in which

they rode on the night of the murder. Why should I take pay

for helping to solve a terrible murder like this. I think every
American worthy ofthe name should do all in their power to clear
up this mystery.

" If I had the means, Iw would gp right to the guilty persons
and arrest them and it would not take me 16 months to do this,
as have the officials of New Hampshire. I thikk there is some-
thing wrong there somewhere. If I had the money and authority
xhxirgxwxrgrE I could do more than they havedone alone, even if I am 2z
woman. I wish it understood that I have never received a dollar
in this case and shall never accept money. I wish it understood
that I rejected their attempts to bribe me and have told only the
story which came to me from Dr. Thorndike's spirit.

" It is a shame to let the case drag glong as it has. I was rather
suspicious of the twdmen who called on me. They did not seem
frank and honest. They seemed to be hiding something. I did not
quite like their attitude. When they began to talk phoney I
dismissed the subject and told them that I did not want any pay
for information I possessed. I told them that I was only too -
happy to tell all I knews- that I would g0 to any trouble now

and I would make any sacriflice to bring %he murderers of Dr.
Thorndike to justice. They ought to be punished with@ut further
delay.
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" When I wrote down what Dr. Thorndike had told me, I think these
two menyho claimed they came from New Hampshire officials thought
I had given them the original. I got the impression that they
thought theywould carry away the only record of the information

I possessed, and after they took it they started talking about
money and told me I would never want for anything as long as I
would stick to the story. I had given them only a copy. I didn't
like that part of it. I had written originally to the chief of
police at Mason and supposed he would consult his selectmen about
it. I didn't hear anything from the two men that visited me for
more than five weeks, and I wondered what the trouble was. I
thought theywould act right away on my suggestion. I then wrote
to Selectmen Eatef@my Partridge and the three members of the Board
called onme in Boston. That's all I know about the case."”

Selectmen Partridge and Hennessy have the utmost confidence in

Mrs. Kurz's honesty and sincerity. In criticizing the county
authorities for their methods they meant no reflection on Mrs.

Kurz. They gave her credit for showing up the trickery in connection
with this phase of the case. Mrs. Kurz has demonstrated a miskminkx
straight-forward enthusiasm for months, which is more than can be
said of some ofthose who have had dealings with her in this case,
say the Selectmen.

The effect of this " exposé" was instantaneous, George
Dunne reported. XkEx As the summer newspaper trade had declined at the
drugstore with the coming of Labor Day and the departure of the large

summer resident population in Mason, he had cut back his order for

Boston papers to the number experience had taught himover the years

he could expect to sell to the local townspeople. The success of Bart
was a real measure of the interest in the Téffair
Lincoln's series running in=tke Courier/ The December 10 issue sold ===5==

out well before the morning tide of those who picked up their mmem mail
early had-:started, and Dunne was besieged with eager buyers. Those who
reserved by name were taken care of, but for the rest, he had phoned
the distributor in Fitchburg and ordered two hundred extras to be sent
kup on the afternoon train. Manion was smiling for the first time in
weeks and hex took care to cultivate Lincoln on his success.
" Thatwas some piece in this morning's paperjyhe said." I

had no idea the woman could express herself so well."

The newspaperman grinned. " She can't,"” he said." She's
got an accent you can cut up and serve with sauerkraut’ sorijiBelgian

lettuce.”
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" How'd you make her talk so freely?" the priest askeds

" The first thing I did before 1 even made an approach to
her was to get word to her husbagki?g.gget me at the 10th Ward Socizl
club. We had a little talk and some money changed hands. Incidentally,
my expense account this month will show fifty-five dollars for cab
fares I'd like you to cover. I had an idea that it was death to talk
money with her -- insults the spirits, dan't you know -- and so I
did business with the man of the house. Turned out I was correct. He
picked up the envelope while I was out to the latrine. I laid out in
general what I hoped would come out of our little talk and when we
did meet I not only didn't have to put any words in her mouth, I had
trouble getting down all the ones that came out. Herman allowed as
how they'd read in the papers about theri:;;ix the town is offering
and they also were aware of the one xkEx you shamed the county into
offering. That was after a dew boilermakers. How that Herman can drink.
A lot of people are going to be left high and dry when Prohibition
comes on next month and Herman is one of'em. Anyway, I told him how
we viewed the sneaky trip Cleaves and Lyman made down there, how they
had tried to buy her off and so on. iet me tell you, he ain't the
dumb dutchman he looks like. He got it right off. Clear sailing from
then on.
" Say,nthé%e's one thing that has bothered me and that's how come
Preston got the first letd#er she wrote when he wasn't even Chief of
Police anymore 77"

" You know who Xxke mzak®xxxke puts up the mail and decides where

letters like that go. Henderson, the post master, and we know where
he stands. We've been worried about that ever since a year ago August

and we did ge¥ Thorndike's nephew to write to the Federal authoritieg"



“ I think it's about time to tap Brother Henderson. My(:z9
editor sent me up a letter which ought to do the trick. I know it's
yg; idea to keep the pressure on and this letter demonstrates the
indignation being felt all over New England about the failure to
prosecute the Thorndike killers. We need to broaden out, so that
people outside of Mason will see who is taking an interest in the
case. The whole world is watching and nothing is being done; this
letter shows it."

Manion was a little uneasy at the way Lincoln was
starting to branch out. He preferred to have control all public
focus on the unsolved case, but when you had a trained and capable
performer you some times had to give ﬁgém leeway, and Lincoln was

good,'no denying that. Public indignation had gone limp last May
editors of
until he'd sent Keller to Boston to convince the/Courier that

i

pursuit of German spy-murderers was what was needed to revivie their
§§§§f§§x§§§§§lation. The story had everything and Lincoln didn't miss
a beat. A week later the following item appeared on the front page

of the Courier.
S—n———

¥azmm
December 20, 1919

STATE ACTIVITY IN THORNDIKE CASE. NEW HAMPSHIRE CITIZEN
DECLARES IT DISGRACE MYSTERY IS YET UNSOLVED.

A 18tter hs been received by the BOSTON COURIER from
Dover, New Hampshire, which shows how public sentim?nt
igs being molded in the Thorndike case. The writer signs
himself " a citizen of New Hampshire" and shows himself
to be a 100% American. On an accompanying sheet he gives
his name and address with the request to publish the
communication saying, " these are the sentiments of one
of your subscribers, a resident of New Hampshire and an
American citizen." Parts of the letter are too vigorous
for publication, but his spirit throughout should be noted
by the pubtlic.

The Dover Citizen addresses his letter as follows?Y
Attorney General Henry Oldham

Concord, New Hampshire .

Dear Sir:

Will you kindly come forward for the sake of liberty
and Jjustice that the citizens of New Hampshire may
read in a public statement as to why you allowed
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Postmaster Henderson, a trusted public servant, to go
to the Thorndike farm and destroy evidence of the ctime
that had been committed. It would appear that Henderson
knows more than he has told concerning the affair.When
Henderson proceeded to the Thorndike farm to clean it
««+ he committed a great offense. An offense to which
he might be made to answer. And what was he doing as
he made his way into the house of worship, while the
authorities were taking evidence relative to the crime,
if not obstructing justice ?7 These actions were taken
in connection with one of the most brutal murders which
has come to the ears of the American public for some
time and deserve censure if we are to uphold our ancient
traditions. If we are loyal and patriotic American
citizens willing to sacrifice our lives and those of
our sons for a free and fair land, can we be expected
to sit quietly by saying nothing while allowing our
fellow citizens to be brutally m@rdered by the hands of
those hostile to our nation's best good.

Mr. Attorney General, this case should be solved, if it’
takes an entire detective agancy and the armed forces to
protect them. If it is a fact that certain mail in the
post office in Mason and certain documents pertaining
to this heinous murder were opened and destroyed, was
not someone guilty of a crime? This involved akharge

of interfereing with the mails. Nr. Attorney General,

it isw up to you. Let us have the facts. The public is
tired of the lax methods which have been employed in
solving the mystery of this dreadful crime. Enlightened
people demand the truth. If the murderer is in New Hampshire
lets get him. If he's in Berlin, let's get him.

Yours for Justice
A citizen of New Hampshire

The response wés instantaneous. The day after the Dover
citizen's letter appeared, Manion received three new offers of statements
regarding the case znd set up appointments for One Armed Louie to take and
notarize the statements in the presence of the Selectmen in their chambers.

Reis and Von Falkenberg kag arrived as Tommy Corcoran had
promised and in their first week in town had inspected the murder site,
interviewed the Selectmen, and using their French, had interviewed several
of the French Canadian mill workers suggested by Father Manion. They
turned up nothing that was not already known. Manionvsuggested that they
talk to a Mrs. Percy, who lived across the street from the grounds of Holy

Name. He was concerned as %o whether or not she had seen anything the night

of the murder,one, ( and by this he meant had she seen Zrian coming home)



and, two, he wanted to know if anyone ¥y Perkins ieade was suspected

or implicated in the crime. He mmpkizz® emphésized that they should

seek out a relationship ky with S%= <, The former lhorndike
tenant. The interview, while not yielding much information, went worse

than they could have known at the time.
% They introduced themselves as Federal officiers and‘as

-
they had found very effective in interviews with average iggiié folks,
had insisted that she read their identity cards carefully and check
their faces against the photos on them. Rels, who had a round jolly
face and an open manner, did the talking and pauséd only to consult
with Von Falkenberg.

" Mrs. Percy, you live on the Main Street, which gives you
an observation post from which to see anyone coming into town from
the West or going out in the same direction. We have several witnesses
who have testified to seeing Judge Meade drive up to Mason Center the
night of the murder, after the band concert, say about Q:jo. Did you by
any chance see him pass your house going toward the Center?”

" No, I didn't. I don't usually go to the band concerts.'
Don't care much for music except for hymns."

" What time did you retire that night*®

I know it seems
like a silly question, but I expect everyone in town has searched their
memory to recall everything they did that night, in case they should
find they knew something connected with the murder.”

| "*Course, I know what I did that night. I'd been canning
green beans all day long. Did it anyway, but in thosé days it was part
of the war effort, you know, not to buy canned goods, so I put up more
than I usually do. ky husband came home from the box factory at his
usual time and I gave him his supper about 5:30. I was so tired I
could hardly see and after I did the dishes, I soaked my corns in hot
water and went to bed. Nust ha#e been about eight o'clock. I never

looked out the house, front or bgck.”



I see. Now over the last several years you mucst have
been consclous that a lot of people saw signalling from the hills
around i#ason, from Monadnock, Pack fonadnock, the Temple Hills, and

Promiwat |
even from mishlly hills in Mason itself. Did you yourself ever ob-
serve any of this reported signalling? You live at the top of the
hill here, a pretty good rise. My colleague and I looked over your
place before we came in to talk to you and you have some clear lines
of sight from the back end of your garden.”

" Lord,no. I never paid any attention to that signalling
talk. Just a lot of idle talkf?giéing to get themselves involved in
the war. I listened to Ed Price, the night constable, talk once a
couple of Years ago about what he saw on night patrol, but I never
paid him any mind. A lot of them were loocking but they never got
close to any lights that I know of."

" I gsee. Well, we need to get negative reports as well
as positive ones. Helps us to cross—ghgck our facts, you know." At
this point, Von Falkenberg motion§§7%%§% he wanted to confer and in
French, as they were accustomed to do when they were interrogating
Yankee witnesses, reminded him that the priest had asked them to pick
Vrs Peréy about anyone else besides Perkins lMeade being suspected of
involvement in the murder. What they didn't know and what Manion had
not thought to tell them was that Henrie%zi‘Percy, before she Tecame
Mrs Charles Percy had been been Henriette 2521 and had been raised
speaking French before she spoke English. Her anxiety to assimilate
had been so compelling that there was not the slightest clue in her

voice or manner to indicate that she was anything but old New Zngland

stock.
In answer to Reis's final question, she said no, she

didn't know of anyone whose name had been mentioned, and furthermore,
she's known Perkins Meadefor over thirty years, and she didn't belleve

a word of the evil gossip going around.
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As soon as her XIZmixz nad left, she went to the

"

phone, picked up the receiver and rang twice. Central, would

you ring Dr. O0'Connor,please? 232 ? Thank you."




Chapter XIII dinter 1920 @

. sedser £ill Lives V by Francis C. 0'Connor, i.D.
As happerd 2k . . .
; trench warfare in the blood red fields of Flanders and

tattleground of the Argonne and Bellezu Woodz, the holiday season and

it

the snow and frost of winter slowed doanﬁﬂé'atféé%s of toth sides in
the struggle for the soul of our liftle town of ivason, New Hampshire.
ihe Federal re-inforcements Harry Manion had called in from Bpston were i
a flop; they did not find out anything that had ﬁot been exposed well !

tefore they came. They seemed determined to putsue the reported presence

[

( never verified in any way) of German spies doing signalling from the
fhorndike place. The best they could come up with was some common panes
of glass from the cottage which they claimed were colored for use in
sending codem messages. In a letter to the Selectmen,which of course
they made public inthe Courier and -derided, Henry 0Oldham, the State
Attorney General, pointed out that this glaés, claimed to te"doctored,"
was no different from that which could be found in many New Hampshire

which '

homes. This poor quality glass/shows an irredescent effect like drop
of 0il on = water is to be found in many homes and is not an a@éﬁ%ﬁ%t
Qf the sPY trade.

fo a degree, We ( Meade's friends and allies) benefited more
from the visit of the Secret Service than the Unholy Alliance did. I
thdught over carefully what Henriette Percy told me after the two agents
visited her and decided our lines were still prefty firm, and we could
afford to rest and refit during the winter. We knew that ¥anion and his
gang were still apprehensive over the possibility that persons unnamed
as yet had been seen mxx abroad the night of the murder. [his we knew
from Manion's questioning of the Lloyds in that runaway trip to Connectiacyt

A doubtly verified by the questions put to Hrs. Pefcy.

Why, Iwondered, did they want to know if we suspected anyone

other than the man they slandered daily, Perkins Meade, who hore his

martyrdom in humble silence. There was a fear evidenced here which spoke
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te a joker inthe pack, a2 card which had not
. in force
veen played and never wouldbe unless we could fixd someway/their hand.

to the fact that there nmust

iﬁxgxa&xiﬁmﬁﬁxhnxxxiXXkQthwaXxxxifxmakaxwxmikﬁxsxxxkxxﬁhxﬁxﬁxxmamxgpixx'
werexinyrixzix If they Easﬂ German spies were involved, they would have
to find a connection between Perkins lMeade and the foreigners, chiefly
¥ainz, the Thorndike former tenant. They had not moved in that ixdixx in
that direction, nor had the Secret Service investmgators‘aided them in

, no<
such a effort. If they did xmx know German spies were/igvolved, they
could only move from the other side of the formula, that is, try to prove
illegitimate connections between lainz and eade and let the spy connection
follow as & logical consequence. They had tried unsuccessfully to construct
such a relationship by examining the liberal sums spent bty the Maimzes,who
without _ ‘ )
vigible means of support x gmpmsxxmfx¥axge made large deposits monthly in
Vieade's bank.

In other words, as I examined the evidence at hand, I decided

the Selectmen were as much in the dark as we were as to the

identity of the killer. We had that in common. And it could be assumed
that with time, the whole affair would die down and the verdict of the
April 1919 Grand Jury, " death at the hands of person or persons unknown, "
wohld have to be accepted by all. We would be unhappy, sure, for we wanted
our friend and neighbot, Perkins lieade, cleared beyond a reasonable doubt,
but  that was what had to be, so be it. why,then, didn}t they let up 7
Patriotism ? Concern for the good name of the town 7 The war had been
over for 14 months and the returhed vekRans were trying to pick up their
lives where they had laid them when they answered their country's callf
Concern for the good name of the town ??  when they were dailly %%%%%ﬁg
the slightest excuse to dirty the name of Mason in the Boston papers,
principally the Courier, using the cynical pen of Bart Lincoln to do

S0
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words, I sat and pondered what had happened since my return to “ason.

11 t

Yore than once " upon a midnight dreary," %o use Poe's

L

Zach time I did,qI came to the one and same conclusion: Father Harry
fanion was using everything in xm his power, playing his minions like
SRESFEAY to protect the killer of William Thorndike.

What could I do 7 Nothing. I decided that I was in a fight
with g tigger man. I decided that like my hero of years gone by,
Gentlemen Jim Corbett, I wcnld have to counterpunch, letting t%em strike
Tirst, h1+tlng back quickly wkiXr after ﬁ&&i had launched ﬁge—r attack, '
catching *ﬁem off balance .

I did not have to wait long into the new year. lanion had
decided to use the newly formed American Legion Post zx to focus gXf
his attack. Privately, I thought, given lanion's unconcealed distaste

H

for Our Boys," his move was more cynical than anything he had yet done,
but I had to admire his evaluation of the changing shape of forces in
our community, his pExmrEXpx perception that at least for tThe present
those who had served in the armed forces were beyond criticism. It was

a brillant stroke. The DosT @)h'"""‘l"ﬁt’

The Selectmen presented the following resolution toALarry

fhatcher, my colleague- in - arms, that 1s, he was also a doctor of
medicine practicing in Mason. Larry, a tall,thin,clzarette-sucking
fellow, was in my estimation not much of a doctor nor much of a soldler.
He did more dealing in real estate than doctoring -- I must admit he
was making a better living than I did and easier too-- and his basic
idea was to offend as few people. As a doctor, he had access to medicai
.

whiskey, and by the time Prohibition was voted égz had managed to build
himself such a habit that the last few years of his life he was an
alcoholic recluse. Though he had never left Camp Greenleaf, South
Carolina, never served overseazas, he had the nerve to come to me =2nd =2:sk
me to write a letter in support of his application for compensation for

njuries suffered in the war. I was disgusted with him and even more

disgusted with myself for doing as he asked.



I guess Laniont figured if Thatcher presented this resoltion, we'd
———

11 go =z2long with it, him being such an inoffensive chap. ¥Well, ¥anion

Y]
09

d the toat on that one. Larry was not about to ge®t into any

(D
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ituation that would endanger his real actate business and he mansged

to find something which ftook him out of town the nigzht the xrzixX
. Hillyefr Vi
resolution came up for a vote. Eill Hillyer, theppost commander of

James 2. Woodworth, Post # 11, showed i%t to me before the meeting and

i .

we decided that we we would fight it. The resolution read as follows:

Whereas Dr, William Thorndike, a law abiding patriot,resident of

Mason and Citizen ofthe United States, a man bteloved by all,who has

given the mos%t signal proof of his intense loyalty and patriotism

1. By his liberal support of =211 those agencieQ instituted to help
this country in its struggle for the msintenance ofx rizht and
justice ,

2. 3By the frequently repeated regret that insomuch as his age and
circumstances would not allow him to enter the actlive service
of the army or navy, he had not even az son to represent his
family

3. By making the Supreme Skcrifice as a result of his determination
to defeat the espionage activities directed against the lives of
our soldiers and sailors

Be it resolved; that we members of the James B. Woodworth Pocsk®,7 11,
American Legion, express our sentiments of horror at the brutal and
cowardly manner whereby his murder was accomplished

2. fhat we will ever cherish and reverence his memory insomuch
as he died that we might live

3. That we respectfully invite the members of the American
' Legion throughout the State of New Xamskixm Hampshire and

the entire United States to unlte with uvs in demanding from

the Federal Authorities and Governor Barnett of New Hampshi
3 e

to use all means in their power to bring to the bar of Jus"
the perpetrators of this dastamgly crime

(D(D

bds
O f“‘

4, That collectively and individually we pledge our unceasing
cooperation to bring atout this result.

Bill Hillyer and I worked together on this in our efforts to
Errk

tlock the use of the American Legion Post as an additional weapon against
2ob Pacliard, our County Soliciter, and égggége 0ldham, the State Attonney
General. fhe Unholy Alliance had been trying to pressure the Governor into
to gppointing a ppecial prosecutor who would call a second Grand Jury and
Zive them an official platform for presenting their affadavits and "fixed"
witnesses. ‘his we had to stop. In those days, the American Legion carried

a ig stick and swung it with a lot of weight. Though we believed that

Jovernor Barnett would s%tand behind his lawmen, as hehad up to now,
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as small as ours, 1t was asking an awful lot of a politician
tand against an outfit like the Legion.
dillyer
he first thing Hikisx did was to distribute xhe copies of the
to the assembled members and cite the section of xke our bvlaws
it impossitle to pass a resolution on the first reading. He
from the chair that discussion of the resolution would

at the next meeting which would be held a week later.

between the meetings, he sent a copy of the resolution

State Commander of the Legion, in Keene’and received

ruling of the executive committee that resolutions on the

ase were out of order but there nothing in the by-laws to

pregent members from acting as individuals.

'he whole resolution worried us.

It did in fact declare that

Thorndike was murdered by German agents, a point that we were not anxious

concede
t0 waneEgRsk,

and it equated his pottering around looking for signalépmong

the stars and reading lamps of the countryside and automobile headlights

with the sacrifices of those of us who had served oversess.

Rk ra
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were

watered down the references to Rzartzx Thdrndike's

Hillyer left the chair at the second meeting, appointing

Bellefleur

Executive Committee. He then presented a substitute resolution in

the words"”

wherever me

i

r

determ

It weas Im
resolution .
aph three of the rxEsmXkuximm itself that worried us most. e

ined that the name of the Post should not appear and we

loyalty and patriotism.

-

Homer

in his place, and presented the ruling sent him by the State

which

.

ex~gervicemen of the World War" replaced the name of the post

i
de N

ntioned. The revised solution read as follows:

being
We, the undersgned, ex-servicemen of the World War, being of
of the opinion that William Thorndike, a loyal American Citizen
and resident of Hason, New Hampshire, was dreadfully murdered
in his pursuit of German spy activities in the region, call
upon the authorities of the 3tate of Wew Hampshire to investi-
gate thoroughly all the old and new evidence in the case with
a view to thoroughly avenging the murder. In =XXEmizr attempt-
ing to reveal the German spy systexm To *he agents of our
govermment we strongly urge that the case be pergistently
probed and that the guilty are brought %o justice."

o

i



“he changes did not zo down with out a fig

e

made a few well chosen remarks about how an organization such as ours

served the country best if it kept out of politics. If we were %o keen

joF

the high place in the minds of our fellow Americans, I said, we had test
keep out of politics, avoid taking par tlsan stands and workimgxfor the
common ideals we all had fought for, We had joined in the’ putting down

of the Prussian despotism by ignoring what else might have dkvided S
If we abandoned that stance, wé would cease be a force in American life.
I 2lso said a few choice things about those who were attempting to use
us in pursuit of their own ends. I named names, 1n particular each and
everyone of the Selectmen.

We put it to a vote and won by two, to accept the revised
resolution and send it to the Selectmen..

Of course, the Courier got ahold of the whole dog fight and

it
reported7§n the weekend paper. An examination of the namegd given of
those who thought the original resolution should have been passed showed

a heavy weighting of French Canadians clearly under the thumb of the

U1
}.:.

Big ilan on the Hill. rois,Peletier, Duval, St Pierre, the Taylor
brothers, plus some ne'er do well and contrary Yankees, were names which

stood out,
I'm sure that anyone reading this account will think that it
was all a tempest in a teapot, but it was important for our cause that
we not be outmaneuvered in any involvement of ex-~-servicemen bhecause the
equally
tide of patriotism and @W® =mxaXiyxstrong fear zmgxkaixrEsx of foreigners

and foreign involvement in American affairs was still at a wartime high.
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on: Post meeting on January 22nd, then, we had hlocked
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the opening move of Harry Manion's winter campalgn. r‘here was »nlenty of
yowling at what we did and the way we did it, but we had shut down his
move To use the velterans as a pressure group on the Governor.

Though Nelson B

)

rnett was a Republican and I was 2 lifelong
Democrat, I had always liked him. He generally appointed good men,and
the Republicans did have some, starting right here in the town of Mason,
and he kept the State from interfering much in local affairs. I met hinm
first when we were both serving in the National Guard Cavalry and our
companies shared the same mess at the summer encampment at Concord. As
ny practice began to grow in Mason,I could xeX no longer afford the
Tuxury of taking two weeks off right in the height of the summer season,
for I was becoming more and more popular among the surmer visitors --

e
at a later date I would treat the emindnt author Willa Cather who tegan
to spend her summers at the Mountain House after the war -- and I found
the encampments to be more social than military. Earnett, however,. stayed
with the Guard, became an officler and used his contacts, so I am told,
to further his political career. “hat he decame governor of owr state

cates the success that he had.

=t

ind

In any case, I felt that Manion would not let up on him and I
felt that he should be informed of the gituation in llason by someone close
to the scene, someone who would help keep him from rash action in the
face of the drumfire he was under. On theigzth of January, 1920, being
Anna's birthday it® was always a réd letter day on the calendar, I wrote
him as follows?

Dear Gov. Barnett:

I am taking the literty of writing yov a few lines to assure
you that the impression that has gone out all over New England that
we were all dead in this town, or frightened, is an error.

For a year and a half, our three selectmen led by Rev Harr
Manion, have rode this town, until the majority of +he reople do nct
dare think say nothing about talk, unless they have their permission.

I came home from France about nine months ago and have waited
patiently, hoping and praying that things would improve sznd that we
might againbe the happy peaceful place we all loved so well.
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hav to sit by and see them nersecute 2 ap/ who for
years has been my good neighbtor, not a Drescher but such a
he preacher preaches about. No+ satisifhed with thisg, they
e to persecute even the friends of this man and their

es. I get off right here and from now on I pronose to give
ome excitement at least. )

I appreciate the task ahead of me, but cannot see any other
ng to do and hope to keep the respect of my 1ittle children and
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I am no®t writing to you for aid, but wish you to watch us for
a while, and, taking it for granted you have heard the story, "the
western bear fight," will say please don't help the bear.

I have +r1eﬂ to get an appointment with EZishop Pelletier,
with Father Manion present, but have not been successful so far,
Iam going to try to keep to bring this atout.

Have got one selectmean's property attached for 5 30,000,
and hope to have the whole crowd in court early next fall. Rev/
Manion wrote a petition and sent to our American Legion FPost,asking
you to appoint special counsel, and this selectim@&n went around
saying he would injure anyone's business who refused to sign said
petition. I talked with Hennessy on this and other things they
were doing, and asked under what law they could do it. He assured
me that"Mason selectmen} made their own law.” Well, maybe they do,
but I am from Missouri and have got to be shown.

Pardon my writing to you. I wished to call your attention
to our efforts for peace and liberty in this section of your
country and to ask that you offer up a silent prayer that justice

wins.

Megt respectiully,

7.C. 0'Connor
P.3.: I am not in politics, am not looking for any honors or
office, Jjust hope " to live in a house beside the road and Te
a friend of man."

I never got a reply from Governor Earnett and I did not really

expect one. With all the midnight spying and surveillance going on -- I
was still teing followed constantly -- it would not have bteen wise. I

could only hope that he had a better grasp than tezmfore of who was in-
volved ingnegative publicity our state and town were getting and would

act accordingly.
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The timing of my letter to Governor John Barnett could not have
been more apropos. After the failure to force +the resolution through
our local American Legion Post, #mmxge the Unholy Alliance shifted their
sights to bigger game and apparently on the advice of their recently
retained Bostogfg%unsel, got an appoinment w@th the Governor in his
offices in Concord. This was the §:§:¢2:::;-2;:£2§::22§. We could not
find out exactly what happened, but it was not hard to read between
the lines of the article which appearedin the Courier two days later.

TA~r 2
Mason, New Hampshire, Febglanx_g‘

One of the features of the Conference which the Selectmen held with
)ﬁ:ﬁs”“‘ Gov.¥#shn Barnett in Concord relative to the murder of William

Thorndike is the announcement by Selectmen Edward Boyden that if

the state failed to make an arrest, the Selectmen would make one.

Immediately after the conference, the Selectmen retained Alexander

Kern Murphy of Concord to draw up written charges against County

Soliciter Robert Packard and Attorney Henry 0Oldham of Concord for

allegedly failing to properly conduct the investigation of the

Thorndike tragedy. This probably will take another week. The Select-
x feel that they have made progress at the conference, in spite of

the hostile attitude of Gov. Barnett at times.

The evening the above article appeared, D.D. Trudeau came
storming into my office just as I was seeing the last of my after-supper
patients out the door. He was holding the paper the paper with two fingers
like a soiled pair of drawers and was gesturing with the other hand as if
to dispel a bad odor. " Have you seen this?" he bellowed, as he followed
me back into my inner office, where I shut the door. I was slightly
amused to see him with the paper, because I knew he refused to subscribe
to the Courier openly, but kast had his secretary get a daily copy in her
name. That way he did not have to go into George Dunne's drug store to
pick it up. With his temper, that was probably a wise move.

" Yes," I said,"what about it?"
» What are we going to do?" he said. " How are we going to fight

this move? Do you want me to set up a meeting at Merrill's house ? This

ig terrible."”
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Motioning him into the patient's chair, I filled my pipe
from the can of Prince Albert, 1it it, and leaned back in my office
chair, Imxxing
2RRXX letting off a mouthful of blue smoke. I hadn't had a free
moment in the last two hours and I needed to compose myself.,

" To begin with, you cool off. We've got to think this thing
through and we can't go off half-cocked. No meetings. We do nothing.
I'm not surprised. If I am surprised at anything, it's that they've
waited so long to go to the Governor. They've threatened often enpugh."

" But we've got to get our story to the Governor," he sputtered.

" I think he knows our stdry," I said.

" In the first paragraph they threaten to make an arrest if
the state doesn't”

" Pure bluff. They've had a year and a half to make an arrest
and they haven't done it. Take that second paragraph, now. Let me tell
you what happened,” I said.

"All right, you tell me what did happened."” D.D. wasn't happy
at my attitude but he was willing to listen.

" First of all they presented Bgrnett with the petitions. Very
impressive. More than 500 signatures. And they expected him as a
politician to cave in. We're a small state and%petition that size from
our rural area indicates trouble and politicians don't like truauble."”

" God, yes," he breathed.

" Then, they tried to get him to promise to appoint a deputy
attorney general, a special attorney, and call a second Grand Jury --
a jury to which they could present all their perjured affadavits and
lately emerged witnesses."”

" We know George Dunne has been using all his contacts in the

legislature to exert pressure on the Governor for that," D.D. said.
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" Exerting pressure is one thing; a direct confrontation is
another. That'sw where they made their mistake."
"Why mistake ?"

"There’'s only one thing a politician hates worse than having.
to explain some missing or misspent funds and that is an attack on
another elected officéal. He' 11 act if he has to but only if he has
to. If you think he's going to act on his own, you've got another
think coming. And that explains the second paragraph. I watched

AZ&:; Barnett operate in the Guard when we served together and I've
watched him ever since. He knows when to be sweet and when to be
nasty."

" And you figure he got nasty."

" Sure, that's what Lincoln meant by hqstile attitude. He told
them to rngﬁznx their charges against Packard and Oldham in writing
and then they'xmd have something to talk about. And then he booted
them out of his office.”

"So what do we do, wait ? "

" Yes. I'm surprised at Alec Murphy taking ERx¥x their side. He's
always been a good man. I've appeared for him and given medical testi-
mony, and I've been impressed. He's a fighter, had a good record in
the AEF, and I'm not happy about his being in the opposition. He's

somebody to watch out for.

Trudeau left, feeling a lot better than when he arrived,and
promised to pass on to the other members of the Soft Pedal Squad my
view of the present situation. I was more disturbed than I cared to
let him or anyone else know. Wouldfggig'Barnett hold fast as I thought,
or would he yield +to the pressure of some Mason voters and the
negative publicity our town aﬁd state was getting daily all over New
England through the Courier articles. Maybe the ou;tcome depended on
his own ambitions. If he wanted to be a senator or even a congressman,

who knows...
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As 1t turned out, I need not have worried about &zhn Barnett.
HE XXX AX RO X REEKA KA X A KA XM BN Y X NI AR AR X X B X KB X PR BB ENEX A XX KA X REREX
ﬁKKXXK@XXXKKKKK&XKXX%KXKHXXXK&X%KXKXXKIHXXK He set up g second meeting

&% days later, on February 1@th, in his offices, and the Selectmen

bJRs*;,u A had their counsel, George Waldstein, present a Bill of Complaint. This

8
,vﬁaﬂld,was a switch and their second major =zzmm mlstake. @he sight of Waldstein,

W

M

a greasy,low-type Jew lawyer from Boston, who had a record of pressing
all kinds of harrassing phoney injury suits which he often got settled
out of court because defendents preferred to savex time and money that
way, apparently infuriated the Governor. Not only was he put in the
position of standing in judgment on his own Attorney General and a very
well-thought-of County Soliciter, but he was put there by a big city
shyster. .

Rob Packard told me later that Barnett was magnificent. He
got on Waldstein right away. He accused him of being an agent of the
Boston Courier and of being respohsible for the terrible publicity
our state and town was receiving for the sake of selling more newspapers.
We learned later that a letter he ﬁad written to Waldstein telling of

his intention to consult with Federal authorities in Boston had appear-

ed in the Courier as a news item, when he, Barnett, had had nqcontact

with the paper at all. Obviously Waldstein had leaked it to the paper.

BxRRExxxXakkedxakmut
Barnett talked about a big city newspaper making New Hampshire

a target and said that state officials had done all they could in
pursuit of the Thorndike murderers and suggested that Federal officials
Begin an investigation and if needbe call a Federal gran%jury.

He said that it was not within his jurisdiction to investi-
General

gate the official acts of Attorney/Henry Oldham and County Soliciter

Robert Packard of Chesire County. He told the Selectmen that he would
grant them no further hearings until they submitted formal charges of

malfeasence against the two men.
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With that he declared the meeting to be at an end. He refused
to listen to anything that Waldstein had to say, telling him that he
found him professionally repulsive and morally unsuited to make a present-
ation for any cause. And thatwas the end of that.

But of course it wasn't.

I don't know which one -- Manion or Waldstein -- wrote the
letter which appeared in the Courier two days after the meeting, but I
think it was Waldstein. He was the one Barnett gored at the meeting and
the sarcastic tone was a little too subtle for Harry Manién. One thing
is sure: it was not written by the three who signed it. My feeling was
that it was a little too clever to have much effect on those it was

supposed to move; its chief effect seemed to be to make the writer feel

petter. Here it is.

Mason, New Hampshire
February 10, 1920

Honorable &Gﬁé Bgrnett, Governor .
Concord, New Hampshire

Your Excellency:

After thinking over our conference with you yesterday, we
feel an apology is due your excellency from us, the Select-
men of Mason, for intruding a murder case upon you when
your mind was so occupied with defending our state from the
aspersions of foreign newspapers.

We were very much impressed with the courage you displayed
in castigating your victims -- when you were willing to
allow them an opportunity to reply and feel that under 1like
circumstances you could have conquered the force of the B@che

si -handed.
agig’ eloguenca

We were very sorry to have occasion to floutawhich we feel
will have seriom8 consequences and which will ultimately
be found to manifest itself in one of two ways: 1) If the
flood went into the Merrimack River, it would have the
effect of destroYing all the suckers so that the future
supply must necessarily come from Portsmouth and 2) if it
went into the laundry, the results would be such a supply
of fertilizer it would make the gardens in the Wicinity of
Concord yield bountiously, thus reducing the high cost of
living. :

We are very glad to learn from you that the Boston Courier
is " leading us around."” It may surprise you to learn that
this paper is the only one which has ever attempted in a
wholehearted way to give assistance to us inx this matter
3. 1.064 B4 IS 3L ETETT.T.964.5.39.6 €064 3896 .+ 4 T3
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and that assistance has been rendered to us without expense by
the town of Mason. This publicity given us by this paper, in

our opinion, has not disgraced the people of New Hampshire or
the people who are above suspicion, Only politicians who may have
been susceptible to influence may have become besmirched.

Attorney Geogge Waldstein is under our retainer not the Boston
Courber's. He has never been employed by that newspaper and was
introduced by us to their representative. Although he and we

seem to have been thoroughlyyby your excellency, you may be
interested to know that our(éntentions are the same as heretofore

VSullah

In closing,\we wish again to thank you for the courteous and
gentlemanlyl)in which we were received by you, the assistance you
have rendered us, and to assure you that we will not in the future
try to put anything over on you, or corrupt you, or lead you
astray.

and our courage is good.

Wishing you all the suwcess and prosperity you deserve, we are:

( signed) Edward Boyden
Alfred Partridge
Peter Hennessy

Childish, don't you think? and not terribly effective. The
Selectmen could not ignore what the Courier was doing, publishing
almest daily the baldly plgnted stories written up by Bart Lincoln.
Their problem was that fhere was nothing happening to report on ; the
only thing they could do was to give Packard and Oldham hell because
nothing was happening and blame them for it. The connection between
Waldstein and the Courier was a covert one and if they weren'st paying
him directly, they were indirectly.

The heavy-handed referenceé@o sewage or horse manure were
so obscure as to be unintelligible. They were daring in suggesting
that Barnett had been influenced undﬁly, but that kind of claim flows
right off the back of any experienced politician.

Actually, I felt we had won that rbund without really taking
part in the fight. We knew they would go to the state level sooner or

later and that failing there, they would go to the national level.
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And they did go to Washington within a week after the set-to
with Governor Barnett. They had sent letters to}.iétorney General
Palmer, ﬁho even then was earning a reputation for striking hardz and
often against foreign influences inthe United States, particulariy
the Reds who were stirring up labor unrest in our country which was
trying to get back to normal after an overseas struggle. Though we
might not have approved some of his methods, we did agree that action
must be taken to keep our peace-loving country at peace. We could not
afford to lose ?o subversion what we hadw won'in blood in France.
However, they/%%% get to see the great A, Mitchell Palmer himself
but were referred to the Assistynt A.G. in charge of the Bureau of
Criminal Investigation. From the newspaper accoints of the meeting --
done by the Courier representative who had attendeé;sze Thorndike
nephews and the Selectmen and counsel Waldstein -- we gathered that
what they got mostly was promisesypromises of cooperation, promises
that" if evidence warrented he would prosecute regardless of social,
financial, or political prominence of persons involved." Statements
so bland as this worried us not at all. We knew that no such evidence
existed, or we thought we did.

If they got promises for cooperation in sharing records,
in the dispatch of special agents, in prosecution“if the evidence
warrentedhfrom the Department of Justice, they got no such thing
Abtehawn
from Senator Gaichell-dbaabam, Father Abraham his supporters called
him. I wish I had the time to outline the political career of'ﬂ;;ah
Al

+ I admired him immensely, even if he was of the other party.
He was a crusty old paxxy cuss, never used threi}igids when two would
do, “g#® had the respect of xkexpx his fellow senators as well as that
of the péople of New Hampshire. He looke#qut after the interests of
the state azxweX¥ while guarding the interests of the individual
citizen. By this time, his election had become a matter of form and

oy’ MAsjus
we Democrats would let the Mayor of Laconia)run against for
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the honor of it -- it was always good to get the party together once
in a while ~-- but we never expected to win. We paid our dues with
Abraham Calcaldd

Cztrihrdbeahan 'and felt that he was just as much our Senator as he was

theirs. He was ,after all, the most effective man from our part of

the country since Daniel Webster. -

Like any good politician, Senator%ié% knew exacily where
the votes came from and in what ?roporticn. He knew who to call in every
village and town in the Granite State and he knew Perkins Meade and the
members of the Soft Pedal Squad back to the first time he'd run for

congressman. His ability to avoid saying anything he didn't want to

say or taking any stand he didn't want to take is well illustrated by
delegation from Mason.

this exchange between him and the members of the Kasrm
the Selectmen

Chntsgingeporter= Senator, will you give/mx a statement to take to

the people of Mason when they return ?

Yy
G& ¢ I will assist in bringing any matters which the
Selectmen desire to the proper government department.
I would do the same for any of my constituents.The
manf$¥uspect, whom I know very well, if he came to
me I would g%ve him the same assisstance.
<=,

Waldstein: Senator » will you not go on record as
; taking a personal interest in the Thorndike case?
Al

: Ah, the pressures of my duties in the Senate
present me from camping on the doorstep of the
attorney general to see that every case is pursued.
I'd like to point out toy you, sir, that you are
talking to a Repiblican Senator and to two
Republican congressman under a Bemocratic admin-
istration. You can expect no favors from this

administration.

Waldstein: Senator, we appeal to you,not as a US Senator,
G;—r necessarily, but as a red-blooded American

AM

baen— -

: Don't see what more we can do. I have already
shown my interest by arranging the interview
which we have had with the Department of Justice.

So it was a shut-off in Washington as well as Concord and the
fromt still held. It was time to plan for the spring campaign and the
opening battle would be the March election of town officials. The last
election had been of little importance as can be seen by the calibre of
mén who was elected. This election might well determine whether or not

the persecution of Perkins Meade would continue for another two years.
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Chapter XIV Winter 1920

Kaiser Bill Lives VI by Francis O'Connor, M.D.

" How's That," ﬁ:EELAnna as she raised the large square of
of heavy cardboard on which she'd been working. The letters,done in
black and triple-highlighted in red, white’, and blue for depth, stood
out bright and clear, and spelled out the message:

VOTERS OF MASON AWAKE !!
to
HIGHER TAXES and HIGHER DEBT

1916 = $ 24/000 1919= $ 33/000
1920= $ 50/000 ?

" That's great, " I said., " We'll need two more just like

that one. One for each station where the handbills are being given
out??guigg's Drug store and that gets the post office entrance; one for
each of the Mills at noon. The ones at the mills move at the end of the
lunch hour to Fay's Department store and Coymier's Market. That way
there are always at least two people with the signs and handbills. I
don't think they'll try any rough stuff, but you never know. You are
sure that you and the other women are willing to do this? "

<;E»fi " We said we would,didn'tw we ? Having the vote won't do

us much good if we don't stand up and fight for what is right. We won't
let Laine Meade do it, EmExm even though she'd like to, because Perkins
doesn't want her to get involved publicly. But it's time the good women
of this town stood beside their men. It's time we ended the persecution
of a man who's dying by inches."”

Why I was surprised at the bravery and determination of my
good wife, Anna Norgross 0'Connor, I do not know. All of our married
life she had displayed the greatest courage_imaginable : eleven pregnancies
in 23 years and we'd lost six of them; complete acceptance of her role
in keeping the home fires burning when I went off to France leaving her

with four small children and one boy, Francis, in college.
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I guess it was because she'd always borne her burden in private,
without comment or complaint. She was the one who'd always stayed
at home after waking when I answered the midnight call to the bed
of the sick, never knowing, in the last year msmi—iwwif, whether
this was the call of the assassin waiting for me in the shadows of
some lonely farmyard. When the time came to do our tombstone in
Connaught Cemetary, I knew that under her kam# name it would be
written: " She also served," and this would be a lifetime comment,
not just in balance to the inscription of my war service. She%igked
so little and given so much. The role she'd played while I was off

in the AEF had given her a new strength and she showed, as the poet

says, the iron in her soul.
Anna had organized, unofficially, the women in our group,

that is, the wives of those of us who were defending Perkins Meade,
into an effective Auxiliary. IM=tmr—tmptmmies Maybe it was after
the anonymous letters with their death threats started coming; maybe
it was the anonymous phone calls, hut through the various church
organizations which met at the homes of members for teas, literary
matters, sewing bees for foreign missions, and I-don't-know- what,
quietly and with great determination, she had forged a union which

had closed ranks on our cause.
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Problem: When did American women get the vote? Could they vote in
a 1920 election. If they could , para. "A," will stand.If
not, the para. "B" is to be substituted.

i t ’
' ]3 P We said we would, didn't we ? We will soon have the vote

the vote and it won't do us much good if we are not accustomed to
standing up and x fighting for what is right...... the rest as in

para.”A"
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Anna took place the week before the election, as we were making fever-

But here I get ahead of my story. The converfation with

ish preparations for what I was convinced would be a pivotal event
in the life of our town. It was a chance to get rid of that miserable
bunch of %imz Selectmen, who were the cat's paw, the xf;;:i;in political
armygof that Big Man on the Hill, the Kaiser, Father Harry Manion. As
long as they were the elected officers of the town, Manion had the
use of the +town name and the town treasury. Everything he told them
to do had an an official stamp of approval. Bart Lincoln never wrote
position
of anything they did or wanted to do without mentioning their =mffizx
as elected officials acting for the town, with the support of all
patriotic and freedom loving people in it. Their stance was almost
un-attackable since all lojal Americans were only too aware of the
threat of the Bolsheviki to our great institutions of government and
law. Anarchy and lawlessness seemed to be the aim of the recently
arrived foreign element in our society. Bombs and bomb threats were
everywhere; strikes and threats of strikes endangered fhe productivity
of our great nation. All good Americans supported their elected official:
especially those of good native stock. An exchﬁnge of letters will make
quite clear what we were up against.

The first letter is from Mrs. Beatrice Robertson, who was the
leader in the Mason summer community. This group was inthe main made
-up by wealthy people from the Boston, New York, and Philadelphia areas
who had bought abandoned farmhouses and fixed them up for summer homes
or who had formed cohonies on several of the six lakes in our township.
They were important in that they brought in a lot of money,employed a
lot of local help, and thus enabled a number of townspeople to make it
through our long cold New Hampshire winters. They were highly educated,

highly cultured, and generally treated w&#h natives with a slight air

of superiority.
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There was not‘mixing between the summer people and the locals.
They liked to regard us as highly amusi; :id for our side, prices always
went up in the local store;x&emorial Day and down %iain e Labor Day.
Such practice was recognized but not acknowledged mm both. It was the
way it was. As a professional man, I was accepted and Xxkexxke at one
time or another I made house calls at the homes oﬁﬁthe summer residents.
They paid well and promptly, and.I found some of them to be very inter-
gX esting. What maﬁy townspeople found hard to take was their constant
desire to improve us. Mrs. Robertson was not only one of the chief
imprdvers, she was also a longtime friend of William and Polly Thorndike.
As owner of one of the chief industries in Myason, D.D. Thoreau was of

sufficient importance to merit her attention and he shared with mg her

letter and his reply.

Mr. Delphine D. Trudeau 3 Eliot Circle
Mason, New Hampshire Cambridge, Mass
damuaxy

February 3, 1920

Dear Sir:

I am writing you as one of the ® men of influence in Mason
to say that a rumor is going about that certain people in Mason
intend at Town meeting to put out the present board of selecmen
because of their efforts to find out who killed Mr. Thorndike,
and to choose a new board which will let the whole matter drop.
It does not seem possible that this can be true, but the rumor
is bound to doge great harm to the reputation of the town and
should be denied if untrue.

The fact that no one has been brought to justice for this
awful crime is already hurting the town. I have been surprised at x
the number of my acquaintmmances who have been in the habit of
making a winter trip to Mason who have gone elsewhere this winter,
saying frankly that they would not find their customary long walks
about the country agreeable with the knowledge that there was a
murderer at large in the region.

For the sake of the different people who have been unjustly =xs
suspected it seems important that the matter should be followed up.
They themselves must surely feel this, for their names can never
be wholly cleared until the culprit is found.

Feeling sure of your interest in what so vitally concerns
Mason's welfare and trusting you will exercise your influence in
every way possible to have the town officials supported in their
difficult but exceedingly important task of carrying their
investigation to a definite conclusion, I am

Sencerely yours ,

Pres. Mason Improvement (signed) Mrs. B. L. Robertson
Society.
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Mrs. B,L. Robersson Feb. 5, 1920
# 3 Eliot Circle
Cambridgg,Mass.

Dear Madam:
I have yours of the 3rd at hand and was much surprised at the

information which you gather regarding our town affairs,

Nobody in Mason I believe has any desire to hinder in anyway
the prosecution of the guilty party in the Thorndike case,
although such a rumor has been more or less circulated about
town, but the present dis-satisfacyion with our board of
Selectmen has been for the utter dus-regard of cost in simply
duplicating the work that was already done by the Federal and
County officials.

What the leading men in town object to is not the prosecution
of the guilty party regardless of who he may be, but of the
the needless expense which our Selectmen either now or could
very easily avail themselves of that fact.

The rumor that you refer to is simply a propaganda to arouse

public sentiment where it has been absolutely impossible to
produce evidence of any discription(sic). Which possibly if

you have followed this matter closely any further explaination(sic)
in this line would be unnesessary.

I have the utmost confidence in the Mason Rmpie people and believe
they will not do anuthing but what is for the best interest of
Mason at our town meeting.

Respectfully yours,

DDT- C

A heavy silence hung over the group while we completed our reading
of the two letters. Trudeau had given each of us a carbon copy of his
letter to Mrs. Robertson and haé%%?%ga up copies of her letter. The
group I should have explainéd earlier was those of us who had supported
our friend and neighbor Perkins Meade. We were meeting in the back room
of George Marlborough's taxidermist's shop. George like a number of
"independently minded Yankees supported himself in different ways. He had
a giiogﬁop, where he kept a good supply of shotguns for the hunters and
fishing equipment for fishermen. He'§£§B his customers the equipment to
shoot and catch their game and he mounted their trophies for them when
they had them. He also did a small bit of surveying and did pretty well
when there was much real estate m changing hands. Problem with George was
you never knew when he was in and when he wasn't. He loved the solitary

life of the outdoorsman and was apt to light out early in the morning



©

and not be seen for the next several days. How his wife put up with it I
don't know. He never said much and he hadn't been much help, wouldn't sign
any public statements or take any public stands, but he was definitely
with us and when he had heard that we were having trouble finding a place
to meet -- we didn't like to meet in any of the mill or factory offices
and I decided my bffice was too public a place also ~-- had offered his
workroom behind his shop. It was both public and private. Trudeau,Webb,
Merrill, and Baxzk Black were hunters and so it was natural for them to

be seen going to Marlborough's for ammunition or whatever. I had no real
reason to go there, but he'd leave the door to his barn,attached to the
house,open and I'd drive in and pull the door to. George was off on one
of his jaunts zgitafternoon in early February and that arrangement suited
everybody.

We all finished reading about the same time. Elmer Webb, who
kept a cigarette going nightfand day, stubbed the one he'd just 1lit and
fired up another. " God-damned women, " he said. " Always got their noses
into somebody's business; always interfering.” No body replied to what he
said. That was Elmer Webb. We all knew his story. He'd been sick in a.
Boston hospital a few years back, some said it was the booze, some said
the booze didn't start until after the children came, but he'd married
the nurse he had,Bertha Beck:;? a pushy german frau from Haverhill,Mass.
énd brought her home to Mason. That was his mistake. He was 35 and had lived
pretty much the way he wanted, spent long hours in his tack factory when
he was in town and was out of town a lot drumming up tradé. Once Bertha
got the kids, she had him. She was after him all the time to do this and
do that. He bought her everything she wanted, but you never saw them“out ®
together. We all knew Elmer was death on women and for his part, Mrs.
Robertson's letter was all that could be ekpected. Some said he kept a

woman in Boston, but no one ever asked.,
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Horatiom Black , who was the superintendant of the denim mill,
was a silent Yankee if there ever was one. ( I can make this judgment
because I'm a New York-Stater ) qudﬁ%was happily married and devoted to
his wife, and he couldn't let Elmer's comment pass totally.

" Now, I cannot agree with your generality, Webb, but I mlst
agree thaf in this case it seems justified. These summer people have
taken this attitude from the beginning. They always saw the Thorndikes
as one of their own, moreso than one of usyeven if they'd lived in Mason
more than 30 years. I heard that some of 'em hired guards for six months
after old Thorndike was put down. "

" Problem is some of them influence a lot of the weakerAminds
in the community, particularly the ones who work for them, "said SRexX=le -
Merrill. | |

" Problem is that the Selectmen have the summer folks complet-
ely bamboozled, " I said."Look at the amount of busine'ss the Bank's lost
since August 1918. You're all directors of the bank and you know this.
It's killing Perkins. "

" What do you think of my answer?" asked Thoreau.

" Damned sight more polite than I'd be."

" Nicely# worded, D.D." ,
" You put your finger on it, D.D. They haven't followed this

whole business closely, they've just swallowed what they read inthe Courier

hook , line, and sinker."

By this time I knew the line I wanted to follow and I could use
the 30633333 letter as a kind of spur to action. As the months had passed
I had felt that time was on our side: I was confident that Manion and his .
gang couldn't come up with anything new and that the x£f fickle public
would get tired of being whipped to a frenzy by press stories which never

came to anything.
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At the sgme time, I knew that the bonds of freiendship
and close relationships ( church, fraternal organization, place in
society) which had held this group together were apt to weaken and
break as an effect of the passing of time. Now was the time to act
and to act with care. Our victories in Concord and Washington could
prove our undoing if we did not build on them.

" As I see it, DJDy I began,“ you have given us the
theme for our election campaign, in the second and third paragraphs of
your answer to Mrs. Robinson. All the signs are that we are in for some
hard fime§§%§e next year or more. Nobody knows this better thanyou do.
Each of '(&whas told me of the cutback in orders and how your backlog

of work is getting dangerously low. " Disregard of the cost in

"

duplicating the work already done by Federal and County officials says

it all. " Needless Expense."” Yes,sir. What we needz to do is to spell
and foww

this out in terms of tax rate/=mdtmn debt, It's too bad the townspeople

will not be getting their tax bills BEFORE the election, but Horatiom

has supplied me with some figures for the last four years -- 1917 thru

1920 -- on borrowing by the town and we can project the tax rate for

the coming year. I've typed up copies for all of you and I'd like your

comments. Mewspapsy’ C‘T"l
I passed axmium around copies of the Shge I had prepared.

" This is what I want to put out the weekend before the election. It
will be too late then for any real reply. Most people don"'t really pay
any attentiom to town finances. They just complaln about the tax bills
when they get them and then it's too late. Thls7_retty clear to any
taxpayer, no matter which side he's on} =Xt the Selectmen have bungled
the Thorndike investigation and that the longer it goes on the worse the
expense is going to get. Incidentally, Anaa has gotten all of your wives

W/
and some otherg too to agree to hand these out. They will make some

: o hrivq bAcle The Fiuns
plagcards with the highlights on them to sesere—trErer———— T, "

I The ads.



ﬂw?uﬂlpoqg.aut
The T==me looked like this.

VOTERS OF MASON

Do you know the financial condition of your Town? Do you
know that before the money raised by taxation becomes avail
able, it is customary to borrow onm notes at the prevailing
interest rate? Do you know your condition in this repect ?
Here it is --

LONG AND SHORT TERM NOTES( not bonds) PAYABLE
January 31, 1917  $9,000.00
January 31, 1918 - 6,500.00
January 31, 1919 18,000.00
January 31, 1920 33,000.00

The total téx assessed in 1919 was $ 71,829.81. The Notes
Payable Account, as of January 31, 1920, was $ 33,000.00
or pretty nearly half of last year's assessment. If you
pay all your notes, spend just as much as last year, and
continue present policies, does not this mean a tax rate
for 1920 of about 3 50.00 per thousand ? If it does mean
that, then surely it means that every home valued at

$ 2,000,00 must pay a $ 100.00 tax. How do you like that
prospect?

Your present financial condition may be the result of
excessive expenditures for Schools, Roads, or the Thorndike
Case, or it may be the result of an inefficent administration.
In any event, the firstmfactors are always with you but
the last two can be eliminated at your pleasure.

How much has already been spent by the Town on the s@-called
investigation of the Rearxfasxe Thorndike Case, we do not
know, nor we believe does anyone. From figures available,
however, it is pretty safe to say that on March 1, 1920,

the total of Thorndike Case exgpenses -- paid and unpaid,
reported and concealed -- is approximately $ 10,000.00

In support of this statement we can merely say that since
February 1, 1920, one firm of lawyers received $ 1,430.00

of your money. Is it unreasonable to suppose there are other
unpaid bills? DHT

About 104 times in the past in thef 18 months, you have heard,
Wlhere's going to be an arrest in about two weeks." Has there
been one ? Do you believe a Board of Selectmenk,who have
publicly claimed” we know who killed Mr. Thorndbke and we
have sufficient evidence to convict," are justife@d in allow
ing the murderer at large? ,

If you feel as we do about it, you will work for, vote for -
and elect on March 2, 1920, a .,Board of Selectmenx who will
handle the Thorndike Case or any other case solely on its
merits and who will ACT instead of TALK.

We ask your aid in the election of the following candiates
who measure up to these specifications:



I waited for €=§::;e Merrill to comment. I valued what he had

XRXBAYXXAIWAYS

to say, always. He was a good businessman, shrewd in evaluating any
financial situation, and I know that it was his coolness that had saved
the firm of Merrill and Thoreau from making some bad timber purchases for
their box factory. D.D. was too impulsive, too quick to act, and If he
once got the idea that doing a certain thing was a good idea, there was
Mo stopping him. All in all they complemented each other. ﬁ%e had
been in State pmiimixxzx politics, at one time there had been talk of
running himfor governor, and he knew how to evaluate issues.

" What do you think, G#géé;;?" I asked him.

" Very solid, Doctor," he replied. " Full of facts and figures.
But I wish we had something with greater appeal, greater impact. Most of

our mill hands, and Horatio's too , rent their houses from the company
-~ we give them a good rate as part of their wages really -- and they do
not pay property taxes. You can tell'em that they are all consumers and
that one way or another they affected by the fax rate but they won't
believe you. I agree that Town spending is the issue. If it goes on at
this rate, we are all in +trouble. But it is not what we need to get the
workingmanis vote in this election. Manion got them out in good numbers
last year and from what I hear, he's promised to deliver even more at
this election. If only we had been able to catch one of them with his
hand in the till. I don't know what else we can do. "

Horatiom Wkixxe Black picked up the conversation. " If you
don't have a great issue -~ ifwe'd caught Monk Boyden getting a kickback
on road supplies,for example,er found out that Bird Partridge had been
making a little on the iron pipe the town buys for the water department --
we could hang that on them, as a group. Problem is nebther of them has
spent enough time on proper town business this past year to get caught at
anything. The one thing left is the candidates you put up and we have

three good ones. Merrill, Webb and I each contacted severalw candidates
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and we ended up with three good ones. Two young and one old. Something

for every body. I pursuaded Jimmy Fitzpatrick to run for the one year
term. He has the insurance business he runs from the house and he's

been able to sell a lot of 1life policies this last year. People trust
him. He's a good businessman, has some money in Fay's Department store
now. He figures it will cost him to run, win or lose, but he's willing
to do it."”

<
Crxrete Merrill said,"” I've got the old one. Herbert Bennett has agreed
to run on our ticket"”
Thoreau broke in," I didn't know that. How did you get him to do it?
Last time I talked to him, he wanted to concentrate on the town history
he's doing.? |
" Wasn't easy, "Merrill said. “ Of course he has a great record of public
service. Served in the state senate and house of representatives both;
The thing he's most proud of is the fine water system Wwe have in Mason.
He thought it up and he saw that it was put in proper. I think I got him
to change his mind, he was adamant about no more public service, when I
mentioned what a mess Bird Partridge was making of his, Herbert's, water
system. I told him Bird'd been so busy running off in all directions on
the Thorndike Case that the proper inspections and repair work hadn't
been attended to in more than a year. That did it. He said it would take
him the two year term to get the system back in the shape he'd left it,‘
and he was willing to do it. We'll have to listen to his speeches --
how a man can talk that slow I don't know -- but a lot of people think
a lot of Herbert. He is a very important addition to our ticket."

Turning toward Elmer Webb, I said, " Who's the third?"

" Jonathan Millwright. " he said. * He adds balance. His
family's been in the dairy business in this town for three generations
and though he's Dbarely out of New Hampshire State College, he's already
brought in some modern practices and they're working. He's young but

I've heard a lot of good things said of him.



He's a farmer and though he isn't as tactful as he might be, rubs a lot
of the 6ld stick-in-the-mud types the wrong way, he's got a lot of them
listening to him too. He's got both the County and the State extension
people making more visits to Mason in a year thanthey did before in five.
He%%cientific in his approach to farming and the scientific farmer is the
only one who's going to ak make it in the 1920s. Wish he didn't have that
stiff leg, but why that would keep peopleffﬁg voting for him I don't see."”

" Did he get the bad leg in the service?" I asked.

" No, it was a haying accident when he was a kid,so he came
by it honestiy. Kept him out of the service,matser of fact ."

" Soundds like we've got three good ones. If we can elect them,
the rest of the ticket will float in along behind. Who've we got for
Moderator of the School Board? " I turned to DD Thoreau.

" Same as last year, Ralph Henderson."

" I'11 say they are. George Dunne is their man."

" Kind of small pickings for George after being in the

Izzixiakuxexandxaxtx
legislature and all.

" I think they see this®ection being as important as we
do. Not so much what the position is as it is that one of them gets it.
Total show of confidence, they're saying."

\ W b

" Chmwdie, your wife Anne is running for the school committee?"

" Yes,anadheaven help her if Dunne gets elected moderator."

" I asked Richard Weston to run for Chief of Police and he
is willing. Be nice if we could get him back in after the Selectmen fired
him."

" Have you heard Doc?"said DD. " They' re importing a retired

Waldstein
cop from Boston to run for chief. A friend of Waksxmim, their Boston Jew

attorney, I hear. If he wins, watch your step !! "

I felt that it was time to sum-up and close the meeting, I

wasn't too happy about meeting as a group. It wasn't my style. Stili, if

you're going to work with other people, you have to get togther with them.
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ere w&% one more thlng I wanted to take up with Them. read about it
in the paper and it seem& like a good idea.a#:#h==$ém=, Tiessmivsieier

v

*ieaddressed the group formallyfi g‘!%pes of having my idea
better received. " Gentlemen. Some time in the fall,for the municipal
elections in Pittsburgh,or maybe it was RkxXadepk Philadelphia, a group
of citizens were running a reform ticket against a Tammanye~type city
administration and they needed a sign, a symbol which would characterize
what they were trying to do: replace graft and~bribery with honest
dealing, replate iniquity with purity. And they conceived the idea of
- putting a white bow of the arm of each person in their party for easier
identification, and perhaps to pursuade the undecided to vote their way.
They purchased rolls and rolls of broad r1bbon and on election day wore

the mark of their party proudly and, as it turned out, with good effect.
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They threw the rascels out.
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z:u.“Early on in the struggleof the past nearly two years%fxnu were

labeled the Soft Pedal Squad; and ég§'turned the tables ohfthe opposition
by taking the slur ( that $:§'were soft»pedalling justice in the town) and
turning it around by accepting it as gour own title. We piablished undér )
that name, you may remember. What 1 would like to propose here and now
is that we commisssion Elmer Webb, since he is more often in Boston than
any of the rest of us, to buy 15 large romis of’ white ribbon ~- and be
sure you get a good pfice, Elmer -- which we will distribute among our
friends -~ I suggest we ask the ladies to handle tﬁe details of cutting_
and distribution -- so that when we go to the polls the first Tuesday in
March, we go declaring the purity of our intention to rid the town of
the birds of ill omen who now sit in places of trust. What say you all?"
They all agreed it was a dramétic gesture and it was so

mxiExEs
ordered. Elmer Webb bought the ribbon on his next trip to Boston. LﬂTEJl
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Chapter XV March 1920

Town Meeting Day, March 2, 1920, was a day of extraordinary
brightness and warmth for the time of year. The pale winter sun shone
with an iﬁtensity which belied its position in the sky. The residents
of Mason were too experienced in the cussedness of New England weather
to belie#e that the back of winter was broken. They knew that there
would be more snow, at least two or three stretches of sudden dips gi
mercury when rain would turn to sleet and the ground would be frozen
into the deep ruts which made the going difficult. They knew that a
long season‘of mud-time lay ahead when a car could go sliding out of
confrol into the ditches‘along the back country roads. It would bed

aroun

many weeks before it was safe to go into the swampy undergrowth/mf the

town's ponds to gather the long ropey vines of fragrant trailing arbutus.

excitement
And yet, there was an EXEXXXERX EXEXXx®RX in the air wkizkxwas felt by
walking for the early shift

the workers f£x¥ixgx ximto the mills and factory/and was expressed by the
nervous chatter among them as they swung their lunch pails from side to

| there : ..?-v’zgg%.
side. XX was a holiday spirit in strong contrast to the usual
sullen ambling along of the ordinary work day. The post office was
filled with box holders eager to get the early mail delivery and to be
about their morning chores so they would free for the day's activities.
Wives in kitchens all over town were breparing huge breakfasts for their
husbands and children, who sat ax banging their silverware in anticipation
of the steaming oatmeal and bacon and eggs and fried bread which they
could smell cooking. No one needed to be urged to eat. There were no
protests over lumpy gruel, no glasses of unfinished milk. It was a
speciai day. Important issues were to be settled. The parents in these
- homes talked as they rarely did on an early March morning and the children
catching the temper of their parents were full of their plans for the day,

too.
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Because the Town Meeting was held in Union Hall in the second
floor auditorium where all large activities were held, plays, basket-
all games, minstrel shows, graduations, 'a school holiday had been
declared. The classrooms on the ground floor were empty tﬁat day so that
the townspe@ple could go up the stairs which wound up either side of
the entry g;;;x without disturbing the children at their learning or
be disturbed by them. School was oute

The Meeting was called for 10 of{clock. By nine-thirty most of
the smaxs placef in the TP rows of wooden chairs fastened together on

S

long rails for easier moving by the janitors when they cleaneq,were
filled. People sat together in groups with their friends and the sides
were easily made out because here and there clusters of citizens wore
bows of white ribbon on their left arm8, Among those who did not, there
was a continuous buzz as new arrivals were allowed to slip into seats
saved for them and the identity of those marked by the bows was pointed
out by those already in place.

Outside the building and carefully placed off the school

Ay B i of Tho Wik poty ol

grounds in obedience to the laws regarding electioneering,,two groups

of women wearing the white ribbons on the sleevesof their coats were

passing out flyers headed Purity Club Slates Exmzx to voters approaching

the school grounds from the north and the south along Waxmx School Street.

>

FOR THE GOOD OF MASON, Eixmzmmx ELECT A RESPONSIBLE BOARD
Vote for
James Fitzpatrick

Herbert Bennett

Jonathan Millwright
YOUR NEW SELECTMEN

Depphine D Trudeau
Charles Merrill
Elmer Webb
Horatiom Black
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Inside the building, the body heat of the growing crowd
increased . Overcoats and scarves were shed, the tall windows of the
hall were lowered from the top by men using long poles with hooks, and

. Report ypassed out at the door,
copies of the Town Zudgex for the year 1920-21j were being used,especially

by women, for fans to achieve circulation. The noise level grew with

the rising temperaturevand the rising tension in the hall became

palpable. Here and there a woman was heard to declare herself feeling

faint and she would rise with the aid of a female friend to rush out to

the Ladies Toilet and bagk so as not to lose her place or miss anything.
Each side had staked out the first two rows of seats on either

. and friends
side of the main aisle. The signers of the Purity Club flyer/were at

the lgft and the backers of the incumbent Selectmen were on the right,
nearer the main door at the head of the joining stairs. Just before the
hour, the Ladies who had been handing out flyers just off the school
grounds jo¥med their husbands and friends in the first t;:.;gg;:g?:Right
after them, Father Harry Manion, disdaining to wear an overcoat, came in
and took his placevabout mideway back on the right side of the hall,
beside a window. Peter Hennessy, current chairman of the Board of
Selectman, was on his feet and was bent overkx in conversation with
Boyden and Parttidge, his fellow Board members,when Francis 0'Connor
slipped in the door and quickly walked to the back of the hall, ignoring
both the calls of friends énd the muttering of foes as he did so. It

was 10 o'clock.
Peter Hennessy, his conference with Boyden and Parttidge

ended by a vigorous nodding of heads in agreement, stepped to the
rostrum and knocked loudly with a gavel. The hum of conversation died
out and the last of the late arrivals scurried to the few remaining
empty seats or took places standing along the side walls of the hall.

" As chairman of the Board of Selectmen of the town of Mason,

I declare the One hundred fifty-third Town Meeting of the Town of Mason,



Chesire County, the State of New Hampshire,to be in session. The
Meeting will come to order. I welcome you to this meeting which
has been held in unbroken line since the year 1773, when the town
was formed out of the Middle Monadnock Township and named in honor
of its founder John Mason. At this time, I will turn over the meet-
ing to your Moderator, who was elected at last year's meeting, Louis
Richard. "

As Hennessy stepped back from the rostrum and turned to
hand the gavel to Richard, a cry of dismay rose from these on the
left side of the main aisle, the Purity Club and their supporters.

" No invocation?" " I neverk thought I'd live to see the day"
" Well,I never ""Look at that, will you, One-Arm Louie! " ‘oo
were some of the exclamations which filled the air. For some of the
older members of the crowxd +to the left of the aisle, the sight of
the agiﬁg French Canadian lawyer with the hammer of order and author-
ity in his right hand was a severe shock. For many of them, the

®f the meeting

zmRANEX/had never been moderated by anyone but Judge Perkins Meade.
his round face grave with its daty

They took for granted that he would standing there{ guiding the conduct

of town affairs as he had for the past 29 years. His selection had
been taken for granted, his re-election each year had been pro forma,
no one had ever run in opposition. They knew but had not remembered
that the Selectmen had nominated and elected by acclamation at the
close of the 1919 meeting the man who now stood before them. This was
only the first of a series of seismic shocks that would shake their
world that day.

Louis Richard stood silently while he waited for the uproag
to run its course. His faceyiiddy with the excitment of the moment

ymarked by tiny veins,
under the paX® pale skin/of one who rarely exposed himself to wind

or sun. His life had been spent sitting at an old ro3l top desk,where

he puttsued the affairs of the poor and the ignorant of the town. He



was a Notary Public; he ran a small insurance business, mostly concern-
ed with burial policies for which one pak# made -wesdsdy premiium payments
of 25,50,0r 75 cents a week. He could be seen in the town offices or

at the County Court House in Keene, making inquiries, filing the
necessarxexy papers, obtaining permits and permissions, and as his
clients pxep prospered,arranging deeds and bills of sales for property
and businesses. For years he had conducted transactions too small to

be worthy of the conside;ation by any legitimate ©bank or business.

It was rumored that he g;gxxxxxn & a brisk small loan Dbusiness with
those who could not obtain credit anywhere else, this of course at
5§%§§83§ rates. For the"better"people in the community, he had been

a sort of town joke. They knew he existed but they were never quite
sure what he did. Whatever it was it did not concern them and he was
beneath their notice. He was not one of them.

As he waited his face was impassive, showing neither anxiety
nor triumph. He wore his usual gray-black suit with baggy unpressed
trousers and a plain white shirt. His only concession to the occasion
was a white-on-white tie of the kind worn only at weddings or funerals
loogiy knotted at the neck. A shock of white hair hung down over his
forehead at the right and he looked guigtly/out at his audience, his
face turning from side to side with a 88BBwhat near sighted gaze. He
laid down the gavel and tucked the left sleeveof his suit coat into
the left hand pocket of his suitcoat.

Picking up the gavel again, he rapped smartly three times.

" Ladiesand Gentlemen,"” he ran the words together in the manner of one
wRRXwasxspeaking in a language not his own, " fellow citizens of the
town of Mason. I ham very khrmzxm® honerd today to serve as your town
medex mod-er-atur. Thank you. The first horder of bmzness today is the
acceptance of the Town Report for the past year. Do I hear a motion
to accept the Report as rendered? " The cant phrases came off his

, NI rYil
tongue, though altered by the phythms of his native Exmrzk RxkezGuebec



@

dialect, as if he had been conducting such meetings for years. Quitkly

from the right side came,” I so move," followed immediately by " I
second the motion." Without dropping a beat, Richard intoned," Is
there any discussion?"

As had been previously decided in a strategy session with
Francis O'Connor and the rest of the Purity Club, Horatio Black was

+

on his feet, calling " Mr. Moderator," and waving his arm for attention.

Richard turned toward him. " The Chair recognizes Horatiom Black."
Horatio Black in his years of managing the local denim mill

had become skilled in quick reading of balance sheets and felt at home
in his mouth
discussing questions of income and outgo. " Profit " was as juicy/as
low
a Concord grape, and " loss" came out with a/ dryness which made the

word hard to catch.
" Mr. Moderator, Ladies and Gentlemen. A quick survey of the

Town Report shows that as of January 31st this year that the Long and
short term notes payable by the Town total over $ 33,000, almost twice
the amount owed by the Town at the close of the previous fiscal year.
The §§éﬁ§%§§ ®f and expenses of the Town officers last year rose one
third over the year previous, and with the various trips to Boston,
Concord, and Washington in pursuitogod knows what , may be expected
to rise a like percentage or more. Where will this end 7?7 Since the
fiscal year closed, January 31st this year, your town officials have
paid out some $ 1500 kumsxm# to lawyers, both in Concord and in Boston.
Wkmk Who knows what other bills lie unpaid in the town offices? How
long will this go onz Your present town officers say that they will
pursue their xkemxxi®x prosecution -- there are those of us who call
it persecution -- of the Thorndike murder case,for ten years. And
what do we have to show for all their misdirected éfforts ?

" I urge a no vote on this Town Report. I urge that we
refuse to accept this report unless it is amended to assure the tax
payers of the town that the §8§fltax assessment will not exceed last

vaar'a total.



" We must exercise fiscal restraint. We must get the town back on a<52§
secure financial basis. The mill that I manage is only one of a number

of mills owned and operated by the Berlin Corporation. Owned and operated
for profit. If the taxes in this town continue to rise ét the rate they
have, not only will youx not be able to attract new businesses to locate
here in Mason, you will lose the productive units you have. It is cheaper
to let a mill sit idle than to run it a$ a loss. Mr. Albert Berlin, the
owner of some fourteen denim mills in Massachusetts and New Hampshire,has
made this plain to me. We must run our schools and educate our young
people; we must maintain our roads and operate our other town services.
What we can do without are the activities of our town officials in pursuit
of what they say is the investigation of the Thorndike murder. The country
is on the brink of a depression. If the expenses of town government
continue to rise as they have over the pas%%%ears, we will not be at the
brink of disaster, we will be right in the middle of one. I urge a no
‘vote on the Town Report."

" Mr. Moderator." . Louis Richard could not possibly have heard
the call for recognition which came from the Selectmen sitting behind him
on the raised stage of the hall. The clamor which rose from the right side
of the hall, the boos, hisses, catcalls, whistles, the yells to"sit down
and shut up"” and " we know what side you're on, Black," blocked any kind
of communication, and yet Richard turned and gave a wave of recogﬁition
to Selectmankt Edward Boyden, who had risen to speak. Richard beat on the
wood block set on the rostrum and the vigor of his motion pulled the
vacant sleeve from his suitedat pocket and it whirled around his body with
a life of its own. The puffy lock of kaix white hair bounced on his fore-

head 1in a counterrhythm as he struggled to keep the crowd under control.
- George Dunne rose from his front row,seat right and made a damping motion
with both hands to quiet the supportersseated behind him. As the noise

subsided, Richard spoke: " The Chair recognizes Edward Boyden."



Monk Boyden was now standing behind the rostrum from which the
Moderator had retreated. He turned his head toward his fellow officials
sitting in a row bekind him and as if taking strength from their en-
couraging nods, pulled a - 3 5 from
an inside coat pocket and began.

" Mr Moderator, Ladies and Gentlemen. I stand before you as
the representative of your elected town officials. We are responsible
for the spending of your tax dollars and we are résponsible for the
accounting of this trust which is displayed in the Town Report. We have
done our best to be pruqent in the outlay of town funds. We recognize
that many of you are%%é%%hg the patriotic purchase of Liberty Bonds
S0 necessary to pay fo%%gheroic crusade against the Kaiser who threat-
ened the world s which has made the world safe for democracy. We
recognize that money is scarce and that the paying of town taxes is a
burden. But the money we have spent this last year was as necessary as
the support of the war effort and in fact should be seen as a part of
that effort. For the past 18 months, your town officials have done every
thing in their power to bring to justice the killer or killers of Dr.
William Thorndike. We have acted in default of any earnest effort by
County Officials; we have acted in default of any serious effort by
State Officials; we have taken the cause of avenging the murder of this
patriotic citizen, William Thorndike, to the highest levels in Washington.
These things take money. It was the town éf Mason which offered a reward
for information leading to the arrest of these killers. Only then was
Chesire County shamed into offering a reward. We kaxm hired detectives
and put them on the trail of the»murderers while the County Grand Jury
brought in a.verdict of death by person or persons unknown. We were and
still are determined that the killers be found out and punished. We

hired lawyers to find a way to make County and State government pick up

the investigation of the Thorndike Case which they put aside. "



At this point it became evident that Boyden had run outvu
of things to say. He wiped his high forhead and his heavy eyebrows
waggled up and down as he concentrated on what was written on the
bottom of the sheet he held in his hand.

" We hired lawyers..." He hesitated. " Now, I said that...
Yes, the town budget is bigger than last year, but this%%oney spent
in a holy ;;:;: +« The name of Mason must be cleared, the stain which
all New England, no, all the world, observes must be erased. Our
opponents talk of financial responsibility while we talk of moral
necessity. We ask that you support our efforts, that you tell us you
approve of what we have done, by accepting the Town Report as present-
@d. We ask for a yes vote on the town report."”

chairs

Before he took his seat in thex xzEaxx behind the rostrum,
Boyden threw an anxious glance toward Harry Manion, who was taking
no part in the enthusiatic demonstrat&dn raised by those on the right
hand side of the hall. Manion did not smile or wave his hands or
clap, but Dby a heavy nodding of his great head gave his blessing
to xka& what Boyden had just said. |

Moderator Richard let the clapping of hands and the stamp-
ing of feet continue for a moment or two longer and then he called
the meeting to order. " Do I '@ar a call for the question ?" He
was answered in the affirmative from both sides of the hall. " Do I
'ear a sEmr® second?” Again, both sides responded, no one wanted
any delay. A pair of tellers, one from the right and one from the
left, were appointed and the meeting was ready for the vote.

Those voting to accept the Town Report raised their right
hand and were counted. Those voting to voting to reject the Report
were counted likewise. The tellers checked their totals one against
the other, made final notations on their sheets and handed them up
to the Moderator. It was obvious that the vote was close. Richard

. the sheets : .
studied/carefully before announcing the result. His dramatic pause



indicated clearly that he was béginning to enjoy his newfound
prominence. He spoke more slwwly and carefully than he needed to :

" Those voting to accept the Report, 250 votes aye. Those voting to
reject, uh, the report, 239 votes nay. The Report is..." His last

words were lost in the cheers of those on the right who rose to theieﬁ
feet. For a moment, it seemed as if they were goingto set off around
the hall in a political convention parade. He quickly rapped for order
and told those standing to take their seats.

On the left, Trudeau, Merrill, Webb, and Black quickly
conferred in a small circle. Their faces were set with a grimness
which spoke of determination in the presence of defeat. DD Thoreau
beat his fist in his palm and spoke angrily to the others. Elmer Webb
broke away and headed for the toilets off the main hall to urinate and
more likely to have a cigarette. The other three hit each other on the
shoulder like a team leaving a basketball huddle and turned their
attention to the meeting.

Rapidly and with little waste motion, each side put in
nominaﬁion their candidate for the minor officers: moderator of the
School Board; the one?ggggncy on the 8chool Board; the chief of police.
It was like the exchange of pawns in the opening moves of a chess game.
All that remained fw§§§ the nominations for Selectmen.

Before these nominations could begin, the chair recognized
Selectman
S3wegman Alfred Partridge. He came quickly to the rostrum, his eyes
bright with excitment. His thin neck stood up out of his hard collar
and his arms thrashed back and forth as if he were making his way
against abcqr wind. His head jerked up and down and the total motion

of his body xmemesdxim made it appear that he would rise in flight. He

was, as many had remarked, a rare bird.



His eyes fixed on the basketball goal at the far end of theﬁ
hall, Partridge spoke in stacato clumps of words, which afterwarq,said
some of the former members of the 106th Mgchine Gun Battalion, 26th

1

" Yahkee Division,"” reminded them of bursts from their Brownings.

" Fellow Citizens. For sometime now. There has been. A lot

of bad feeling, uhm. In the town. There have been organized. Gro—uﬁs.

Which have tried, tried to undo the good work which your Selectmen have

done. Work in the best intrests of the town. Thesemisguided souls have

set brother. Against brother. Friend against friend." Those close to the
stage could see the adam's apple bobbing up and down with each strangled
phrase. " For over one hundred and fifty years we have met in open. Town
meeting and have voted. Openly. " He dropped his head and stared at his
audience silently. It didn't seem as if he could go on. Once again he fixed
his gaze on the far end of the hall, this time gt the ceiling."In consider-
ashun of these facts. These facts. And in protection of the rights of the
individual. Citizen to vote his conscious, conscience. Without hhreat of
re-pri-sal or harm. Your Selectmen have had printed up. What is called.

The Australian. Or white ballot. These ballots have the name of the, Elective
Offices of the Town. For the first time in the history. Ofthis fine old town.
I move that thes® use of these ballots be authorized. I also move that this
hall be used as the polling placex and that they polls. Remain open until
six o'clock tonight to ensure all citizens a chance to vote."

An uneasiness passed over the 1&@#¢ side of the hall like a
brisk bréeze over open water. What did this mean? Was it some kind of trick?
Members of the Purity Club went into rapid conference, while a quick second
was heard from the right side of the hall.

G!;::;e Merrill rose to his feet. His years in the state legis-
ature had trained him on the ins and outs of parlimentary maneuver. He saw
at once the flaw and spoke to it. He pointed oﬁt that there were really two
motions on the floor -- the motion to use the ballots and the motion to

keep the polls open until six o'clock. He also requested of the chair a



recess of ten minutes. His rquest was granted. Confusion was widespread
on both sides of the hall, and people rose from their seats to congregate
in small groups and discuss Partridge's proposal and Merrill's motion.

" We can't let them get away with it,"” empostulated DD Thoreau.
" Get away with what?" said Merrill.

1]

" This trick, this new way of voting," returned DD.

" It is new but I don't see the trick." said Merrill.

Horatiom Black did. " They want to get all the mill hands
%ﬂg f%8§8§¥ Q%ﬁgi up here after work. But I don't see how we can stop
them. We each have six hours to get all the votes we can up here, same
as they da. We've kept the mills going, same as we always have and now
and now they've found a way to vote those people who never voted before.
Question is, how many of them are registered voters?"

" I can answer that,” said Elmer Webb. " They've been register-
ing the people in my place over the last three weeks. And I hear that
Manion preached a sermon on the obligation to get out on election day.
We've been had."

The ten minutes was up. Louis Richard had spent the time with
his new copy of Roberts' Rule of Order, and he was ready for what followed.
The two questions were separated and voted on and each carried, much to
the satisfaction of the right side of the hall who had had the importance
of the votes explained to them.

It was time for the nomination of Selectmen, and the names
of the Rrexzhaixxxezpgnixedxfizrxr incumbents, Boyden, Partfidge, and
Hennessy were placed before the Meeting. The chair recognized George
Dunne who rose to second the noﬁinations. Dunne was the town druggist.

He had prospered and as the business got to the point where he could turn
much of the work to his son, he had fancied politics as his field of

endeavor. Mostly because very few of his fellow citizens had cared to take

time off from their business to sit in what was the biggest House of State



job paid badly and even with the railroad passes handed out to members,
no one could afford it as a full time occupation. Now he had his eye
on the senatorial seat held by Sﬁgééze Merrill. If he played his cards
right, he could be Senator Dunne and who knows in time maybe it was
possible to run for governor. deernors had come from towns no bigger

PeTer-por
than Mason. Governor Robert Trouéz\fbr iéﬁ%ﬁﬁ?é?'

" Ladies and Gentlemen. I deem it ang honor and a privilege
to second the nbmination of three such fine men as Peter Hennessy,your
present Chafhan; Edward Boyden, who has gandled our excellent town
water system so well} and Alfred Partdidge, whose supervision of the
roads in the township has kept to such a high standard. We all owe
them a debt of gratitude and that debt can be paid by electing them

to another term of office. My service in Concord has shown me the
importance of having honest experienced men in politics, nahess s0

in the towns and cities where we make our homes. But itiﬁot for their
managment of the affairs of the town alone that they deserve re-election.
No, their worth lies more truly in another sphere. For the last year
and a half, they have assumed a burden which does not come often to
town officials, a burden which in more normal circumstances would have
been handled by and been brought to successful conclusion by the law
enforcement offidcials of our county and out state. The burden I

speak of is the bringing to justice the murderers of William A.
Thorndike. Two of these gentlemen were in attendance from the very
moment the battered body of that patriot was raised from fhe cistern
in which it had been hidden. 3Both Alfred Partridge with his experience
in law enforcement and Edward Boyden with his keen analytical mind

were instrumental in bringing out the facts of this foul murder. Facts
which should have enabled the County Soliciter and the State Attorney
General to move swiftly. They did not and they have not. It is only

the tireless efforts of these three men to see justice done, to pursue



every élue. hoWever small, however remote, that has kept the inveséi-ﬁ
gation of the death of the murdered patriot alive today. And it is
alive today. These men pledge to keep it alive until it is brought to

a successful conclusion. For this devotion to duty, these men have been

of slur and ridicule
made the object of a campaign/by those who would accept the verdict of

that misdirected, if there was any direction at all, Grand Jury Hearing
of almost a year ago. They have given life to the seeking of a second
grandy jury hearing,in which evidence not known or shunted aside in the
previous hearing -- our Selectmen have collected some sixty affadavits
bearing on the case -- will be heard. They have tried to present to the
Governor of this state your pefition bearing over 500 names for a new
hearing. They have appealed to this governor to appoint a special
prosecutor, free from +the ties and theories which have kept our present
County Solicitor from an unbiased approach to the matter. These men
want nothing for themselves. It would be easier for them to resign them-
gelves, like our opponents who claim a special purity, to let the dead
bury the dead, to concern themselves with the purity of our water, the
rapid passage of our roads, with routine town business.

" Some sit among us with badges of white. They call them-
selves the Purity Club. I hereby acclaim the purity of motive of the
men whéeﬁomination I am seconding and I call upon all who share my
views to make public witness of their faith." With that, he pulled
out of his coat pocket a.gzgif'white bow and pulledgup his left arm.

As one body, all those sitting on the right side of hall did the same.

Consternation reigned. The hooting and the hollering from
the right side of rose to a new level as theéy stood up and faced the
iﬁ;gx side, pointing to the white ribbons on their arms. Purity Club
members sat stunned. They could not remove their ribbons without
repudiating the assertion which led to their putting the ribbon on.

What had been a mark of honor in their eyes had become a hateful joke

and they sat in silence. From his standing position by the windows on

+hea »wieoh
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the right, Harry Manion allowed himself a momentary zxxim broad grin. The
timing had been perfect and the effect devastating. Who had betrayed the
white ribbon scheme? Had Emma Lyman renewed her position of authority as
Sybel of the Monday morning gossip sessions? Had some loyal Catholic
maid picked up something she shouldn't have ? While Francis O'Connor
‘glowered in the rear of the hall, the four leaders on the left conferred
Trudeau
and DD ¥kmxmax rose to claim recognition from the chair.

" Thank you, Mr. Moderator. I would like to place in nomination
the names of three men I am pleased to be associated with, James Fitzpatrick,
an up-to-date, progressive, successful, efficient, business man; Herbert
Bennett, former Representative, S#&ate Senator and Councillor, originator
of the idea of a Water System for Mason and Chairman of the Committee
installing the same, a retired business man of sound and seasoned judgment;
and Jonathan Millwright, a young farmer of the modern school, a graduate
of New Hampshire State College, a bright, clean-cut, capable, and aggressive
person. You know them all. Their election means an efficient administratbon.”

No sooner had Trudeau's high call to arms echoed in the hall,4&nd
the applause of the Purity Club supporters died down,tgigre came ® a voice
from the rear of the hall so insistent, so demanding of attention that all
heads swiveled to see who is was. The syllabels were accented and articulated
in a deliberate separation: " Mr. Moder-a-TOR, Mr. Moder-a-TOR." Frances
0'Connor was on his feet. He deliberately took off his top coast, folded
it and placed it on the chair behind him. He carefully placed his hat on
top of the coat. Turning again to the front of the hall, he buttoned the
middle button of his suitcoat, tugged it down with both hands and started
forward. He was in no hurry and yet he walked as if to the beat of a snare
drum, stride for stride, looking neither left nor right, eyes fastened on
the figure of the presiding officef. Just as he reached the edge of the
apron of the stage below the speaker's rostrum, he wheeled and began speaking.

" I am pleased to pmx second the nomination of the three men

Delphine Trudeau has put before you.
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nwo of them, Jim Fitzpatrick and Jonathan Millwright, I have known since
they were little boys. We gal have. We have seen them grow up, marry,
start families. We have seen them in their daily lives in the community,
seen them engage in business enterprises and succeed by hard work and
service to their fellow townspeople. We know of their good judgment;
we know them to be men of action not talk. We know them to be independent
minded, beholden to no man or group of men. We know that they will not
bebictated to or dominated by any man or group of men. They will handle
the Thorndike Case, or any other case, =mXEy solely on its merits. Of
Herbert Bennett, what do I need to say? He has long been revered in this
town for his wisdom and his ideals of service. He has represented us
in the halls of government in Concord, and we have never been so well
represented since. He is responsible for giving?%ne of the finést water
systems in the state. In my school books I read of the Noble Roman. I
tell you Herbert Bennett is the closest thing to a Noble Roman this town
has ever had or perhaps ever will have. He knows the town better than
present the
anyone else alive today. He knows its/needs and with Xxs history he
has been working on he knows its proud past. We cannot change the past
but we can work in the present to change the bitter climate, the dark
cloud which hangs over our town's reputation. These men can bring about
such a change.

. " Who you may ask is responsible for this bitterness, this
cloud ? There can be only one amEwWer to that question: the three men,
the present Selectmen seated behind me, who are ésking you to choose
them so they can continue this sorryvstateﬁgffairs, for God only knows
-how long. Look at them, Ladies and Gentlemen. tThese are the men who
allow the murderer of William Thorndike to roam at large, frightening
members of our Summer Colony who are afraid to walk the highways and
bye-ways of our lovely towni’ﬁhese are the men who have proclaimed

publicly that t they know who killed HMr. Thorndike and they have

sufficient evidence to convict‘,’n



and yet for opast 18 months we have nothing but talk, rumors a;d félk,
and the exposure of our town's reputation to the sneers and insults

of gre@ter New England. Andhis it that has done this to u%and for
what reason ? Who is it who sent to Boston for a newspaperman to come
and reveal our difficulties that all who read may see ? Who is it that
has reviled our elected law enforcement officials who have not found
sufficient evidence to peE prosecute a townsman of ours and who then
persecute as good a man who ever drew breathm. What does the Bolshevek;
the Anarchist do if not to attack our laws and our public officials.
Are these the men you will re-elect ?? The Monk, the Bird, and the
Butcher, these are the names used in scorn of these men and the scorn
is well deserved.

" I returned from service in France with the AEF to find
the Town of Mason suffering from a malignancy. As a doctor I am well
acquainted with malignancies; they bring death to the suffering mortal.
Sometimes malignancies, in the great wisdom of God, cure themselves,
no one knows quite how or why. If they do not, the surgeon has to cut
out the diseased tissue, the afflicted part, and hope that he has got
it all. I have been waiting, almostax a year now, for Mason to cure
itself. It has not. Instead, the attending physicians -- in this case
our selectmen -- have done everything they can to encourage the disease,
to prolong the illness. It is time to cut out the diseased tissue and
I believe that I now know mrmugkxit® where to cut. The first step is
to discharge the current medical § help. |

" Today I have watchquPure~in—Heart take a licking. The
Sermon on the Mount tells us that they shall see God and we hope that
this is so. The lesson may be that we have to let God decide who the
pure in heart are. But I can tell you for a certainkty that one of
those who put on the white bow after Brother Dunne's example has a
heart that can lay no claim to purity. This man's actions in the

Thorndike murder have remained hidden up to now; they will be revealed



"

for what... O0'Connor never got to finish what he was saying. Over
near the main door on the right side of the hall, Ed Moran slipped
to the floor with a gentle moan. People on all sides of him got up

and looked down on the body. Air, air,"some shouted. " Get him out-
side where he can get some fresh air!’Two of those sitting on either
side of body slipped his’arms over theilr shoulders and together half
carried him, half pusheg:ghrough the door, down the stairs and out
into the open air. Even as they carried him down the stairs he was
struggling to ke get free of their support and by the time they reached
to broad outside steps he had shaken free pExtRmsmxzaxxyirzxkim and
stood between them shaking his head and evidently asking what happened.
of eventsThose near the windows who turned to xmrkx®mx watch this
seriesd turned back to tell others that he was all right, when one of
them said in a loud voice: " My, God, will you look at that, will you,"
and ;gzii was a rush from behind to get to the windowd Xkzrz® Some who
could not get to the windowsplunged down both the winding staircases

{ sSide . )
to get out/to see what it was. Ed Moran was forgotten. Sometime in

the last hour, someone -- a number of citizens claimed credit but it
farm wagon
was never determined who was responsible -~ had hitched a Xmmaksxir

hmax to a telephone pole in front of the school building. In it was
a female dog in heat and surrounding the wagon was a crowd of males
which grew minute by minute. Each of the dogs, including the bitch,
had on a white bow. |
It was a bad day for the forces of purity. They watched
XREXZRUAXIRAXREXXREXRATIRERX ARXYXRAXRLNIXY the mixki eligibility of
the new voters, many of whom were only faces to them, very carefully,
but caught no irregularities. Theywatched the counting of the ballots
tut found no extras. By nine o'élock it wag all over. The Selectmen
and their supporfers swept to victory in the largest turnout in the
history of the town. Hennessey got the largest vote - 461; Boyden got

459; ®mm Partridge & 416. George Dunne gave postmaster Henderson a



for Moderator of the School.Board. Dr. Joseph Horaﬁ,
a trouncing. RxxxXiRxERRXYRXARYXAXXEERRXXAXXINAIXINXEREX X OWR

a recent arrival in the town, defeated Anne Merrill, Chemxte Merrill's
wife,for the school committee. Anne had served the previous eight

years. Chief Maloney received a secondyear as Chief of Folice,

defeating George Weston,who was seeking to regain the post stripped

from him by the Town Officers. The defeat was total and beyond all
doubt.

No one in NMason got much sleep that night. Within an

hour of the final tabulation, the supporters of the Selectmen had .

formed up a torch light parade and a pick-up brass band xﬁxnﬁaﬁx led

them through the streets with lively marching tunesy AXLANRXIXEXWAR
Q}§ they marched from house to house of the leading members of the

Purity Clubs ﬁgain and again, the strains of " There'll be a Hot

Time in the 01d Town Tonight " rang out in the streets. Whén they
stopped in front of the various houses, the marchers called out to
the defeated inside, " Where's your dog, Doc?® Send him out and we ‘11
give him a ribbon.” They cheered the Selectmen,who lead the parade,

" 2-4-6-8, who do we appreciate, Hennessey, Boyden, Partridge, yeay."
Between rounds, the crowd repaired to the American Legion Hall,
where they refueled their enthusia#m and then set out again, louder
and more abusa&ve than before.

About one o'clock, Anna 0'Connor turned to her husband,
who saﬁ silently watching as the noisey mob came up the street again.
" FransﬁE'm scared, "she said. She had never called him anything but
Doctor since their marriage twenty-five years before. " This is
the third time they've come up here and each time it gets a little
worse. Those torches are dangerous. They could set the house on fire

1"

and the children...
" I'm watching them," he said., " They're mighty brave

in a bunch, ®p especially when they're full of dutch courage, but

they're not going to do anything. "



thenght

1 "

Promise me you won't go out, she said. "You'll only make

trouble and we've got trouble enough. Oh,dear, why did we get
into this? Why can't we all live together in péace? "
"I won't go out. I won't have to now. The leaders have gone home
and this bunch will just wear themselves out. If they'd put one

and I'd have dropped the first one,
foot on our place, I would have gone outd but they didn't and
they woﬁ't. " He 1it his pipe with a kitchen match and the flare
obliterated the flickering lights from outside temporarily.
" We can't }live in peace because we're in a war. A war for the

minds of the people of Mason. And there's no discharge in a war.

lanned
They've won today and a clever well¥ piece of work it was, too,

but 55 Commodore Perry said, " I've just begun to fight, ' and

1)

I have, too.
" You come on up to bed, now,"she said. " There's nothing more
to be done tonight."
" You go on up," he said., " I've got some thinking to do and I
might as well do it right here. I won't sleep as long as they're
parading around and I want them to know I'm watching them. "
Throwing her braids back behind her head, she kissed
him good-night , and with a sigh went up the stairs.
As he sat there, he puffed away on his pipe, deep in
reflection
XXEZXX®R . He flexed his left hand and rubbed the stumps of the
first and second fingers."Damned things ached when he was tired or
RRXAXXRMERXRRRX . bothered by something. There must be a way, "he
thought, "there must be a way. This cannot go on. We. cannot stand

any more of what we've gone thorugh since I came back. I must find

a way."



0

Chapter XVI March 1920

Amedee Deschenes was in'a bad mood as he picked his way
- along the muddy ruts of the road which led from his house to Water

Street. His boots broke through the frequent mud puddles and he stumbled
on the ridges of frozen mud as he tried to regain his footing. The early
morning half light made him think back +to his childhood when he had dived
deep into the swimming hole in the river and had eased himself comme une
poisson up through the murky water to the brightness of the air above. He
stamped his boots on the hard roadway of Water Street and headed into town/

At breakfast
/ Bis wife had renewed kkXx her argument of the night before that if he would

not spend so much time drinking and playing cards with his friends that they
would be able to.make the down payment on the sofa and chair she had picked
out at Fay's Department Store. He had replied that he brought home more of
his pay envelope than most of the husbandskz she knew and he was entitled
to some pleasures of his own. And on and on it had gone. She was in tears
when he left. Their arguments always ended that way. He spit and lighted
another cigarette from the end of the one he was smoking. He almost dropped
it when the hand hit him across the back. |

" Bonjour, 'Medee, Ca va 7"

He looked up. It was Fngy Sirois, who tended the bank

. . ek Facley. . . :
of machines next to his in the demdm=miil. He played wsbst—=xmi pinochle with
him every Tuesday night kixm and they had bteen friends ever s%nce he could
remember. They had gone to France together, been in the sgdc:'wmgany in the
war, and had been discharged at the same time at Fort Devens. Ferdy was a
Copain

Bon &paxm . They knew each other betser than brothers.

" Bonjour, Ferdy. Pas Mal et fu 2"

" Hokay. Whatsa matter wit you , ce matin? Fightin"
wid your old lady? You doan look so good."

" You know, the same old thing. I doan bring home enough

money. She wants a new living room suite, she calls it. Nothing new."



" We missed you at the Lekion Hall last night, eh ?"
" Yeah, well, I stayed home with this damned cold. NMissed

. this week
three days/because of this cold.”

" Yeah, Iknew. St Pierre, the night man, had to come in and
cover your machines. You missed all the fun.Big argument.”

" A new petition?"

" Naw. Stan® Hunt and Bill Hillyer, the new Commander,got into
it about where-the Post was going to go to church Memorial Day Sunday.
You didn't kn®w, huh, that Doc Thatcher resigned as commander after the
elecfion. Too much of his own medicine, I guess." Ferdy nudged him with

his lunch pail, " That's a good one, eh. Too much of his own medicine,eh?

Come on , smile.”
Medee grunted. " Yeah, big joke."

" Goddam, you're dumb this morning. It was a bad meeting even
before the meeting. Before we sat down for the meeting, Hillyer formed
us up, calgded us to attention, and divided us into police details. Just
like our old Top kick, Sullivan. The hall was a mess; outside,toco. Home
brew bottles, whiskey bottles, some fine Canadian whiskey r saw
ﬂ;ne bottles

Canada, Four Roses,/&ou name it. Burnt out torches. Vomit on the front
What a mess.

steps. That was you, wasn't it? You remember that? No ?/It looked like

that village we were in when the Armistice came, Trg%g Vierges. You can'st
forget that night. Annyway, when we got all cleaned up and began the
meeting, Hillyer said that it had been decided the Post would attend
memorial services at the Universalis'Church, that's the one with the ftown
clock in it, right across from the Library."

Medee became interested. " I know what Hunt said," he szid.

" Yeah, he said that Father won't like it."
That's right and he won't,"

" So Hillyer said wme=® the Post records showed that when we
organized the Post we agreed ik to spread it around, to go to the

different chmrched in town each year, that we would share around which

RRRXZRYWEY
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church we went to. Last year, we voted to go to Holy Name because there
was more Cat-liks in the post than protes-tans, an so this year we go
to a differen church. He called it a Gesture of Reconcilliation to
heal all the tad feelin in town, to show tThat whatever our politics,
we are all brothers in arms, like that we're all together.”

" But that church with the clock, thatgwhere they caught
Henderson from the post office and the chief of police, what's his
name? Preswick ? spying on the Selectmen. They fired Preswick, he
went to work at Trudeau and Merrill, packing, the next day, angkg9t in
that cop from the Boston Police Department. He was just elecfﬁgifﬁgzﬁer
won't like it." Medee shook his head. This was not a good thing to do.

" So then Hillyer said that we had to show that the Legion
was above politics and this was the best way to do it. We caﬂ't go
back to Holy Name this year 'cause we agreed a different churchs every

~

year.,"

" Okay, but why that one? That's the one that Meade, the one
they say killed 01d Thorndike, goes to. They were saying he gave those
two guys the key to the church to do the spyin from, if not him, the
minister, the one that wears the derby all the time. Why that one?"

Ferdy didn't know. All he knew was,they had put it to a
vote and passed the motion thét the commander had accepted.

" So it's all settled. Me and you're on the firing detail
again, like last year. We will have the parade to the cemetarges on

with the band from Gardner
Saturday/and end up at the Roll of Honor near the bandstand. We'll form

up at the Post Hall at ten o'clock Sunday morning, no music, just a
drummer, still march, no guns except on the color guard, through town
to the church. Full uniform with Legion caps. There. Now you got it

all." : A
Medee hawked up the flem in his throat and spit a tremendous

gob. They turned into the factory yard and hurried their pace to join

the rest of® their shift filing in.
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" Wonder what she put inm my lunch today," he said. " I hope
she didn't put in none of that meatloaf from last night. Thatlslike
bread between bread. I'll tell you one thing, Ferd, I'm goin to go
the early mass that Sunday. The Father will be codnting heads that
day and I want him to see me doing my weekly gepepeee® 0b1igation.”

none
Perdy agreed: " Wunt hurt/to go to confession either, on

Saturday, "
" I got nothing on my concious,"” said Medee, " but thats
a good idea. You remind me, buddy. I don't want to get on the bad
side of The Father." The machines were already humming when they
into they saw,
turned/Row C; o0ld man Sawyer had'em all operating,/d4nd the feed bins
?
were full of the thin metal strips. " I hope the feed chain on 'ole
number eight don't break today, " he said. " Not on my first day back."

: Pl venion :

The Selectmen were meetingpin their chambers over the library
for the first time since the election. The newspaper accounts of the
election kz# made it plain that the people of Mason had put their
stamp of approval on the policies and actions of the Board. They had
now had complete control of the school board and the police department.
There would be no one to prevent them from using the town treasury as
they saw fit. The voters had spoken. Especially pleasing to them was
the amount of publicity generated by the articles in the Courier.They
had received letters from all ower New England congratulating them and
urging them on in their efforts to solve the Thorndike Murder. Pete

broadly
Hennessey was the only one who was not grinning krxazgXy and slapping
gX®xy each other onk the back in greeting.

" Say, Pete, what's the matter with you tonight," said
Monk Boyden. You got the biggest vote of us all. You're number one
around here."

" Yes, well you know what that 1little Cock Rooster up the
street has done? He's filed suit against mé for injuring his practice.

He's slapped a lien on my house and my business. The suit claims that



he has aff&davits from witnesses that I said we wxxx would riée
and injure in business anybody who would not sign the American Legion
petition. The suit says that he can show that his practice has been
injured and they have a $ 30,000 attachment on my property. Now that's
nothing to be very cheerful about is it 7 " He wiped his forehead with
his hand several times and chewed nervously on his moustache.

Harry Manion listened to the exchange with interest

and said,"” You mean Dr. Francis 0'Connor, of c%ﬁ?gg?%ningjggéZiggi’he

continued, : " Pete you've got nothing to worry about. He's just doing

thatx to harrass YOu. He doesn't stand one chance in a hundred in winning
a suit like that and ymuxxxswxxxy¥ he knows it. He's just trying to bluff
you. Don't let him bother you. We gave that bunch a warning in January
when we got the young Dentist Horan to locate here in town and in less
than three months we got him elected to the school committee against a
woman who thought she'd have the job as long as she wanted it. And that's
just the start. I've beén doing some callingz around and I've got a
young doctor, a graduate of ZmxmrxmExX¥miwExsixy McGill University, who
will be coming to Mason to set up practice. Dr. Herve lMarchand. Wiit‘ll
he shows up. Then the Little Captain will have something tosggii atout.
Marchand can't come until the middle of June, has to finish up his work
in a § hospital up there, but then he'll be down, ready to practice. Itis
all set, papers and everything. Then we'll see who's running this town.Z%
A1l right, let's get down to business. Who's got the affadavitz that
Georgex Dunne took the other day 7"

Alfred Partridge wgved a paper over his head. " I've
got it heze."”

" Read it. No, let Boyden read it. When you read, it's
nearly impossible to understand what you‘re reading."” .

Boyden took the paper that Partridge passed to him and

began.



" On August 14, 1918, I was in the employ of Louis W. Q%g
Anderson and I was cutting hay on the Thorndike Farm for Mr. Anderson.
I drove up to the barn and arrived there about 7 o'clock in the morning.
I was Jjust unhitching the horse from the wagon when Mrs. Thorndike came
across the field yelling and screaming. I went over and met her. She

said,” I am sure Mr. Thorndike is dead and in the barn and akked me if
I would go and look. I found the large door of the barn open, just
enough to squeesze throﬁgh. She said she had opened it when she went
out at 5 o'cleock in the morning to look for him and =zmx¥md# couldn't open
it any farther. I opendd the door and found it easy to open. She looked
all ofer the barn except the hay loft and she couldn't get up there. We
weren't looking for any murder clues because we didn't know any murder
had been committed. We were simply looking for Dr. Thorndike. We could
not find him anywhere. Later we noticed wverything mussed up in the
barn, blood on the floor, blood on the white door knob, blood on the
steps of the porch where we had been sitting, but had not noticed it%.
Vr. Meade was there while the body was in the cistern and said out loud
in front of everybody that it was a suicide and everybody laughed. lirs.
Thormdike was in the bungelow when the body was found. She didn't
mention anything about deep water until after.thq body was found. She
said, pointing with her left- hand toward %,‘ Dr. Thorndike
has gone into the deep waters. ¥ I did not hear her say anythingﬂbeing
covered up.

W I was summoned as a witness before the Grand Jury in Keene.
Before I testified, Shertff Kane told me Mr. Packard wanted to see me
in his office. I found Mr. Packard there and he took me into his
private office away from the stenographer. He asked me about the milk
pail and lantern and about Mrs. Thorndike being down there at the barn,
and whether she was nerved up or frightened. He asked me who I thought

&

committed the murder and about the lights.
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I told him I had seen the lights and he asked me if they weren't .
automobile lights and I told him they couldn't have because @Qutomobiles
would have two lights., He said i1t might be automobiles with only one
light and then he talked about planets. That made me smile. I saw
lights where there werer%x no roads or houses. He asked me where I

had seen them and I told him Temple Mountain and Monadnock. He asked

me if I had seen them around Thorndike's place and I told him I hadn't,
but others had. When he asked me who had committed the murder I told
him I thought it was Mr. Meade, like a lot of them did. He said he was
BHXE pretty sure Mrs:zgggglﬁad done it and asked me if I didn't think
so and I told him that she diﬂnot. When I told him that I thought ¥x.
¥magm it was Mr. Meade, he said there wasn't enough money in Chesire
County to bring Mr. Meade into it. His exact words were % all the money
in Chesire County into it. ¥ I got the idea he wanted to stuff me to
think the same as he did on everything.-- the lights being automobiles
and that Mrs. Thorndike did it. And I left.

M Loter that day Mr. V%, the federal agent,
questioned me. When I went before the Grand Jury hardly gny questions
were asked me except by the Grand Juror who asked gbout the lights and
the milk pail. When I think it over, I still feel to this day that he,
Packafd, wanted me to think as he did and answer questions.the way he
Wanted before the Grand Jury so that my impressions would be the same
as his. This made me sick and I left him. I thought the remark about
all the money in Chesire County not getting a certain man loocked funny
to me. George Marlborough had me over in his office and talked about
the case. He said he wanted tox see me about it ever since the murder.
He said he thought Mrs. Thorndike did it and asked me if I didn't think
she could do it. T told him no. ( signed} Arthur Brothers. "

Manion turned to Bart Lincoln,sitting beside him as
usual. " Bart, -this comes a little closer than most of the ones we've

had before. George Dunne takes a good statement, doesn't he ? Gives
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TemAthat little bit of guidance some of thepa fesmecsdsaesd. You

know how to handle this one, make it newsworthy, you might say?"

Lincoln knew his role., He's played it long enough. He
was the hard pounding newspaper man who never gave up and who would
sell his mother for an exclusive. He was picking up a by-line twd or
three times a week and had already picked up two six-months bonuses
on improved circulation, gs his contract provided.

has
Names or rather a name kz¥® been used and that is

verboten ( sorry ),of coﬁrse. Let's see. Suspect named. County District
Attorney ignores local resident's information. Yes, that's got enough
punch to it. And I think I'll ring in the Governor on this one; say
that the testimony contradicts what his County and State legal help
hag been saying. This Brothers was the first one on the murder scene
that day and what he says is pretty important. I like the way he kinda
wanders around some. Makes an authentic statement. I'll see it gets

in the first of the week. Did you see my post-election pieces 77 "

Manion nodded and turning to the Selectmen said,"” I

expect you fellows have started a g%ap book with all the coverage you

have been getting. Bart's made you famous, you know that 77

The fhree Selectmen made various signs of graﬁitude and
appropriate modesty toward Lincoln and assumed busineséAg?%itudes
over the papers stacked in front of them.

Hennessey, the chairman, got the meeting back to the affaxx:
affairs at hand. " Father, you asked us to write a letter to the police
of Troy, New York, inquiring the whereabouts of Leo LaRocier. We did
that, on official town stationary and an answer came today. We said,
as you suggested, that there was a certain sum of money accululated
here in Mason that org due kEm Larocier, that no one in town knew hils
address, although we had heard that he had taken work in Troy some

six months ago, moving on from Pittsfield, Massachusetts,about that

time.



he answer came today, from the Chief of Police in Troy. They sai&tr
that they had located LaRocier, or rather that they had located the
small machine shop where he had done lathe work. There was nothing on
their books, no arrests or nothing which indicated LaRocier had gotten
into trouble in Troy. The man who runs the shop sadd LaRocier had been
a good worker,regular and all, that he knew he was a regular communicant
in the church most of the fellows in the shop and their families go to.
The shop boss said that about a month ago LaRocier missed a couple of
days work. They didn't think anything about it, thought it was the flu
or a heavy cold, but they sent somebody by his boarding house after
work to see if he deeded help or anything. Just as a friendly gesture.
LaRocier wasn't there. Seems that the previous Saturday, after work,
he“ paid up whaﬂhe owed and left. His landlady said he'dms said some-
thing about going west. Said he'd said he had his trade and was a free
man, didn't stay anywhere long because he liked his independence. The
fellow who worked beside him in the shop said he thought something was

bothering LaRocier. He's got awful quledéll of a sudden, looked pale’ e
Soudhub&)mmdﬁﬂﬂgjr'
ief

and sort of staring a lot of the time. And then he was vonek The
wants to know if'he should put a tracer dut on him. Rz Is LaRocier
wanted for something more thanw we said, he asks. What shall we answer?
We have to say something."

Manion thought a minute. " Thank the chief for making the
inquiries. Say that we think we know where LaRocier has gone and that
we'll try there. Say LaRocier has relatives in Rhode Island ththe's
probably gone to and we'll contact them. That should do it. I think
we have heard the last of Mr. LaRocier and that closes that chapter.”

The rest of the meeting was taken up with routine business

that Manion could have skipped, but he wanted to be sure that billé; \

J 'Q‘"“:L;a like the onesof Alec Murphy's in Concord and George Waldstein's in
Wt ks mmhw ,
Boston, He didn't want =y mtieme ~oaid to those expenses. And

he wanted to wait to the end of the meeting to lay out what action he

had in mind.



With this bunch, he always left to the last the most important ifems
.’xWSWM§ . .

on hlshggen a. He wanted them to leave the meeting thinking about

what he'd said and nothing else. They would be a little harder %o

manage with that big election win under their belt and he could not

allow them to slip from the tight rein he'd held the last few monthss

Boyden,especially, was given to shooting off his mouth when he was
down town chatting at the post office or in one of the stores after
he'dbone his trading and with his inflated self-importance, he'd do
more. Some of his statements about Perkins Meade had come back to
Manion and made him wince. Heihad encouraged a whispering campaign
but there were somethings you just didn't come right out and say. He
had thought out a new direction for their efforts and he had to make
it plain enough so they could follow it without difficulty. He sat
and made notes while k® they wadedx?g: business of schools and roads
and budgets.

Through his thoughts he could hear Hennessey and Alf
Partridge arguing about how much gravel should be ordered for the
summer repair of the township's roads. Partridge allowed as how he
was the road expert and knew what was needed. Said he didn't need
the interference of any shopkeeper when it came to ordering road
work supplies and Hennessey returned that with that amount of gravel
you could repair half the roads in the county. With a lot of arm
waving and near screeching ( like a loon lManionk thought),Partridge
won out, as he almost always did. Said gravel wasn't like meat, it
didn't spoil, he said, and if there was ény left over they could

shore up the roads in the cemetary. After a short period of quiet,

Manion realized that Hennessey was speaking %o him.

"

" That the business for tonight,"” he said. Was there

oo

anything else you wantedk to bring up?



!
llanion glanced down at his notes and btegan. He spbke in a low
monotone as he always did when he wanted to focus the attention
of his audience, buf the authorative note was in his voice even if
the phrasing was only suggestive.

" I think we should quiet down our activities for
a while, unless we geta a break that we rart canhct now forsee. You
have just won a glorious victory, but‘the war goes on. We will be
alert to pick up affadavits from those we have not thought of before
and we will continually build up our case. Quietly. I want you to
be very careful of what you say in public. We have come too far and
worked too hard to make mistakes now. If anyone asks what the Select-
men are doing in the prosec@ation of the Thorndike case, just say
that you are exploring some new evidence that has come to light,
something the federalm men have dug up. Say that you are working with
George Dunne and the Board of Trade on getting some new industry to
locate here in Mason. Say anything but reveal nothing.

" For the moment we have done Jjust about as much as
can be done in enlisting the support the townspeople. They are with
us. An important element we have not gotten involved is the summer
colony. The head of the Village Improvement Society, lMrs. Robertson,
will be a great help to us. She has been in the past. But we won't
really get the summer people involved until they are living here.
They don't really start coming up here until after Memorial Day.
When we are satisfied that most of them are in their cottages, say,
by the middle of June, we'll start a campaign in the Courier that
will really get their attention. Before the end of the summer -- the
second anniversary of the murder is é good target -- they'll be
asking us what they can do to help. The state will be electing a

new governor in the fall and we'll tell them that that's where they

can use their influence. &= Barnett will not be running and we will



have to see that whoever is elected will have promised to appéint

a special prosecutor to convene a second Grand Jury. This time we
will have our day in court. So it's hold tight until after Memorial
Day, do you see? Bart and I have been laying it out and there will
be a series of arti@les spread across New England so powerful, so
accusing,that no one can ignore them. Up to now we have scattered
our shot and though we've hit our targets they have been too %%%%%y
§§§§§§. We'll open up the summer offensive with a barrage the likes
of which has never been seen and we'll have our man pinned down
before snow flies. Usually Mason is quiet in the summer and every-
body is concentrating ogzbusinessig%aking a living. This summer will
be different. I have an idea for the Fourth of July weekend with a
Loyalty Sunday, where we'll combine the usual parade and ball games
and fireworks with a Rally to cleanse our community of the stain of
the unsolved murder. You gentlemen will be in the leadership
positions, naturaliy. And this time we'll involve the summer people.
This time they won't be sitting back swigging their bootlegczggg%gs
watching us locals play at '‘he Good 01d Days.”™ This time they'll
right in the middle of it. By the time we get through, and I haven't
told you the half of it, there won't be a politician in the state

of New Hampshire who won't be begging to get in line with us. fut
this will take careful planning and sure execution. "

All the time he had been talking he had fastened the
three men in theilr chairs with a stare of deep intensity, with what
®f he had once heard called " the dark §%§§§e of anathema.” Not
BRE® 4id he allow their eyes to turn from his, not once did his
voice allow any break in their attention. It was if he had been
swinging a shiney watch back and forth in front of their faces.

He could hear their raspy shallow breathing. Boyden's eyebrows were

at rest; Raxxdx Partridge's hands were still on the table and his



head was motionless; Hennessey's mouth was open like a split ﬁelon
as he sucked in air with no comfort from his moustache. They were like
statues. When he broke the spell with a gquick loud "well, what do you
think?" it was if hé had clapped his hands. They straightened up with
a Jerk, and as if they had been put back in theit chalrs after being
wound up, each of them responded, their voices piled one on the other,

each trying to outdo the other in enthusiasm: Great, that sounds just
great... I never heard the like ... where do you get your ideas,father?
«++ if that don't work, nothing will... nobody but you could have
thought of that ... that'll make em sit up and takex notice... loyalty
Sunday, of course, why didn't I think of that... "

Manion focused oﬁ Hennessey. " Pete, is there
anything else we need to discuss tonight?"

" That's all I had on the agenda myself. Either of
you have anything else?X No, nothing ? Then we stand adjourned for
tonight. "

As they were all pulling on their overcoats before

going out into the late March wind, the mercury had taken a quick
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seasonal break, Alf Partridge said in his high whinny, Say, Father
Manion. Rxdymmxkezxs® Bpeaking of Memorial Day, did you hear that the
Legion Post voted to go to the Universalist Church on Sunday this year?"

His tone wazxmmrx® and his question were more
challenging than he probably intended and Manion had to control an
impulse to cut his fool head off. Laugh it off, boy. Laugh it off.

" Yes, Alf, I heard about it. They came to Holy Name
last year, you know. That was the first year the Veterans marched as a
body. We were honored to be chosen. We can't expect to have 'em every
year. It's against the rules.”

" Thatds as may be. But don't you think it's kind

of a slap iﬁ&he face for them to go to Perkins Meade's church when

he's under a cloud, the local suspect, as our friend Rart here puts

S+ on



i .Manion'flushed deeply. What was this bird trying to pull anyway?
Was X%Ql:ome sort of petty revenge, some sort of declaration of free
will from this ne'er-do-well Yankee who couldn't find his ass with
both hands? Laugh it off, boy, Laugh it off. Take the sting out. He
raised a hand in protest. " I don'f see it that way, Alf, not at all.
You've seen some of those German belt buckles the boys brought home,
haven't you? Half the German army must have been holding up their pants
with one hand when the Yankee Division got through with them. Gott Nit
Uns, God is with us, it said on those buckles. Didn't help them much,
did it? Well, that's the way I feel about it. We know CGod is on the
side of Justice and the Legion's going to lMeade's church one Sunday
doesn't ¥ change that. " He laughed," They can go and be damned, for
all I care,"” knowing that Partridge would not see the humor in that
remark either.

As he made his way up the hill towards the Rectory,
however, his face burned not from the knife edge of the Wind but from
the blow to his pride. Half way up the street, he saw the nkimmgxkwx
lighted oblong box hanging from the porch of the house across the
streef. " F.C. O'Connor Xxxxxzmist M.D. " The black letters stoodout
clear against the white light inside. He's the one behind it, he
thought. He isn't even a member of the Post anymore. He resigned after
that fight about my petition. But he's the one behind it. They could
have gone to any other church in town, but hg got them to go to Meade's
church. What else have he got up his sleeve?mgglggdn't like to lose.
Never had and never would. They thought they were so smart. Well they
hadn't heard the last of xkax him. They'g be coming to him, asking
him to quit. He smiled when he thoulkht of the new young doctor coming

R Wolk hate , o, WORl TR .

in June. Speaks French, the right French, of courseh We'll see. We'll

just see,



Chapter XVII Memorial Day 1920

fall in here on this line. Column of fours. Try to find

the man you were beside yesterday and take the same position,"¥illiam
Hillyer, the newly elected American Legion Pos; Commander, bustled up

and down the line of men as they struggled to 12;2 up for the march to

the Universalist Church for the Memorial Service. One of the color%g%ﬁg
rifleman to the right of the American Flag was not there. Arnie Pelletier.
dhere was he 7 There he came out of the hall. Where was his gun ? "Zill,

"

you got the key to the gun closet?" Yes, here it is. Now hurry."

The shiiffling around and jockeying for position went on
until it looked to Hillyer as if the lines were as good as they were
going to get. What was the order? Let's see,csirst the color guard; then
Dr. O0'Connor, he was the ranking officer; Joe?g;;;tne and Colin Poole, the
first lieutenants; then me, Post Commander; and the rest of the post, 62
today down from 84 yesterday. The Auxiliary in their capes and caps are
behind us.

As he made his way down the body of troops one last time, his
eye cgught a break that shouldn't have been there. God damn,that Shorty
fremblay trying to be funny as usual. He had arranged the post members

Ssmpmt \Rax~
yesterday according to height. Tremblay, only 5' 1")was in the === rank
with the six-footers, grinning that sillyass grin. " Damn ityShorty,what

are youm trying to do, screw up the whole parade ? / Now get up in the

@ rank where you belong.”
While the changing of position_gﬁgs_ifiiff;;;;‘;h, Ferdy

Sirois stepped back from his buddy, Medee and inspected him. " Just look
at that right legging of yours. The top is loose. Ey the time we get up-
town, the whole thing will be down around yéur ankle. Two years in the
army and you never did learn to wrap it right. " As liedee knelt down

- - . - L3 - "
to adjust the legging in its spiral up his leg, Ferdy asked, Dyou' go to

anrTarAam
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early mass 7 " " Yeah." " What did Father say?" " Nothing,he didn't

say nothing. Fastest mass I ever seen. Served us the host and went

right out the back after the benediction. When we was standing out front
t2lking after, we seen him g0 across to the rectory, his head down. He
looked mad. I wasn't the only one at early mass." Yeah?" Yeah. We watched

from the Legion
the crowd leave. iWe counted 17/and 15 of them ain't here now. laybe I

should of stayed home,too" " Well, not me. Us vet-rans got to stick to-
gether, stand up for our rights. If we don't stick together, we won't

get no bonus, no hospitals, nothing. You heard'em read that letser from
the National Commander: Whatever else you are,'no matter what your job is,
no matter what your religion is, you have be united together because you
served your country together. You heard that."'%eah, but Father lManion

is somethin'else again. I doan know..."

At a signal from Hillyer the snare drummer at the right rear
of the column struck up a beat. " Post,axk®rtizr atten-shun. Forward,harch, "
and the column set off up Factory Road bound for the center of town.

q?EMJKing alone in his rank behind the color guard as the highest ranking
commissioned officer in the post, Francis 6'Connor, his uniform still a2
perfect fit -- a third of the men walking behind him had gotten so fat
their uniforms no longer fit and their service was marked only by the

awd 39m Rrwme

blue and gold overseas cap -- his putteeskshining in the May sun, str@de
along with the drum beatgfilled with the energy of wellbeing. When he
marched,his whole body marched: head errect, chin tucked under, shoulders
in a natural w#m wide swing, belly sucked in, knees coming up a bit more
than needed, nice action like g good horse. He'd been told many times that
he looked like Black Jack Pegrshing and that was the picturez he kept in
his mind as he marched, the newsreel pictures he'd seen of Pershing. If
you're going to be a soldier, look like a soldier. Wear *the uniform with

pride!! He knew some of them laughed at him. Let them. He was proud he'd

served. He'd answered the call when it came. All his life he'd been a
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a2 Tighter and he wasn't ashamed of it. The captains bars on his
shoulders and the Overseas bar on the medal on his left breast
-attested to the part he'd played. He'd earned them both.

By the time the column of Legionaires had turned west

Harnic 4,
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off th Road at the watering trough and were crossing

The Water Street Bridge, a swarm of small boys was leaping and jumping
and running to keep up with the men in their ranks of four. They were
disappointed to see there was no firing squa# in the column. ‘he day
before they had flooded around the feet of the armed men, scurrying
around to collect the empty shell casings, so hot they could burn your
hand, as they were ejected from the raised rifles. At each of the
three cemetaries and finally at the Roll of Honor on the Town common,
there had been " bullets".fbr the grabbing and it was great to get
more than the next guy. fhey were swell for trading, too.

Crossing the intersection of School and Main Streets, the
marchers executed a creditable columneleft up the broad stair=way and
came to rest,with the color guard leading, on the broad granite slabs
which lay in front of the church doors. It was ten minutes to eleven.
Post Commander Hillyer gave them Raxagm"Pa- rade Rest" and congratulated
himself on having them there to the minute. He looked around for the
minister. Almost immediately, the minister appeared, his gown flying
out behind him, his doctor of divinity colors furled around his neck.
" Welcome," he said, shaking Hiilyer's hand. " A fine body of men," he
said. " And women, " he said, looking down the slope to the street and
seeing the Women's Auxiliary drawn up on the street. " Come in."

The color guard, rifles at trail arms and colors lowered
in respect,led the way up the center aisle, grounded the colors in the
stands provided and took their plgces in the front pews. The rest of
the column filed in in a célumn of twos and took seats in the first

six pews. It was smartly done.
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By the time ihe hymn before the sermon came, the majority
of the Post lMembers,. good Catholics that they were, had lost their
uneasiness at being in a forbidden place and reassured by the cross
behind -- queer, look at that,a crucifix without Chrigt -- were
following the verses as best they could and singing out lustily.

" LotdGod of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget-- lest we forget! "

The refrain lines of the fourth verse of the Arthur
Sullivan setting of the words in praise of Empire seemed apt and
proper even in the bare whiteness of the severe pews and the bright
nakednéss of the high windows along the sides of the little New England
church, and following the cue of the organist, the last lbne," They

"

Mercy on Thy People, Lord! XREXRRREXEXAXIBNXRXBAXREAXBRE was breathed
out by the congregation in a reverential close.

Ihe Reverend Harwell Dyer, D.D. took his place in the
pulpit and made ready to speak to those seated immediately below him.
It was an historic occasion and he was determined to make the most of it.

" It is with considerable pride that I welcome here today,
on behalf of the members of the First Universalist Church of Mason, the
Men of ke American Legion Post, # 11 and the Ladies of}%ﬁﬁzAuxﬁliary.
We are conscious of the honor you pay us. You are welcome here today.
You are welcome here any day, as good Christians, but you are especially
welcome hgre on this Sunday, whichw we set aside in memory of those who
havefgzggbin defensevof their country, some of whom made the Supreme
Secrifice. The significence of your being here in a body must not be
overlooked. For though your worship as individuals is important, your
membership in a body of those who served their country whichk has come
here today as a body joins together two of the highest ideals a man may

hold, service to country and service to God. It is a union which calls

forth the Dbest that we can give,
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" Yesterday, we joined together and marched to the various
cemetaries of the town and to the War Memorial to honor those who had
died. We placed flags on the graves of those who had serVed their country
in all its wars. We fired memdrial salutes and the bugler sounded that
most sweet of all calls, Taps, and a second bugler answered in echo. It
was a still moment when we‘paused, reminded of eternal rest that the
departed know, reminded of the end that we éégﬂﬁ know. It was a good and
right thing to do, but it was an essentially martial ceremony. It marked
a giving thanks to those who had given of themselves, more often than not
at an early age. It marked the homage paid to those who fell in the strife
and struggle of life on this earth. It is right and proper that we pay
such hommage. ¢ Lest we forget-- lest we forget.’ The words of the hymn
resound and remind us that we must never forget those who have fought for
our freedom as a people agaihst those who would enslave. Freedom, Liberty,
are necessary for the pursuit of happiness and are worth the sacrifice of
a man's life. Freedom to worship as we choose. Liberty to be governed by
ourselves. Happiness for ourselves and those we love. These are the ideals
written in the basic documents of our country, ideals to whach we must
remain faithful. Eut these ideals are ideals of life on this earth.After
égih prayerful remembrance at each stop along our route, we marched off
to the next in military formation. The band played, the children laughed
and shouted, and we marched along, fuli of life and the joy of living,to
compelling beat of horn and drum. After the last stop, we all went home
to a good‘dinner, to the gathering of family and friends. We had done our
part, we had not forgotten, we had been faithful to those who passed on
before us. We were now free to go to the ball game.
" Eut if that is all we did, if we thought that those
observances were sufficient, we were badly mistaken for we had forgotten
the most important observance of all, the giving of thanks %o Almighty

God. =
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That is why we are here today. That is why it is important

"

that you, as defenders of your country's freedom, are here today and on
future Memorial Day Sundayévg;::-in some house of God. For if we forget
tqgather on sunday and give thanks fto God, it cannottxﬁong before we
forget the salutes and observances of 3Saturday, too.

" It is a human failing that the latter verses of hymns
and national anthems lie unsung. How many of us, for example, can sing
the éecondz verse of The Star Spangled Banner ? Rudyard Kipling knows
this, he knew it when he wrote"Recessional,”™ and so he put in those

lines
unforgettable refrain xzmxs#: " Lord God of Hosts, be with us vet,/

Lest we forget -- lest we forget.' to jog our memory. What does it
profit us to remember Man if wem forget God 7

" " Turn,if you will,to the last verse of the hymn you have
just sung. ' For heathen heart that puts her trust/in reeking tube and

iron shard/ All vgliant dust that builds on dust,’ A number of you here

today faCed'the reeking tube'-— the hellish barrages of enemy artillery--
and heard the whistling death of the'iron shard’—— the bursting shell =--
as it landed all about you. And of course, you put your trust in youf
own machine guns and artillery to raise the same fear 1n those firing at
You. Bﬁt there must have been moments when you cried out to Almighty God
to guard you, not prayed but cried out,Awhen your own defenses w;re not
enough, when you put your trust in the mercy of God. It is those moments
in some fashion
that I ask you to recall and @ ask you to share tier—swpsriemes /with

those who did not xnow Them.

" There is a phrase in that last verse,'All vallant
me
dust, ' which keeps coming back to ymm. I am told by those who saw combat

. that bravery on the battle field was commonplace. I served as a chapldim
~n % 15 CV““TM» ;
=t I did not get overseas, but I talked to many of the wounded refurned

to this country and I know that the host of the valiant in our armed



was
forces kg virtually numberless, and I take it as an article of faith

that those who did not take part in the fighting would have been asg
valiant,if they had bteen called upon; Valor 1s indispensable, of course.
And I thank God, as I know all of you do, for the valiant. But valor is
not enough. There have been valorous men throughout history, written
and spoken, but being men they m§§§ dust ( ashes to ashes, dust to

dust) and those who mx%%e valiant if they wiiz nothing more, build,

as The poet tells us, on dust.

" What is it then that we ask for when we ask the Lord God

of Hosts, to be with us yet ? What is it that we ask to te reminded of?
we aT ik

What do we ask for,when, with the poet,Athe Lord to show his mercy on

his people 7

" What we ask for 1is the ability to show mercy to others
as God has shown mercy to us. To be able to forgive the g§§§§%§898 of
others as our tresxpasses are forgiven. To love justice ahd putsue 1t
for others as we demand it for ourselves. If we do not do these things
and more, we build on dust, and we do not deserve the mercy of God.

" Those of you who wership here today in a patriotic body
are the valiant and as the valiant you have a greater obligation than
the ordinary citizen.

" While you were away in the service of your country,
there was a foul® murder committed in this town. An honorable citizen
of this town was killed in cold blood. Not in the heat of a quarrel.

For no clearly seen reason.
Not even for possessions or monetzzmy gain./For eighteen months 2z pall,

an insidbous plague, has hung over this town. The murderer has not
been found and suspicion and distrust have grown with each passing
month. Brother has been turned against DbDpother. Families are divided.

Religious faith turned against religiomm faith.
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fen and women have p@rjured themselves, saying things they know cannot

be true. It seems as if we are living in an ancient greek play where

a victim must be found, someone who can be sacrificed, made to carry

the guilt of the deed that the pestilence may leavegxm us. A sef of

circumstances which many of us believe to have teen woven together in

a dark malignant spirit have raised a campaign of vilification against

a man who in his lifetime has displayed a greater possession of the

Chraostian spirit than perhaps anykther whom I have known. A man who

has believed eveil of no man. A man who has walked in peace with all.

who has

A man/dealt mercifully with all. A man in whom his neighbors and fellow

townspeople have put their highest public trust. This man believes in

the justice of God. He believes that the truth will be madé known, that

that which is hidden x® will be made cléar. é&ﬁW@ can all pray God that

this is so. In the meantime, he is slandered, whispered against, put upon

by those who say they have proof énd show none.

wish,prayerfully given, for
" So my EX®RXRX XREMERX X® you, the valiant whok have

honored us here today with your presence, is that somehow your experiences
in the service of your country have given you a greater capacity for mercy
a greater thirst for justice, a greater patience toward your fellow man.
That you will withhold judgment until all the facts are in. That you
resist the temptation to believe ill of any man.

" And now may the spirit and love of God fill you, keep and

protect you, forever more. Amern."

8 After the choir and the minister had passed down the aisle
and out the front door, xks American Legion Post, # 11, rose on coégnd,
filed out and formed up in columnfong;;;; street, and marched off down
Yain Street like a float in a parade. There was no talking in ranks,no
chatting among the remainder ofk the congregation who watched them go.

As the drum beat grew fainter and fainter,‘all present turned and walked

thoughtfully away.
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Less than half a mile up ¥ain Street, at the top of the hill
which l?d from the west into Mason, late-comers were hurrying up to the
mahh door of Holy Name, slipping into the shadows at the rear of the
church after having dipped into the holy water in the vestibule. the
eleven ofclock service had begun and Father Manion was death on any
chatting or kmxXz bustle once the service began. " "his is not some
spaghetti UEGEE Gras,"” he had said when he first came. " You are not gg;i
to exchange gossip or make datesfor the evening; you are here to worship
~God and you btegin by being quiet in His house."

The general qmiet of the hour deepened as the priest rose
to deliver his sermon. Anticipation of what he would say made each
worshipper retreat into himself and fixed each listener in an attitude
of stillness that made breathing a threat to the ordained silence.

" Children of God. Today is the Feast of Pentcost. The
50th day after Easter. This is the day celebrated as the day the Holy
Ghost descended upon the Apostles, the day when the real work of the
church, the spreading of the Gospel, begénf.Christ has gone to the Father.
He has ascended into Hegven, an act which we have celebrated in the Feast
of ﬁhe Ascension, and it is now up to those he left behind, those he
ordained for the work, to get busy in His Name. But the Apostles are
only men, weak, fallible, open to temptation. How will they accomplish
this task, this tiny band of men, against the power of the Roman Empire.
How will they have the courage to prevail against the many pagan beliefs,
against those who will persecute them and revile them?

"

The answer is found in the qospel which you have heardfthis
at the Last Supper
morning. St John tells us that/Jesus told his dQCLples id they love® him

will wil
and kegp his commandments, He wewmdd ask the Father and the Father wc:éd
o/l
send them another Comforter and that Comforter wsu&d be the Holy Ghost. |,

. ’ L tfl will
He saﬂd that the Holy Ghost wess=t stay with them, that the Holy Ghost wes=td

dwell in them and be with them. Christ knewsthat the disciples



will leans |l
wesxl feel abandoned and lost when He %52 ,as he knewshe wes=d have %o,

and so he promisef§ hexﬁgé%.not leave them comfortless like orphans in
a world that cares nothing for them. He says that the Holy Ghost, the
comforter, will teach them everything they need to know and will remind
them of =21l the lessons that He taught them when He was here on earth
with them. It is through the Holy Ghost that Christ will make himself
known to the disciples after He has ascended into to Heaven. It is through
the Holy Ghost that he will come to them, not once but againz and again,
times without number until the end of time. In answer to Judas, not
Judas Iscariot ® the betrayer, who asks why Jesus will show himself to
the disciples and not to the world, Christ answers that ®Iry only those
who love Him and keep his words will be loved by God, only those will
understand what Christ has said and through hi§Q§¥he Heavenly Father.
Christ speaks God's truth and those who do not know Chrost cannot know
God's truth. They will not be able to izgw the Holy Ghost or know him
and therefore they will be shut off from GOdéﬁ truth.

" Jesus tellsthe disciples thateshould not te troubled or
afraid. Instead they should be happy and joyful that Gﬁgg;t is in Heaven
with the Father. Through the Holy Ghost, it wes possible for Jesus to go

away and yet come again to the disciples. He has told them what is going

to happen so that they can believe it when it happend -- He is talking now
and the Resurrection _
about the Crucificion/-- and he goes even further to tell them will happen

after that. This is why we are so joyous at Easter, because Christ is risen,
risen indeed. This is why Christ returned to walk with the disciples and
needed *o
talk with them after the Crucificion. They were men like us and regggdd
REXXEARENXER
be reassured. But He could not stayy B® because he was in.the Father and
had to return to Him. And this he does when he is assumed into Heaven. Fus
even this act would be incomplete if it meant that Mankind were to be cut
off from Him for all time. And so on this Sunday, we celebrate the keeping

) L il
of the promise to the Disciples, that-¢hey wemd not be abandoned. Each of



these great feast days is a necesaary celebration of our faith in?“
Jesus Christ. Easter'is not enough because it marks only His rising
from the dead here on earth. Assumption is not enough because it marks
only His return to the Father. Pentacost is swfficient because it
assure8 us of the continﬁing presence of Our Lord and Savior on
earth. This is the importance of Pentacost. The promise that Chrbdst
made to the disciples is also made to us. The comfort that the Holy
Ghost gave to the disciples is available to us through His One and
Apostolic '
Aprixxkx® Church., No one can truly call himself Christian if he does
not celebrate the descent of the Holy Ghost. God marked Jesus as his
Son by the descent of the Holy Ghost after His baptism by John the
Baptist. In the same way He marks each of us who have been baptised
on this day as one of His. And each year we acknowledge our being
Chosengby ouf observance of that day centuries ago when the disciples
were also marked. Those who are not with us here today cannot be
touched by a renewal of the Holy Ghost, the Spirit of Truth =-- another
name Jesus gives the Holy Ghost -- cannot be with them. I m=a take note
of those who are not with us and I am sad. I am sad because I see a
weakening of their faith and I know that as thelr shepard I have some-
how failed -- failed them by not keeping them in the fold, and failing
them, I fail God.

" Let us turn for a moment to that original day of
Pentacost. You have heard St Luke in the Acts ofvthe Apostles tell ofé
that first day, tell of the signs: the mighty rushing wind from heawen,
thExXrrEnEgxrXxfxxx which filled the house where they were; the tongues
of flame which sat on Xk=x each of them; the speaking in tongues, in
all kinds of foreign languages, of the wonderful works of God, and how
those there knew that the words of God were to be spread by means of
all the languages of tﬁe earth. It was a frightening wondorous

experience for those gathered there that day and through the centuries

that have followed we can see how the word of God has spread.
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3ut especially I want to call your attention to how Luke
begins this Chapter of Acts, the second chapter. He says: ' When the
day of Pentacost was fully come, they were all with one accord in one

¥

place.' Mark those last words: '... with one accord in one place.®

fhis és_tpi only way it can be. All those who would be touched by the
Holy ggiiié, the Spirit of fruth, must be of 'one accord,' and that one
gccord means that we all believe in the teaching of the Holy Church,
there can be no other! and that they must be of one accord int%one place,’
and that one place is%%he Holy Church, there can be no other.

" Those who gather i in another place to—dgz, today of
all days, cannot be in accord with us, cannot be in accordwééhthe Spirit
of the Holy Ghost. They may be celebrating something, but it is not the
Feast of Pentacost.

" Who are these parisﬂ%ners of the Church of The Holy Name?
Where are they gathered? And why ? What gives them the fierce pride, like
the pride of the Fallen Angels, to oppose the teachings of the Mother Church
in this outrageous fashion?”

*A small boy seated in the front row with his family had dozed
off,lulled by th%%gznging tones of the ftelling of the First Pentacost. As
the priest thundered his malediction against those who dared oppose his
will, the boy Jjerked awake and looking up saw the heavy gross face suffused
with blood hanging above him like some primitive mask with drawn lips and
exposed fangs, thevheavy folds of the priest's black robte thrashing back
and forth 1like six foot wings, It was more than he could face and he
buried his head in his mother's bosom, whimpering with fright.

" You know who they are without my télling you. ‘hey gre
members of the 1local American Legion Post and they are attending a
Memorial Service with their buddies ( the word was an insult) at the
Universalist Church. And do you know what thé Universalist Church is %7

It is a Protestant sect which preaches the doctrineof universal salvation

or redemption.



Universalism 1s a2 form of heathen Christianity which pro-
claims that all men are alike in God's sight. Anyone of our children who
has studied his catechism knows tetter. Anyone of them knows that some
are saved and some are damned. Throughout its 1life, the Holy Church has
teen confronted with those who spread heretical beliefs and time after
time these have been put down by mighty defenders of the faith like
Saint Augugtine. This Universalism is a wide spread and long enduring
apostasy Whose power to entice demands s eternal vigilence on the part
of every loyal son and daughter of the Holy and Catholi@ Church. I shudder
to think what untruths are being spoken there this morning -- since they
do not know the Holy Spirit how can there be truth spoken there? -- and
I urge you to pray, as I pray, for the sguls who are exposed such heresies
as ocur brothers and sisters are hearing today. May the teachings of their
childhood guard and protect them. I believe they will.

"The more important question is not who the absent ones are,
or where they are -- we know the answers to that -- but Why?

"The answer to that is they are returning servicemen who have
come back to this community changed men. Returning servicemmm have Dbeen a
problem to any civilization that was not itself a military state. Returning
soldiers have always held themselves better than those they returned to.
Somehow they think that because some of them were killed in battle, they
are wiser, nobler,than others. They demand special privileges in our society,
they demand preferment in matters of employment, they take their service
as qualifying them to rule us in political offices. They feel that having
joined a confraternity of those equal in the face of death, they have the
right to set their own rules and overturn long established practices.
Having survived, they see themselves above the controls, the necessary
restraintsgof law and religion. They see themselves as those who will bring

about change.



" Imperial Rome knew how to deal with returning troops: they
but the Praetorian Guard

were not allowed to enter the city. No troops/were allowed in the city

itself. YThey camped outside and only their legders entered. In many
instances the troops never returned at all, but were settled on *the land
they conguered, married native women, and lived out their lives far from
their homeland. They were allowed a Triumphant parade and were then dis-
patched to another frontier.

history
In our own kzmkxry, some of the worst thieves, murderers,

"
and bands of robbers have teen discharged soldiers. Some of the worst
instances of political misrule and treason were fathered by those who
had worn their country's uniform. Ulysses S. Grant was a great general
but his two administrations stand among the most dishonorable in our
history.

" Today in America we find the men who served in the war

not two years concluded joined in an organization which places itself

all others. Though they speak in terms of the highest ideals which men

&}

hold sacred, in practice they hold a loyalty which denies the obligation
to support the beliefs in which they have been raised. This loyalty claims
to cross 1lines of politicsl, social, and religioWs difference. In loyalty
to each other they band together against the rest of us.

" You know wha% group I am talking about. In our own “own
the local American LegionPost was presented with a petition which would
have joined them with us in demands for a second Grand Jury to give a
full and fearless investigation of the Thorndike murder cacse. Here was an
opportunity for them to get behind Our Selectmen who have been frustrated

ntheir efforts to see justice done for the murder of this patriotic

| 1

citizen, a murder which was directed against his efforts to apprehend
spying enemies of our couniry -- with all the sZgnaling going on, can
anyone doubt that our enemies were among us -- and they the uniformed

defenders of our country refused to enlist.
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Instead they mmaufactured a statement which was so watered

down that 1% omitted totally any mention of a second grand jury or the

appointment of a special PXRIPERX prosecutor. ~They did so- because they

claimed the the American Legion had to remzain above politics, but it

is clear that the little band of men in this town who have so far been
whom

able to prevent the prosecution of the man against/the evidence piles

higher and higher were once again successful in their protection of

one of their number.

" I am not surprised therefore to find this group who
preferred to remain, as they say, above politics, refusing to put their
weight on the side of justice... I am not surprised to find this group
worshipping today with a group of heretics who place themselves beyond
the revealed wisdom of the Apoletolic Faith. Those who have not had the
benefit of the Truth as revealed by The Holy Spirit I can understand.

It is pride, pride of human reason,which has made them stray. I find it
harder to understand those who have been raised in the Faith. Zut I can
see that they too , those who refused the guidance of their spiritual
weremisled though

leader in the matter of the American Legion petition,kkmugk khxmxzgh
pride in their military brotherhood and its demand of a higher loyalty.
sut there is hope for them. They can be saved and it 1s the duty of all
Good Christians to work to save them.

" What can be done 7 I am going to pray for them that
they might see the light of God's Truth, and I ask that you do so also.
Include them in your prayers that they may feel the presence of the Holy
Ghost, as we who are gathered here today do. Pray that those who risked
their lives in our defense may be returned to us in spirit as well as ine)
tody. The Feast of Pentacost celebrates the keeping of Jesus' promise to

the disciples, but it also celebrates His promise to us through them,) In

the name of the Father, Son and Holy Ghost. Amen.”
Gondd. w&a@w.?

aenath For uy,
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he Right Reverand Giltert Pelletier,
n
was sitting/his study in the Diocesan Residence in Manchester with his

l—J

gsecretary, Father John Buckwold. They had just finished reviewing the
schedule of parish visits in the northern part of the state, wherelthe
Bishop would confirm the spring classes which had just finished their
instruction. Confirmation was one of his duties that the 2ishop liked
test. The sweetness of the little girls in their white vells and dresses
and the manliness of the young boys in their new suits with hair that

never stayed slicked down the way it should always touchedk him. The
innocence in those young faces at the altar rail always renewed his

faith. Ah, if we could all our lives present such shining faces to the

Good Lord, what a wonderful place this world would te.

" Is there anything else, John, before we knock off for lunch?"

" Yes, Father. This letter came in the morning mail and I think
wou ought to look at it right away. It's from that doctor in Missmr Mason.
You remember that about a week ago, I told you he phoned and asked for
an appoigment and I told ymx him you were so busy that he had better writel
Well, he has and I think you better read it."

" Should I know him 7"

" He says you've met. But here, I think this is something you
are going'to have to handle yourself. I think you'll get to know Dr.
O'Connsor better. It's about Harry Manion."

The Bishop sighed and began to read the letter.

Tuat S, 1930

I have tried to approach you personally for a short
conference, but Fr., Buckwold informed me over the telephone,Tuesday
night, that you were so busy that I had better write.

I would never have the courage to do this had I not been
most favorably impressed with your bigness and kindness when I met
you at the btedside of that saintly man Fr. Eernardin in February
1912. I am not a Catholic, but I loved that man and I do not think
it out of the way tos state that I had his respect and confidence.

This town has bteen under a dark cloud for alm@st two years
and as I look to its future with painful interest, your notle kind
face appears in its shadows. I came home from France about a year
ago and found the people in a fturmoil over the notorious Thonndike

Most Respected Sir:



murder, but have waited patiently to have *hQ matter clear up and
see the town peaceful and happy again.

After careful investigation, feel that
Manion 1s the cause of most of %the unenviable notorei
town and unfortunately the state has goften during *©
With the deepeSb respect and reverence I ask if if is not possible
for he and his housekeeper to be removed to some other field of
usefulness. If you will give me a short conference I can show you
many Leafures, which you should know and which the Dubllc have got
to know if it is not possible to remove him.

I feel it is my duty to put a stop fto this kind of
activity in our town and backed by no church, lodge, man or men --

I have resigned from the American Legion for this work -- I am
suarfing with this end in view. I respectfully ask for a hearing
with Fr. Manion present, appreciating and waiving the advantages

of his position and affiliation, because I feel I would get justice
man to man. . ,

Memorial services were held in churches alﬁover the U.
3.,without regard for creed or denomination, for the boys who fough+
and died. Here in Mason, Fr. Manion preached no memorial sermon,but
made unkind remarks about service men in general and local ex sprv1ce
men in partlcular. And this 1s the least of what he has done.

Not hearing from you in a reasonable length of time, I
shall n“ocaed in my own way to stop xkxx the persecution being
carried on in this town, in court, with voice and pen, whenever
and wherever I can get a hearing. I shall fight this thing to a
finish.

I ask for your blessing and prayers that right wins
and justice prevails.

Most respectfully,

The Bishjop sighed again and taking his reading glasses off, rubbed
IREXRXIRRRXRELXRXRXARNIEX
the bridge of his nose. " When do we get back from North State?" he asked.

" Friday night." " All right, call Harry and tell him to ©be here at 9,
OLD Ma~ . .
Saturday morning." Suddenly, the PH==8» knew he had lost his appetlte
for lunch. He had been xmmix¥zmmg sitting too long in the seat of the
presiding bishop not to recognize the smell of trouble. You got to have a

-

nogse for it



Chapter AVIII
Kaiser and his toadies won the March electionngx I hate to admit
I did have to admife the organizauion job they did See-s#he—election,

getting all those mill hands up there to vote and that business with
the ribbons on that'bitch—in-heat and allnadmirer;a was real slick.

Though I was not much in favor of woman suﬁﬁhrage( I thought they put
much the same way they

Yy
would work to our advantage,for
they

slipped in Prohibition),I did think it
more
reason that we could get/of
sat

that one over on the men who went to fight
ocur women to the polls than
The ribbon business

at all.
thing to believe that you are in

the simple
it didn't work out that way

could, but
me from the start. It's one
the right and to work for it in any way you can, but quite another to

L. . AD . , .
medical practice I égxe seen enough action by those regarded as upright
the
n/confidence of the sick

Amnp .
citizens and kewe-teen told enough secrets 1
L Yum 2 9o R Inawm agdatelimy _
roomy i am proud to say that I have never revealed a thing told to me
Of course I wanted to win the election. As I have pointed

wrong wit
put on the armor of Viﬁfﬁe and parade it around town. In my 25 yearsm of

in those circum$tances.
out before, the advantage the Big Man on The Hill had over us was that

he could use the power of the elected officials and the town treasury
hex wanted. Put those together with the power of the

and you had to see that he had the heavy artillery on his side.

to get done things
press/ Bart Lincoln kept up a steady stream of pieces two or three times
a week in the Courier, printing the lying affadavits they were digging up
on all sides,and when they didn't have one of those, he'd go all the way
tack to the beginning and start again. I was worried atout *the image our
town was getting around New England, tut even more, I was concerngd about

the effect the articles were having on our summer people who would be
After all, all they knew was what they read in

starting to come up in numbters after Memorial aay/ Some oI THem swung =

the Zoston papers.

pretty big stick and if he sold them a bill of goods, Manion and his toy



g

sht lose the fight we had already won 2%

~

dolls I mean, We mi
national level. All I could hope for was that Hdarry Manion would make =

mistake and,thank God, he did. Zefore I get to that, let me tell you of

a9

a couple of minor things they pulled; one was smart and one wag just
petty, but they both had an effect on me, as I guess they were intended
to.

In early April, I got a call from Frank Keith, the president
of our county medical society, in Keene.

" Hello, F.C., he sald, " kaxmxymu haven't you got enough

doctors in Mason,with you and Larry Thatcher down there? Got more business

1]

than you can handle, have you ?
I always liked Frank Keith,Anever thought he was too much of

medical
a RamE man, always got licMahon from Boston to call in when I wanted a

consultation.ﬁ§;t§new it and he never lost a chance tojab me on something
or other when he had a chance. Incidentally, Keith stayed at home and
built up his practice during the war when doctors were scarce as hen's
teeth. But I tit my tongue and waited for what he had to tell me.

" I thought you'dl like to know," he said," that I have just

on to the County Medical Sceiety from a Dr. Herve

Fete

received an applicat
Marchand in Toronto, Canada. He's just finishing up in June and guess’
where he wants to locate? Mason, New Hampshire. Didn't know that news of

your little town had spread to Canada, too. Have you heard from him ?
Do you know anything about him ? NO ? Did you ask him to come 7 No?
We'll be voting on Marchand in the meeting at the end of the month, so
observing the usual professional courtesies, I'll send his papers down to
Larry and he'll pass them along to you. His qualifications are excellent,
Looks like you'll have a new young colleague. He'll bring youm up to date.

Speaks French, too. Nice to talk to you, F.C. Expect you'll be a2tthe

next meeting. So long."



I never wanted so much to slap someone's face in my life.
Lucky for him, and me %too I guess, that he was @ at the other end of

a telephone line. Normally the news would not have bothered me

R
L

111,

[$Y]
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I had seen za lot of iDs come and go in Hason. 3ome of them were drifters,
you could® spot'em right away. Never stayed more than two years anywhere.
Too quiet for 'em mostly. Kot enough surgery to do. First thing you
gLwo
knew they were gone. But this was different for 257_reasons and thank
god, Kéith didn't know either of them. First, Anna had jus®t told me she
was pregnant. Both of us were surprised, thought we were too old, and
though Anna was delighted -- she was the kind of woman who wanted %o have
a taby in her arms her whole lifeweI was worried. I'd gone overseas

leaving her with five children, but a sixth one, the way things were in

Mason, a new baby.was the last thing we needed. I asked her if ghe was

79
sure and she answered that after 12 pregnancies, she thought she knew the
himself .
signs. Ihad to agree. Second, I was as sure as if he'd told me/that
January,

Manion was behind it. The newvoun, Catholic dentist@who came in dxr=
should have_been some kind of a warning, but I didn"™t pay him any mind.
He wasn't a doctbr, but this one could hurt me. Pete Hennessy and company
could'not put me out of business, that sult I slapped on him gnieted him
down, but a new young french speaking doctor could take a lo% of the
catholic trade and make it damned hard for me %o support a young family,
three of them not far from entering college. I tell you I was plenty
worried.

The petty trick they pulled on me, was Jjust to harrass me.
Bver gince I had returned to Mason, I had been shadowed when I went out
on night callsm. I never went directly %o the barn to get out my car,I
always turned on all the lights first and circled around from behinde
&5t . Young Charlie Hinwood had voluhteered to go out with me on night
calls and told me always to call him before I went and he'd be there in

ten minutes. I did and it wagtcomfort to me to have him along. But I

wanted some protection when he wasn't along and even when he was, and so
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I kept a Smith and Wesson .32 beside my ted and slipped into my overcoat
pocket whenever 1 finished dressing. I got quite attached to it. Just
to stay on the right side of the law I got a license from the Selscimen
to carry it. I'll be damned if the last part of April if I didn't get a
notice revoking my permit to carry a weapon. It was such a little thing,
2 g
but I decided I wouldn't let them get away with asmiac without the whole
this

town knowing about it so I wrote g short note to the chief of police,had
it printed up and distributed around town.

Chief of Police April 26, 1920

llason, New Hampshire

I am writing to inform you that some person or persons

to me unknown stole from my car a rim, tire and tube.l

do not claim the Selectmen stole this tire, but taking

this affzair with their revoking my license to carry a

loaded pistol, I am afraid of collusion. lMessrs Craiag

and Ewing tell me thatMAfred Partridge told them he had

three pistols in his bed, or within zgezch, every night.

If this is permissible for him to 1idp1n bed, with

windows and doors locked, it ought to be reasonable for

me to be allowed to carry one small loaded pistol driving

around alone nights.

Truly yours,
(s) F.C. O'Connor

That got quite a laugh around town and made Partridge look like thirty
cents. COf course I went on taking my .32 with me when I went out at nights,
even 1f i+t gave the Selectmen a chance to have me arrested. I didn't

think they would.

The mistake that Harry Manion made was to underestimate the
feeling of unity among the former members of the ARF. Not having been in
the service, he could not know how closely knit we all felt. On WMemorizl
Sunday, the Legion Post joined up and attended a service in the Universalis®
Church, where the Rev Dyer preached a fine sermon, pointing out the
responsibilities we had as servicemen to raise the moral level of the town
and to work for justice. He even made direct reference, indirectly, to the
agony that Perkins Meade had been 'gzoing through, and I was glad that
Perkins had chosen not to attend chmrch that Sunday, it would have been

hard on him to be reminded in public of what he was going through.



Anyway, %the whole business had been worked out in accordance

with directive from the Legion's national headquarters, and we had,after

attended services at Holy Name, the year before.

W
’__l
l._.l

fhose whr I talked to who did attend Holy Name, and we did heve
some defectors, said Manion sort of went crazy and talked atout how
veterans had never been ftrusted when they came back from war and instead
of observing the day by preaching a memorial sermon, criticized the local
post and practically read the catholic boys out of the church.

This was too good to miss; The first thing I did was to resign
from the Legion Post. I figured that freed me to speak as an individual,
and although I would stillvhave an influential relationship with = The
members, they would not be blamed for anything I did or said. And it

worked out that way.

The second thing‘I did was to send an open letter to Major Frank
Knox, publisher of the Manchester Union, asking him to publish i%. This
was a chance to get back a little of the ground we'd been losing steadily

to the bad publicity in the Courier. This xkm is the letter.
June 3, 1920

On Sunday, May 30, 1920,

Memorial services were held in churches all over the United
States, without regard to creed or denomimation, for the boys
who fought and died.

Rev. Harry A. Manion, Mason N.H., instead of preaching a
memorial sermon is said to‘g‘Voted this time to criticizing
members of American Legion Post # 11, saying they would not

amount to anything, etc.,etc.

I would respectfully ask that a committee be appointed from
each local post to investigste this matter, also that =he
State and National officlers be notified.

do not want to misjudge anyone, or do an injustice, BRither
do we wish to encourage this spirit which zxX¥Xim culminated
in the deaths of those loyal exmservice men when unarmed
they paraded the streets of that western city in uniform.

Ex~Service men of New Hampshire:

1

(s) " One of the boys who came back

The letter was printed in the Sunday edition and when I found
which paper it was in, I went to Harrisfield and got the drugstore
there to get me a hundred copies which 3111 Hillyer distributed to

all members of the Post. Nothing ever came of the let ter, but I was

1



told later that the Union got quite a few angry responses, and I
felt pretty good about that.

I said that nothing came of the letter to the Union. I am
not quite sure whether that is true or not. What I do know is that
about a week aftey, the Courier began running a series by Bart Lincoln
which exceeded anything Manion had-dared to put out kefore. Each of
. e befine
them was not that much different from the esmer, it just twisted the
facts a little more here and there and maybe added one new point.
Though the articles did not name Perkins NMeade, by always mentioning
uncontested facts, such as the black eye PM got the night of %he
murder when he was kicked by his horse, they were clearly referring
to him. The articles were libelous .in the extreme, far worse than any-
thing Monk Boyden had said to anyone in town. rhey proved to me that
the quiet spring was over and that Manion's sermon was really the
beginning of their summer ofifensive. If Manion was losing control of

parts of two articles
himself, he was doing so in a calculated way. When you read/mr= ®f in

series
the =xikzXzx, you'll see what I mean.

"WhéﬂiAttorney Henry L. Oldham and County Solicifer aﬂb M.
Packard have crouched inactive behind the claim that there is not
enough evidence to arrest of indict anybody for the murder of
Dr. William Thorndike and confessed that the stase of New
Hampshire was completely baffled by the mystery, a volume of
evidence has been piling up agalinst two suspects who appear to bte
sufficiently influential ams socially and politically not to
fear prosecution -- otherwise they would have had to face the
muslc more than year ago. Political wires have been pulled all
the way to Washington.

"But in spite of the political intriguing the truth will
come out in due time, say the selectmen.

" Packard and Oldham have shut their eyes to the fact that
a local suspectclaimed he did not leave home after supper the
night of the murder was seen downstreet by six people, one of
whom saw him at the wheel of an automobile going the direction
of the Thorndike farm as late as 10:45 and there were two other
persons in the rear seat. They have disregarded the fact that
two of®these witnesses gave the information thinking they could
aid the suspect, not knowing that he told a different story.

" They have ignored the fact that the suspect appeared the
next morning with a badly bruised cheek and badly blackened eye
received on the night of the murder from a kick by his horse;
that he told 8 or 10 different stories as to how he received the
injury; that there were fresh scratches with the bruises +that a
hoof could not make; that the injury is consistent with a blow
from a hand cultivator; that a2 witness saw scratches and bruises



on the suspect's neck in addition to the eye injury the day zafter
the murder% injries that could not have been made so low by
any other Wariety of causes which he described %o neighbtors;that
the horse which he claimed kicked him was notfin the stable at the
time of the alleged mishap.

" ’hat he made conflicting statements to the Dept of Justice
officials who were so suspicious of him that they summoned him
to Boston and grilged him for hours; that he thought a railroad
man was shadowing him on his return from Boston, according %o =z
brakeman; that he went to a village amrarxzkzmx undertaker as early
as 8:30 a.m. the morning after the myrder and notified the
undertaker that Thorndike was dead and asked him if he was going
up there; that this was 4 hours before the body was found in the

cistern -- btefore anybody but those who had prior knowledge could
have known Thorndike was deadg

" That he first denied and quickly admitted that he had 2
cigarette case similar to that bailed out of the bottom of the

cistern where the body was found; that he and his wife were seen
to come to a dump at 2 o'clock one morning a few days after the
murder, by automobile, and throw btundles in the dump; that lights
were seen in the suspect's house until 3 a.m. on the night of the
tragedy.

" That the first to spregd the false rumor that lNrs.
Thorndike committed the murder was this man and members of his
household; that he was pro-german during the war and never dis-
played an American flag; thathe tried to persuade certain persons
not to buy Liberty bonds; thadhe spoke German fluently; that he
introduced to Thorndike the other suspect and complained to him
of the Intelligence Depts of the Army and Navy and the Dept of
Justice, before the murder; that he kept in XmmzR communication
with the other suspect after the murder by telephone and visits;

that he tried to induce the Selectmen to sign a paper after the
the Grand Jury inguiry, absolving him from blame or suspicion;
that he had m financizl dealings with the other suspect, who 1s
said to have been a trusted operative in the German spy system
and a near-relative of Bernstoff. There is a fabtric of other
evidence in which the forgoing are the principal threads, buf all
this means nothing to prosecuting officisls who worked overtime
to fasten guilt on Thorndike's widow. Apparently nothing short of
a2 confession would stir the present officials to action, the
people say.

The problem with such a blanket accusation, which seems %o be
so firmly woven from fact’is 4o know how to attack it. I knew that I
could take apart the whole cloth from which it was made, fiber by fiber,
but granted I could do so, and I could, where coulq I get a hearing for
my work, where could I publish it that would get me anywhere near as
large an audience as a large Boston daily geté‘ Denials are nowhere near
as " newsworthy" as accusations, as any demogogue knows. The whole thing
was a mare's nest of whodly innocent facts misinterpreted; statements,
sworn to by ignorant people being mis-led, of fact which never ftook place;

o/ .
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nd total fabrications spun out in the Selectmen's meeting room

oin the two Together. The whole construction was so fantastic that

[ Y

even someone who knew the persons and the acts involved would te
momentarily convinced. It was that well done. Manion and his scrite

Lincoln had built better than they knew from the suggestions by

ot

the small-minded Selectmen. The protlem was that by failing to act

)]

at t

jng
o

first open attack, Perkins Weade had made his silence =2n
RAXRIXE
admission of guilt. B2y xmmzxkmig pazzixz remaining passive ( I saw

it as a case of shell shock, really) he became ax xrkEXimExakiz figure
Two
of unbelievable Christian forbearance. In %8 almost xmw years enough

smoke had accumulated +to make people who didn't know him tegin look-
ing fof the fire.

I have to give a lot of credit( if that's what you want to
call it) for the success of Manion's campaign to the twisted genius
of Bart Lincoln. As a star reporter for the Courier he had learned
his trade well and this is nowhere better revealed than in the absolute
confidence with which his interviewees speak. Listen to the explan-
ation of why Meade was not arrested, although the Selectmen promised
time and again to do sgo. I had known Monk Eoyden, the speaker,xgver
25 years and I knew he couldn't tell you with any assurance whether

or not it was snowing.

" And what is more, we know where guilt lies. rhere isn't any
mystery in this murder as certain persons have tried to make
out. There was at the start, but it has been-cleared away by
months of diligent work. If our county and state officials
are willing to set aside personal feelings and petty prejudices
and tackle the Thorndike case in a blg way, 1t can be cleared
up in short order.

"We are in a position to guarantee that. We are not guessing
about it. The Federal authorities share our view, because
they have followed the samex traills we have and they came
across the same evidence.

1"

If the Thorndike case is permitted to drag as it has for
twenty odd months, it will be a blot on our State, a public
scandel. Why can't our public prosecutors see 1t in tThe
proper light.

e e el e S S . G it i




" 4hy Was evidence which pointed to suspects with political
pull scoffed at and insignifican? detalls maghified as ’
against the widow of the murdered man?

"There appears To be only one answer -- the 3-0-35 went out
from a certaln guarter to protect a certain suspect and
an@ther who was an active Germana agent working agains®
our country and our troops while we were at war, has Uteen
automatically shiddded by the cloak thrown around the
fellow with a pull.”

The question that remained uppermost in my mind was,where
was this stepped-up attack going? How long could I allow 1%t %o go
on without taking any action to stop it. And, furthermore, what action
could I take 7 I had declared myself afree agent. I had no group or
groups behind me. Members of the former Purity Squad -- I could always
get a sad grin from any of them by bringing up the matter of the white
rivbons -- had pretty well retired from the field. Elmer Webt had told
Perkins right out, if he wasn't going to defend himself, he was damned
if he was going to get shot at any more and he retired to his whiskey
and his pulp westerns. It sure looked to me as if we were on the run.

11 . f + tupid that
Looking back, I feel pretty stupld thal +ne answer to my
e 2 . . y " .
question had not come to me at the time I was sure that llanion was
pulling all the strings in the assault on Meade. Zut they say that

the drowning man sees a lot of things clearly and I sure was in deep

water. Anyway, from the time in early June SRk I tried to see B

e
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shop
Pelletier, it became clearer and clearer to me that he was Xy the only
zrE source of our salvation. From that *time on, I made sure that he
gogbgiiopy of every Courier article on the case. I sent him%copyxx
iz == ,

of xkm grand Jury petition; my letter to the Harrisfiy%d Transcript;
the Coll affidgvit p; copies of the 3 ZBubble Busters; copy of %the Mason
X-3ay News; coples of the two American Legion petitions; my lefter %o
Governor Barnett; and finally, I sent him an open letter addressed

to Harry Manion himself. It was a good letter,if I say so myself,and

was calculated to get a lot of things out in *“he open, but I didn's

dream that it would zk® have the torpedo effect that it did.



= v the whole town of Mason,

explain

graduate

3quad members, borrowed a couple of the family cars and went off riding

Aoum
Zefore I put M| th¥ letter that Zisho
Sﬁieu
what gset me off.

gfh«n*?’fvlr)
The night of the high school ow=tumwi, 2

s wh@, it turned out, were all sons and daughters of Purity

around the countryside. Two of the boys were drinking,

one of them ended up driving a car into a farmers barn

#ilford and passing out.

anything

group of the

it is true, and

over in wWest

But there was no real harm done, no sex or

sand all of them got home safe and sound E===mx before morning

except the sozzled driver who was found by the farmer lying in his own

vomit wh

did not

en the farmer went out to feed his stock. While these children

SohwSom

do right, the high school principal ===, assur°d7~ha+ none of

them had been harmed, and he did so oSy em apwbl»\md'aq Tk'*‘— NAS

a. Move

as he di

tmmwlmmlm.

Manion did it I'1ll never know. Maybe he lost his head

was ot 12Y wtstin
d in his Memorial Sunday sermon. Anjway he se—sae—asema—tas

rew e BosTim Coe

wexkag the Selectmen
AT&R

got #l %ézlg as

chief.and I think he saw a chance to hurt the better element in the

)

town. So the next night, he and Lincoln sat down and wrote up the whole

incident

all over

. Published the girls' names and all, and of course it got spregd

New England. None of my children was involved

tut the insinuations

in the rotten piece made me see reazd. I had a lot of things I'd been

wanting to say to Manion in public and this was as good a time as any.

I didn't

pull any punches.

Rev Harry A. Manion
Mason, New Hampshire

Sir: I am told by a friend that when you read my first letter

"

in the Transcript, you sneered and said, How
get this way?" I think this 1s a direct query
to try and answer it.

I got this way, wa*tching the persecutions
have put across on the people of this town for
my certain knowledge. I got this way, wgtching
Selectmen, three or four times a week, with 2

did this fellow
and I am going

you and your tools
over a year o
you meet the

Zoston reporter

and the next day hearing of some dirty slur or statement you

had published,



1

not for *the sake of justice, but to maliciously
show your personzl feeling and hatred. I got this way, watch-
ing you chum with 2 fellow mentally deficient, and know of
your causing Lo be published in a Zoston daily paper, his
mutterings and hallucinations, as facts.

One of tThe leading men of vour church, a man who has lived
here a2ll his life, told me himself, " This %ig man on the hill
does not believe anyone in this town guilty any more than I
do, but is just venting his personal feeling, using as his
tools, ignorant supersiitious people he can control.”

I think this is the truth, but how in the name of a righte-
ous and just God have you been sble to get away with it for
two years?

Didn't you do a manly noble thing when, Friday night,June
11th, 1920, you sat there in the Selectmen's room from 8.40
until 10.50 p.m. with this reporter and put out this rotten
story albout these innocent XxxxXm children who went on 2
joy-ride. You come out now and say the reporter did not write
what you told him to write, but this is no alibi, for you were
the only one present who could give even a garbled report}with
Principal Fus==TohsSovy. Frrm 1L aalin

This certainly proves two things: 1st, you were present when
it was written; 2nd, also you have been supervising the rotten
stuff New England has been fed since Oc%t. 22nd,1919( V.

On Sunday, May 30,1920, when churches allmx over *the United
States were having Memorial Services, without regard %o creed
or denomination, for the " boys who fought and died," you spent
this time making unkind remarks about expservice men in general,
and our local ex-service men in particular.

I can only reply for one ex-service man, that is myself; I
did what I could and did itm cheerfully and am not ashamed.

Where were you and what were you dolng? I can find but bne
night's work reported, and this is the night when you publicly
insulted our Dist. Atty. over herexx in Union Hall, when he
came down here alone, by invitation, to meet the town's people
and answer questions. I am told by one of your people That the
Dist. Atyy. met your cowardly insults and slurs like a dignified
gentlemen and looked far bigger than you for all of your 264 1bs.

During the past year you have been going around town, abusing
and criticising the Dist, Atty. and the Atyy. Gen. and questioning
the honor of our Judges. What more does a Bolsheviki do 7 A1l
they find fault with is our laws and how they are enforced. Now
Thave tried %to answer your query," how I got this way." Answer
one for me, who appoinfted you collector of affidavits?

Have you any right to call up a Dr's wife and ask her %o come
up to your house and give an affidavit for you o publish in a
Boston paper 7

Did you hear where the Dr. suggested you go 7 Ze patient as
it is going to be warmer here soon. I wish to send a message to
the fellow who sent me the threatening letter, as he forgot to
sign his name. Tell him I am always available night or day,and \
always come when called.

(s) F.C. 0'Connor
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With the copy of thex open letter

I enclosed this note:
June 23, 1920

]

Most Hespected 3ir
er

Several weeks ago, I drove over to have a
conference with you, bhut they saild you were out of town,
and I better write, which I did explaining the unenviable
noterelty which our town and state were gzetting through
the @etivities of Rev H.4, Fanion, in the notoriocus
“horndike case.

Not hearing from you, Thave been doing
what I could to bring the matter before the public with
very satisfactory success. I have tried to bring you up
to date on action,prior to my letter and since, and I am

sending you (1) a public letter which I put out after
failing in my appeal to you and (2) a clipping from the
Courier, the 16th, which brought me to write the letter.
Assuring you of my deep respect and reveranceg

Most respectfully yours,

‘ On the drive over %o Manchester I was nervous, and
I rehearsed all the things I was going to say. I decided that the

one thing I was not going to do was threaten anyone, not the ZEishop
and not Fr. Manion. I would simply go over the things I could hang
on Manion and must hang on him if he remained in Mason. I would
lean heavily on testimony from Manion's own parishioners, naming
names as I did so. I would confine myself to things I could use
others to verify. A number of people had left Holy Name and I would
stress the damage Manion was d@ing to his own church. All this I
would do in a respectful manner, polinting out that I hated to do
kux-====#0 what I had to do but there seemed no other way.

Ownthe ‘)Imm\)‘fhe Bishop's secretary had b%en very dhort, asking
only if I could make a 10 o'clock appointment, saying that the
Bishop could give me an hour. The whole conversation was concluded
so fast that I did not even find out whether Manion would be there.
The secretary, a ® fine loocking young man built like a good half-
back, led me into a paneled front room with heavily curtained
windows and I found myself standing acroés a large desk from a
slightly-built white haired man who looked so much like the French

Canadians I had treated for years that I was surprised at =he



excellen®t ZEnzglish he spoke in a soft low voice. He did nbt smile and
there was nothing in his manner which indicated a welcome of any sorsg.
" Clearly, we were on his ground and he would conduct the discussion.

After telling me %o have a éeat, he looked intently 2% me

across the desk for what seemed to be minutes, studying me znd playing

)]

with a cross which hung from around his neck. I waited .
Met
" You say wex have/once before, Doctor."
Yes, at the bedside of Fr. Bernardin, a saintly man.
I was his doctor. He was aﬂpld man but hils death was
a great loss to our ftown, and,I think, his church.I
see a lot of death, but his upset me greatly."”

That was how long ago?"

b

zight years ago, 1912."

k’:

" Yes. Jogseph Bernardin was the salt of the earth that
Our Lord talks about. We were in Seminary together and
had a lifelong friendship. He came from the same farm
background as his working class parishioners and under-
stood them very well. He was a great support to the
newly arrived in this country.”

" I have rarely seen a man of the cloth who was so humble
and did so much good. He was loved by Catholics and
Protestants alike in our town."

" I take it that you don't feel the same about Harry
Manion. "

" I do not. Manion is a different type entirely.”

" You are not of our faith, Doctor. With your surname
that is something of a surprise. ‘he IL1Sh are some
of the strongest members of the church

" I understand that my father's family were when they came
over during the potato famine of 'A48, my father was onlj
a small child then. He married a Vermont Yankee and the
joke in the family is that she ftaught him to read and write
and made a protestant of him. No, I am not 2 Catholic.”

" 4nd do you not perhaps hold a prejudice agalns® our people,
seeing them 1gnornn+ foreigners full of supersition, as

‘?"

some many neflve Yankees do

" Father, excuse me,Eishap, Pelletier, I am a doctor. I am
not what you would call a religious man. I have trought up
my children in the church -- thefrr mother 1s = Christian in
every sense of the word -- I ralse money for the church but
I am not a good churchman. I am adoctor and when I see people
they are mostly in trouble. I do not try *o judge them, I
try to help them. 4 doctor and a priest have a lot in common
in that regard. As for prejudice, I would be happy =2 d willines
to have you talk %o any Catholic in iMason and see Nh t Tthey



would %ell you. I have btrought 2 good number ofx their children
into the world, a good many times without pay. I wish they
would not have so many children, they find it 4ifficult %o
provide adequately for them 211, but no, I am not prejudiced.”
" Father Manion feels that you are prejudiced and *that you =zct
together with the factory owners and managers %o keep the
French Canadian working man in his wplace, that you want

poor n
him down."

e
T
to keep
" Pather Manion, hah ! If there is any btad feeling toward me
among the Catholics, i1t is because he planted it. Inciden*ally,
why isn't he here today? I asked tThat he te here for a
confrontation, when I asked for an appointment., I don't *talk
tehind a man's back. Anything I have to say, I say to his
face.”

" I noticed that in the open letter you sent him. I have talked
with Father ¥anion and I thought 1t better that I see each of
you separately. That way the element of personal antagonism

is 2t 2 minimum."”
" All right, if that's the way you wantkit."

" The last few weeks you have bombarded me with material on
the Thorndike case, on what has been going on in Kason the
last two years, what the Selectmen have done and what you
have done in reply. I have read it all carefully and I think
I understand your stand, but I must te sure. Just what is i%t
that you accuse Harry Manion of 7

" I accuse Harry Manion of trying to railroad onem of the most
decent, most honorable men God ever put breath in, for the
murder of William Thorndike."

How and why 7"

" The how is easy. If you have read the material I sent you,
it's a2ll there and I can add much besides. Ever since the
murder, every private detective, every Federal invesiigator,
and the Couriler reporter,who has been writing up our town
in every rotten way he could think of, have stayed atthe
rectory of Holy Name. We can prove by sworn testimony that
} % . (1 — . -
€ Sent tpe private debfive Keller to Eoston %o get a2 Eoston
newspaper to send a reporter to kason. He has controlled the
Selectmen like puppets on a string.”

" Howz was he able to do that? Only one of them is a Catholic."”

I wish I knew. You know Harry Manion well, he was your
secretary for threeyears. You know he 1is a strong persuagive
personality, in my mind I compare him to that Sussian priess,
that Rasputin, who had so much influence over the Gueen of
Russia. iy thought is that when he offered %o help, they
leaped 2% . They are weak uncertain men, all of them.: his
was the biggest thing that ever happened in wason and they
weren't equipped %o handle it. They could handle the rozds
and the wat system, they didni!t rezlly run the schools,and
if they kept the %tax rate down, notody really bothered them.
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‘he zmount of money 2 Town our size gpe nds 18 small pota

Nobody of eny account takes the job of ‘men. IF
z2ny wo*k to do, he does it. Once the _norndi{e thiny
the Selectmen never met once ﬁhef‘%a wasn't present,
prove 1%, He was always in the background a2t public
like the time District Attorney came down tox talk
people and we caught him red-handed on that slander of our
young people published Jjust this month. The Selectmen haven't

made 2 move gince August 1918 that he didn't cont f”om ‘he
speeches at Town leeting to the American qagion

had 2 hand in i%, You can scout at the idea if but I
know it's as ftrue a2s I'm sitting here. He hzas ~ls busines:
to talk %o people who might have seen anyﬁhin; ‘be night of the
urder -- in one instance he drove all the way to Connecticut

to do 1t -- or who might know someone who did. He has collec*ed
affidavits from ZEnorant blgoted people he could control and

had & them published in the Courier. He has gone out of his

way to influence law officers, such as depusty sheriffs, whom

he could not directly control. From his own pulplb, he urged

his parishioners %o sign the petition ( you got a copy) for

a second Grand Jury hearing. And those are just the outstanding
things I can think of at the moment. Your secrm ary told me I

had an hour and I've used up most of that.,"

;..J
4]
0

t

"

Don't worry about the time. I've cancelled =2ll my of ther morning
appointments. Granted you can prcve 211l thatyou've said,and
gome of it I think you would kmxkzxg® have difficulty proving,
why would he take such action 7"

of themw® small hours of the night
" I've spent more]XXx® puzzling about that than anything else.
Avery time I couldn't sleep, every %time I've come in from
a late night call too worked up to go to bed, I've sat down
and thought about it. Manion and I used to be good friends,
an evening of pitch, a fast game of doubles in tennis. I knew
him as a fierce competitor, he a2lways liked to win like I did,
but I never knew him to take unfalr advantfage. As =zn old
college athlete he wouldn't be unsportsmanlike. There are three
reasons, as best I can figure 1%, least important first. Cne,
there was a minor fuss sbout church bank deposits, that was
before the murder, and I think he fel®t the honor of his
family and hisp posiftion had been insulfed. {linor but important
fwo, I think when the Selectmen ”CCpred his help earlv on,w
saw This as an opportunity to raise the socisl position of his
church and the people in it, prove that they weren't just a
bunch of dumbells who couldn't speak good English, always
getting drunk, not paying theilr ©tills. I think he felt xzkzx 1
a priest helped solved the murder, this would change things i
the town. lore important and growing as time wentk on and he
had more and more power. Three, I think he was protecting
gome one close to him, "

-
" Who, a member of his parish? A pries®t is a privileged person

with profegsional status, but he ig not above the law. He nust
regpect the sancity of confession btut he cannot condone murder!

A member of his own fam
you in when 1 say tha
case I've bullt for this accusation is ve
and you are one of the few I've confided it to, 1
here I decided I would no* bturden you with my reason
do, Pt on you the responsibilit ty of checking out
and that's not why I am here.

mily. I rezlize the pos
y, and that's 211 I'm go
7

ot ri' ‘L\)

-
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m asking you to do is to look =% the actions of Father

as laid out in what I've *old Jyou and what materizl I've
ou. “he how, if yotu 1like. T ask you %So evaluste what H:
Zanion has done in the persecution of that good man Perking Iesde
over %the past nearly two vears and to do something about him.
As a priest in your diocese, Harry Manion is your protlem., The
identity of William Thorndike's murderer is not the issue here.
I pray and trust that he or they will e found and brought %o
justice, God willing. That the 1little town of iason is today
split, torn asunder if you like, is the work of one man, and I'm
here ftoday get 2 stop put to that."

[ P,
HNATS

S
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" What do you want me %o do?"

" What I asked in my first letter +o you: Xove Father Harry

sianion. Get him out of ¥ason. Find some place wheres he can
put his %talents to #r good use.Far enough away so he will have
no further influence the people of our fTown. Once he is gone,
I am convinced that things will quiet down. The town will never
ce the same, too much has been said that can't be taken back
and the suspicions of some are oo deep to be erased. lfaybe
when some pegce is restored %o the town, the murder will be

* after solved, though I have my doubts,/almost two years Imxzx. Zut
at least the town can get back to living a more normal 1life.
Things cannot go on as they are now without some grest evil
happening because in this climate men lose their sense, their
control. " ‘

" You realize that Nanion built Holy Name and by custom may
remain there until his death."

id not think is

i

" I realize that and I would not ask it
was one man's privilege against the 1

l-—.lo
1y e

e

" I will have to think on this. I will make no decision today.
And when I do make a decision yvou will neverbﬂvold. We will
have no further communication, you and I. I willk keep in
strictest confidence what you have said and I will deny that
you ever said it to me. Send me nd™Rleiters or documentation
of any kind. If you do it will be returned to you unopened.

Do you understand what I am saying ? I respecs: your courage
and your openness but it grants you no privilege. I urge you
to pray to Almighty God for guidance for yourself and for me.
This is no small burden you RANBXIBLRRAREXEXWILRXME leave here

with me."”
|, whak : oo . :
Zefore I knew quitegwas happening, the £180p was standing up

and extending me his hand with that bigx ring on it and the fine loocking
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ne. Just before he closed +he biz omk

door behind me, I said *o +he young man, " Hottest June we've had in some
. ) o safe
tlme, Aithout the trace of a tlessing in his voice, " Have = zrrd ftrip
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Zllen Xelly's pot roast, if not a culinary triumph, was =%
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ing and the freshness of the vegetatles from the rectory

garden enabled them to withstand the over-coocking she customargly
subjected them to. Manion had kepﬂafter her year affter year and had
finally gotten her to test them with a fork rather than boil them to

a soggy mush. If they both lived long enough, she might hecome a decent
Cc00K; she had concentrated:go long on being 2 decent woman and making
sure that everyone else was decent.

As Manion and iincoln sat in the rectory study, letiting the
hot sweet coffee flow down over the tlueverry pie and vanilla ice cream
which had finished off the dinner, each of them belching companionably
in turn, Lincoln réviewed what he was writing up in his current articles.

" After you decided that we had done enough on lMeade z2nd the
local angle, it's been a little hard to comé up with anything new. ‘the

was
June series wzxm effective -- we got lots of mail on them and I under-
stand the Selectmen did also -- even if it had fthe lawyers at the Lourier
crapping in their drawers. S*tanhope told me over tThe phone that Yeade had
2 strong case for libel, if he wanted to sue. I wanted %o show you 2
couple of things that'll%@ Te out next week. One is zn interview with

PPyC ek ”A‘~‘ .
ch¥fies %immx . He was the farmhand fThat Cobeses trought with him up

from New York state. He worked on the Thorndike farm from late fz3ll *o

early February when he froze his feet and had to leave. Low this was an
interview in September 1918, shortly after the murder, %aken by detectives
iy V4Tl .
who wi=iem®him on a farm just outside New York City. This ties in with
the affidavit from the hand who succeeded him and who wen to Greenville
Moz ) o )
with the Swedswscs when they moved in June 1918. The ooﬂect here is
raise some sympathy for Mrs Thorndike and %o say something about the
relationghip btetween the Coblenzes and the Thorndikes. After that, I

have an interview with Lizzy Ryan. 3he, vou % remember, is the nurse

who took care of ¥rs "horndike for the six days between the murder and



©)

the fime she was drugeged and taxen off To the loony tin down in Jorcester

mishandling of some of the physical evidence in the case, the cigsrette
cage for example, and we had our public attorneys, 0ldham and Packard,

looking sillier and sillier .on their theory that the oldlady did i%.And

(8]

that will be followed by 2 copy of the letter Cldham®$ wrote Packard,

telling of his trip to Zoston to review the case tullt up by the Federsal

authorities. Don't ask me where I got the 8ldham letter, an zce raporier

13

never reveals his sources.” Lincoln sat
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Manion sat heavily in his desk chair and ran his tongue over
his teeth, e&gingkut the bits of blueberry that had stuck between them.
de wished he hadn't eaten so much; he really ought to cub tack on his
food, get himself infto some sort of shape again, but... ﬁe was weary.

He had bteen weary for some time now. It had begun on that long drive back
from Manches%ter, the trip had never seemed so long tefore. Zvery now and
then ,he caught himself staring ou®t the window, seeing noi *the row of
pines by the side of the church butpset face of the Zishop =25 he lectured
him on what he thought he was‘doing to the causge of the church in llew
Hampshire. The first interview had been bad enough, the second was =

as
sweat. It was/if the old man knew every move he's made in the past
years and it was plain that he knew the connectlon with the Courier.
You are the spiritual leader of those people, he'd said,not some
basket-giving Councilman in South Boston. You are the leader of your flock
not some ward politician working on the class feel ings of your voting
lists to make sure of the next election. After three years as The old

1,

man's secretary, he knew the warning signals, the

’_.n

agit on of %the hands

Hq

and the whkXxzzirz white line along® the jaw. He's seen enough srown men
leave the big brick house trembling like =z whipped schoolboys 4o know

1 3 )

better what the wrath of Zod was like, and +the o0ld man wes full of it.
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to cut back on his involvement® In Mason politics and *o nut
2side “he plans he'd laid out for the summer. The 0ld man hadn'®t threatened
him, he'd %told him, and Mznion had pulled in his horns. He'd come tack and

hed
told Lincoln that they/done enocugh on the local suspect for the momen®t =a2nd

"

ot

that strategy dictated a push on the infternationa

I\_.A
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nect of the case, on

building up the involvement of German spies in the case, the signali‘ing that
. - .. s Mais2, .

the whole town had observed, the suspicious activity of %=y and his wife.
And that was what they'd done this past two months. The driving of the
German-named couples over back roads on horseback or in the battleship-gray
Marmon. fhe having of mail boxes in various towns around Xason and the sendine
of mail from various postoffices. The sending of coded telegrams rigged up %o
sound like stock orders to a troker. The interest of French and Germa
intellegence services in the mystery of the Thbrndike case and the reported

E.

investment of 30 million dollars by the defeated Germans to stir up social

unrest in post-war America. This was strong stuff and worked tégether very

well. If only he didn't have to push so hard to keep them going. Lincoln was
»

as bad as the three Yankee bcobies. Zach of them had to te praised and petted

like a fawning dog or else they sulked. He threw Lincoln a bone.

" 2art, I think that's as effective as anything you've done %o

date," he said. " Sooner or later we're going to get a treak and the whole
*
. . . maImng
thing'll open up like a split melon. Keeping pressure on Sweeag is the way
- .
MAamn-g,

to go right now. I've had a thought. What about the men who helped Sewbedi.
move from Mason to Greenville? why don't you talk with them, you can find ou%
easily enough who they were. There musﬁhave been something suspicious in what

he had moved, the way he had it done and the setting upof the new house.Look

- ¥t

into that, will you 7

Lincoln sat making notes furiously on his pad and locked up with

o .

The good father had done it =2gain, “his was gooed Tor 5Swo maycte three
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saw that 1% was %time %o Joln the Selecimen downtown.
" Yime to go,Bart," he ssid. " Jusn'%t keep the Jood ¥en
walting. They gef restless and start thinking for themselves and that's

dangerous. Who knows what damned foolishness I'l1l have %o repair this

week ., "

1
" No, let's %take the car down. I've gotten so I don't

!

like to walk past the Little Captain's housge, for fear I won'®s te zhle

to resist the temptation to go in and ring his neck.”

"

Wnhatever you say."
When Manion and Lincoln got &% to the Selectmen's Room

over the Clay Library, they found Boyden and Partmidge quarreling as
unemployed
usual, this time over whether Town Aid should be given an uxpIny=zs
-
latorer, and Hennessey as usual looking on, pulling on a short curved-
dispute
stem pipe. They waited until the wessswwws wzs over, with Eoyden winnin

{Tq

his point 2s he always did. Manion braced himself for trouble, tecause
‘when 3oyden got in a pet over one thing, he rarely let up but turned his
attention immediately to anything else which had se?® his eyebrows %o
twitching. He was, he thought, weary of beinglrainer to this animal =ct.

Boyden started in. Good to see you gen®tlemen, I hope you
have something new to offer. We havendt had muchs action since Cur
Grand Plan for the summer got dropped. Lincoln laid it 211 out in fhe
paper, plain as the nose on your face, and then we didn't follow up.
Jizde us look pretty foolish, I tell you. We got quite a few letters from'
folks backihg us up, expecting us to take some action, and then we don't
do anything. #akes us look bad. How do you explain that, Father? If you
don't have any ideas, maybe géé; and I have £o%t %0 take some action. "

] have ¢got sake some acilon.

fanion grittedw his teeth and struggled %o control the



" I have no explanation beyond

How long, oh Lord, how

T

wnat I've zlready %Hold you.

s T s2id before, on thinking it over, I came %o the conclusion that

we had done as much on the locsl front as was useful at this time.l he

people we are trying %o influence at this

time are interna=ionally

ninded and so we are shifting our fire %o the spy connection and the

1nvolvemen* of the CGerman spy network. Bart

-
T

has worked out a serie

of articles on that, whieh he will® 1lay out for you, and we'll 2lso

te working on sympathy for Nrs. Thorndike in defense of the accus=ation

against her. Incidentally, I'm told she is falling badly and isn't

LS

.ed . . .
expec si¥g to live more than month or si1X weeks."

Couldn't be that O'Connor's letter has sofftened your

backbone = mite, could it? I hear a lot of folks got a blg chuckle

out of that and have teen walting for an answer ever since. You didn'

come out that looking very tig, did you 7 Prohtlem is, whatever hits

you hits us too, and I for one don't like

regpect peopke have for Town officials and

won't be paying anﬂmind to what we say.

-

've

reing shot at. Lowers *he

first thing vou know they

had

<

o take 2 lot of guff

over that letter? tzke it and like it, which I don' 4"

For the first +time since he had allied himegelf with Zhe

Selectmen in their campaign To root out the

"horndike murderer,ianion’

slipping
felt his control of them/and he knew he must stop the slide before

the thought of independence picked up momentum and the three,

particularly Boyden, did something so damaging he couldn't repair it.

" On the contrary, O'Connor' 's open letter wa

9]
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move. It exposed him and those with him for what they are,religious

'_l-

bigots., It doesn't si®t well wi

S

openly attacked. When he 1is =attacked, they

had 2 lot of experience with beling secon‘class

good Catholics %o have thelr priest

re attacked and they heve

citizenses



" Xo, shere's nothing wrong with my backbone. I've
ong one z2nd I ¢3ill do. I can defend myself., I'1ll %tell you what hosg

1 makes the shi€t in strategy a good move, which Zarst will

{ '\.}

tell you we have Deen working out for some weeks now, and that's !

slander sult against you, Zoyden, filed by Perkins ieade. Now *that is =
major move, I warned you abtout shooting off your mouth in public, but I

can't be with you tw@Aty-four hours a day and those bdrds zre coming home

1"

to roost.
Zoyden sank vack in his chair, 211l the fight gone out of him.
It had always been a weakness of hig to talk out of turn, gotien him in

3 e

trouble since he was a boy, tut when provoked, he would acknowledge 1if
sBhed hard enough, in spite of the priest's warnings and his ifels nagging,

he said things he shouldn't, especially when his sense of authority was
allenged. The thought of the suit petrified him. The idea of defending

Convergations
in court under oath whathe had said in = sifeetcowmer/made his buttocks

pull together 1 knot.
" I didn't say anything everybody is town isn't saying. I just

35id that if Perkins Meade told what he knew about the Thorndike case, =2

lot of things would be cleared up. I didn't say he did the nurder or

" I know what you said and I wish you hadn't said it, but you
did." Manion moved quickly to regain control and he spoke wmkmisdsr with
raised volume and intensity. " What we've got to do 1s %to fturn what seems

E%

like a disaster into a triumph. It may be hard for the three of you %o see

t, but this is the opportunity we've been walting for. e have't heen

|

hle to get Meade into court because of the obs*truction of fthe prosecubting
into court
attorn@yYs in this state and county. Now leade has %aken us/=== we'll make

Iy
[

him wish he hadn't. We won't te on trial, he will. We'll te able %o zet

irk® *he oven and on puvlic record all the thin nes we ‘ve only dared <o
hint at. As we show that you were only saying what everytody knew, we'll

te able %to have sworn ftestimony on the siffalling, Yeade's black-eye, his



movemente gn the night of the murder, his 1"elafcu).q%k ip with (e
“he whole spy Yusinese., This won's he zn
1is will »e the case that we have put ftogeSher,
He noticed now that <he three Selechmen were fixed on what he
was sayilng, as they had not heen for weeks, nodding and grinning =2s he
made each point. ‘hat was better. That was the way it should be, him
showing the way and they following.

. " the trial will be called for the October session of the
Superior Court. 2efore we go to court in Keene, there will te a month
or so of taking depositions here in town, so I'm told, ty counsel for
toth sides. This means we have two opportunities, when they take the
Ceppsitions and when the case is tried. You've got a copy of the
complaint, haven't you, Nonk? Good. Ering 1t in next week ¥onday and
we'll start to go over it., We've got you a good lawyer: ?ob ¥urphy will
e down here from Concord and we'll start analyzing the charges and how
we can answer them and at the same time get on the record the evidence

we want. In the meantime, lMonk,you be writing up wha® you can remember

of the circumstances of what you are supposed To have gaid znd how you

came to say it. On that framework we'll lay the relevant statements by
ur wiftnesses. They probably modify their complaint affer the depositdons

and we'll modify our presentation accordingly."

Lit%tle more of consequence came up that evening and Xanion
Telt more positive than he had in some time as he and Lincoln drove tack
up to the rectory. He hadn't really known how he felt z2vout the ..eade
suit against Zoyden, he reflected, excep®t fto TbTelleve that Toyden had 1%
coming, until he had the need to buck up his chosen allies. Zy 2l1ll *he
saints, he thought, I am right even without knowing it. his IS the
chance we've been walting for. We can meske this Trial an exhitition of
what we've got on Meade. Of course, the ju&ge will %ell the jufy that the
Thorndike casgse isn't being decided here znd we'll declare that we're

only showing what everytody knew to he true, but hefore we're through...



“his is zoing %o work out tetter than I could have hoped., IZvery man hes
nimself, even the Zichop will see thzt, 2nd ins our

own defense... the Lord moves in mysterious ways, his will to m=ke known,

and Selectman Poyden may have just done us a big favor bty nufting us on
the defensive. |

Yost evenings Ellen Kelly was not o te seen when they re-
turned from meeting with the town officizls. After she cleared the dining

joy

tatle and washed the dishes, she retired to her btack tedroom mmmdy =2gainst
her customary early rising for mass. Yhat evening, however, lanion and
Lincoln found her sitting Zf=<®w in her rocker in the little parlor off

= - I

the kitchen wimw mending a large pile of black socks. There had been =@

t

telephone call from the Courier office in EFoston. Lincoln must call as
soonpas he zot in. Instead of going to the rectory study as he usuzlly
did, he made the call on the kitchen phone.

" Hello, Hello. Bhis is Eart Lincoln. Give me the city desk.
Yeah, Jimmy, this is Part Lincoln. What did you want?"

Jimmy Costello, the Courierds# city editor, dic nof give

Lincoln his assisnments, this was the prerogative of Harold Case, fthe

u’)

(]

Managing editor, who managed the several blg =m=mx Ly-line reporiers on
the staff and decided what they would cover. A% this fTime of night,though,
Cretello was in charge. He was 2 short balding man who had nade his wey um

rom the police and city hall Teats and prided himself on his toughness.

1,

e had no time for sentiment or what he called the bleeding hear’t angle;

"
)

he honored what he called straight reporting: see 1t sfraight and redors
it straight,no decoration.

" Lincoln, we just got word of a killing I thought you'd want

4

to know atout. Two young punks killed in a warehouse in Chgrlestown. Zoth
of 'em dead hefore the police got there. Turns out the warehouse was full
of b“ooze brought in from Canada, the cops say. The cops say “he warehouse

telonged to the Rusty Paparella gang, not under that name of course,btut

*

they say %the guy that leased 1t was a relative of Paparella's.



to do with

s fthat got me, Jimmy? You know Cazce
me on assignment up here in Yew Hampshire covering the Thorndike
czse. I don't =zee..."

" That priest you're staying with un there, %tha*t Tather arion
»he's got 2 house keeper named Kelly, doesn't he?"

" Yes."

" Thought so. Well, one of the two guys in the brezkin was
named Erian Kelly. Had seaxmag's papers on him. The other one had AP
papers, too. I talked %o Frank Curley, The Lieutenent. He sa2id that
they were getting a lot of merchant seaman involved in sti k-upg and
breaki“é lateiy. With the cutback in the merchant msriné, there's 2 lo%
of 'em mmk on the beach. Anyway, young Kelly's papers give his next of
kin ss Ellen Kelly, Holy Name Rectory, Mason, New Hampshire. Can't bhe
two of them, can there now. Thought you'd want to know, first off."

" ¥y god, yes. Thanks. Listen, Jimmy, I'll c2ll vou right
tack, o.k. ?" He put the receiver on the hook and turned %o Manion and
his housekeeper, who had been +trying not %o listen in on his conversas-
ion. The expression on hig face shocked them with the knowledge that
they were somehow involved.

" It's Brian," he said. " He's been killed in a2 treskin in
a warehouse. Shot. Not by the police, 1%t happened bhefore the police could
zet there"

¢

+ A
5O %

from
Ellen dropped the pile of socks/&® her lap and the needle in

.
L

hand. She didn't move for a moment and

Losomn, she began to rock back and forth. " I knew it

knew it. I've had a bad feeling

he Holy lother tonksght,

then wrapping her arms under

"

, 3he keened.

all day. I went and said a prayer

special, %o protect 2rian, bhut it wasn't

enough, it wasn't enough. I knew it."

¥anlon was staggered by the news 3nd sank wwess Lack onto “he
woocen chair he sitting in at the table. luttering 2 blessing, he
crossed himself and looked up 2t Lincoln still standing by the phone on

the wall.



1

e 3 L] Tn 1 3 LU ) - o
“rian,desd? he asked, ire they sure 7 Are “hey
mug?
Y 3 T ¥ ¥ 5 P - L3 o . it N - -
was him. It s 2 common enough name in foston. rTthere/te 2 dozen 2rian

4

gellys down there. I knew four by that name when I was zrowings up. ‘hers

“"

@0 migtake,”

Linclon pulled himself together.

had Zllen's name andg address in his wallet. Costello talked to %he
before they could operate.
~meswompezt Lieutenant in charge. He was dead wisew Semrmesresmwer. hot

shall we do 7"
"Do 7 wWhat can we do? He's dead. Itds 211 over. He's dead.

Did he have the Last ites? Did he have a chance to clesnse himself before

he died? That was z2lways my great fear for his dying 2%t sez, that he
chaplains

would not have a chance to prepare for his death. The zkzpzXirz always

said mass before and heard confessions before any tig attack in France,

you know." Manion buried his head in his arms on the 0il cloth table

cover and sobbed in great gulps, as Ellen rocked herself tack and forth
and moaned in echo to his lamentations.

Alone and not sharing in their grief, Lincoln concentrated

nls

m

ttention on the phone on the wall and kept his self-conitrol. There

must be something he could do. As he stood there trying to summon 2
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response, he suddenly Xnew what 1t was. I
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the line. Jimmy, I've given the bad news to Ke

g

YManion. I'm with Them now. And I want fo protec% them from this gevtin
out right awaysl I don't want this %o be in %omorrow's paper.

Costello was offended. " This is news. We have *C print the
news. You know that.":

"

Ckay, I know Tthat. Zut just say that the names of the

murdered men are teing witheld until nex®t of kin is notified. You can do
that. You can release themm names in a vack page® item in 2 counle of

ot

cays, or not at a2ll. It's done all the %time. I don't went this zget

out in :ason, 2t less®t not righ®% now. As =2 persomgl favor %o me, see Lo

£t

it, will you 7 Zight . 2nd he hung up, satisfied he had done

3

uch

j§%]

S

-

as he could.



J'e turned o “anion, who wag now “lowing his
zres” wihlte handkerchief, and szaid, " Did vou hear “has? “rizn's
nere won't te in the maper. They'll have to revport the break-in and
the deaths, no way %o keep fthat quiet, but “rian's neme won's e
“ziven." llanion could no* speak but nodded that he urnderstood and

waved hig thanks for Lincoln's considerz=ion.

0]

Zllen, too, had recovered somewhat from her zrief. 3he
1" ‘7

sat still in the rocker and addressed hers@kf %o lianion.

.

tury him beside Johnny," she said. " He didn't do much for Zrian and
_ nice
me when he was alive, ¥ Johnny didn's, btut he did buy = ﬂ!!ﬁﬂ:. vible

lot when we got married and there's lots of room for Trian. “here I'1l1
te one day soon, I expect. Yes, that's right and proper %o btury him
eside his father." It was important %o have 1t 211 settled.
A week after they had returned from the funeral,
gat in his stiady counting the u:ég% and silver from the collections of
the day hefore and marking the deposit slip for the Harrisfield Tank.
?11len knocked on the door and told him there was a Father Flynn %o see
him. ¥anion opushed the money into the bangs cenvas bag and told her
to bring him in.

-

She ushered in 2 tall thin silver haired man with a

military equnc evident even in his well-pressed clerical ®»lack.

73

" Pather Manion, I'm Fdward Flynn. I'm one of thre

chaplains with the Boston FD."

" Zoston ? You're a long way from home. F.D.7 TFolice

Department? Is it something to do with Erian? Yhat's all over. Ye
huried him last week. What more can the police want with him7"

" Yes, I know. I couldn't get to the funeral, so I didn'®
cet to see you there, but it is about Zrian that I've come. I have =
message for you from him. Not = message exactly rtut something
,

you'd want %o hear. I feel as if I know you well. I don't think I

missed =2 game you pitched your four yearyat Z.0., and I wes sure you
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ves, Must have been quite sz

O

. e .
would make 1t in the big lesn

5191

for you To s=snswer your vocztion in *the church. But that isn't why
I've come, though I do want you know I'm pleased %o gee. you 2nd “alk

to you after a2ll these yesrs.

- ™oy T3 - .
rank Curley, Lieutenzns
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o come to the Zmergency Rocom of
City Hospital. They had a young man in there who was dying of a gzan

gunshot wound in the gut. He was bleeding bad and there wasn'®t anythin

Y

nd frank cazlled me.
e

Zefore I administered the Last 3ites, he told me he wanted to/confessed

they could do to save him. He asked for a priest

W

she docters weren't atle to do anything for him and so I chased them

0
pse
o

21l out and heard his confession. He'd done a lot of bad thing
his life, he said, and I gave him absolution for the kind of things I
hear every day in confession. I thought that was 211, but he wouldn't
let me get into the service. He kept saying' I killed the o0léd man. I
didn't mean %to but I did." He didn't say which old man z2nd I didn'*
press him, he was too far along. He said he wanted you and his mother

3

¢ never been atle %

ot

o know that he had confessed what he'd done, he

do it before, but he wanted you %to know that he was free of that sin.
He said he was not sorry to die, that he was better off dez=d, Tut he

. L.

wanted you to know that you had given him more than you could know and
he loved you and his mother. It was 2z marvelous thing to see,

the piEr® peace in that face. He kat let go of this world easily and

]

freely then, and just had time to complete the service btefore he was

gone. 3o that's why I'm here on this sorrowful errand today. Jo let

vou snd his mother know that he died in *the Faith. I know Shere's 1it+tle

comfort in *the thought right now, but in the years *o come you'll

tetter aboutAhim. It's a2 hard life our young people live. I saw 1%t on
le fields of France and I've seen a £00d many more f21l1 here =2+

hore since. The temptations they face are far worse than you or I had:

-

te hard, so much to be had by those who g
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1ittle honest work to



Janion was silent. 4 bubble in his chest burst =nd he fel®
2 tensenesg in him dissolve until he felt watery =211 over and was

would
sure he/ooze down out of his chalr onto the floor. He clenched his

fists and got a grip on himself. Ile noticed the other priest was
veering into his face, looking as if he should csll someone outsice

¥)

the room for hzaXkk help but didn't know who. Znough.
" Thank vou,Father Flynn,for coming %o tell me personally. i
Hearing what you had to say means a lot to me and I'lltell his mother.
It will mean a lot %o her. A letter is such a cold tlooded thing. The
information is the same, tut it means a lot %o %talk %o someome who wes
with Erian a% the last. He had a2 hard life and so has his mother.
Raising 2 boy today, without a father, is a difficult thing. He sgot
into tad company early and there was little his mother could do. It
gave him a taste for danger, I think, what most of us spend our lives

)}

avoiding. He went to sea right when the CGermans stepped up the U-boa®

attacks and wewere worried sick night and day. And after that he never
could seem to settle down to an ordinary life. He had the taste, you

see. Tell me, was he in much pain at the end
"No., The doctors %tell me that in a wound of that severity

K

t keeps away the pain. “hank the Good Lord. lNo, once

¥

},.h

the shock of

he made his confession, it was if he heard the tlegsed angels. Pezce,
nothing but peace. Would you join me in praying that Zrisn has
shinning
vervetual =zRIRXR® on him, as we helieve he must?
fhe two men knel®t fogether in prayer and after “zkine

1,

Yenion's hand in both of his, Pather Flynn letk himself out of *+he
rectory and drove off down the main Street of Yason, leavings Janion

alone with his thbughts.



life ty the church calendar and was cerried a2long bty the flow of zervices
celetrationsz and observances. He zte 1little of the food ITllen Fixed =nd

e Truth he known she paid little attention %o she cooked. hev
they were there, but when he focussed on them he was kind and thoughstful,

summons to Manchester for an appointment with the Zishop was meither

exciting nor threatening; it was once more duty %o be performed.

1,

Bishop Peletier noted the changes in man who sat tefore
him in his study. He was completely different in afttitude of mind znd

body. The loss of welght wag noticeable, his =kx sulf coat hung off his

shoulders and the front billowed out at the buttons where tefore it had

pulled teen

kurng taut. The hightopped shoes had not k® shined for several days 2
look him in the Xagm eye,

the hzt needed 2 good brushaéne., Manion did not mmmixkIzxygEzz, his

the cheekbones, snd he somehow had *“rouhble in mekineg himeelf

sagged fr
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tier had a2 hard time remembering the re
in The man who had come before him Three months tefore. Hew was not nn-
nappy to see Manlon somewhat himbled and fully back in the
the swing could go too far a2nd there was something in the down cas
uncaring figure which touched him. XzrimrxkafxkmzxxzxgkaixX As his
secretary, Manion had teen a challenge he had enjoyed, his wi
impulsiveness, his vibrant strength; it had tested the old man to put

iManion to his Ttest use and he had enjoyed *the exercisze. I% had added 2

i

imension %o a life which was slo wing down. Now there was no obdursncy,
) #dhat he had so do
e reined in. WhaXxhzmgxxrxkexdyrgg nust he done with loving

joN
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force %o

o
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entleness. He mugt e firm dut kind.
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Jde heard =2btout Zrisn's desth and went rou to know
) . he . - - 1]

has Teen in our prayers.

loss ©o ¥rs., Kelly and vourself., He must heve

T - > - -+ b 4] - e~ e
teen like a son to you. It's a hezrd thing when the child

Yes, I have praved, Father.
You must have been 2 powerful influence on him. Zrian wss
A1)

was a good boy, I'm sure ?

No, he wag not. We did our best with him, his mother snd I,

" but he had been %too many years without a father, it was *oo

to influence him much.%We had only three years, you know.dHe

"

]

s the important thin

g

ng.

died in the Faith and that
!

[
Ch
=3

He I'm so very glad to hear that. 'he mercy of God
knows no limits and that is the ultimate blessing. Under

ews I hsve for you geems Fo he

’;S
<f‘

the circumstances, the
the Test thing that could happen. You need 2 change to new
surroundings, a fresh start where the memorieg are not so

sharp.

e

‘hree months ago I directed you to change your attitude,

jte

your involvement in *the political affair of Mason. And you

hyve obeyed me like 2 loyal soldier of “he church, have
i1

you not?

Yes, Father, I have."

Good. I have heard nothing To the contrary and I zm very
pleased with your response. I have consulted with %She

Cardinal and he hasg agreed that you will take over Father



. “ - .
Cronin's parish in Zast Cembridge. IS5 will e like golng nome
rnd I'm sure that YMrs. Helly will e zlad %o ge®t Tack zmong her
-, S % 3
and old friends. I%'s 2n old established church which needs 2 firm hand,

2ther Jim was noit too 2c¢ctive of la
+t +hey would. Now we wan®t 3o infusea 2 new spirit. In
werld, the younf people zre cast zf adrift @z a sea of confusion. The

o)

11y Sunday studf, but he does want the Church to be more
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neonle-oriented than we have teen, spread cut, reach out to th

Cardinal wants to put new emphasis on urban parishes. o revival meetings,

zener,tion Americans and provide a place for them. All over fThe crester
Soston area, the Church will be putting on an enlarged SPOrts Drogram for
the young. The police have assured us of their cooperation in this. Ihis

is 3x rizhs down your alley, wouldn't you say. You'll have three curates,

so the rezular work load of the parish will be ll”nJ so far as you're

concerned. St lichael's will be sort of 2 pilot program. It
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we EXREEX hope, in several years you can k® expect to run tThe whole

11

ter Zosion program. Now, how does that sound?
bt
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back into anion's eyes, but what he got was =2 direct zssenting g2ze
which seemed %o say I understand what you are doing and I “thank you. 1

will do what vou say. XrexRkzhmpxxhag Sefore ¥anion had arrived,the

hop RBeletier had hoped To see sonme of the old fire come

Zighop had girded himself for anz angry confrontation with =2 man who was

losing his church, and though he was relieved not So have 1t, he was not
sure he relished the opposite extreme. He went on %o finish %he tagk he

" Tather “uckwold, who succeeded you as my secra2iary, will

o get ready to moveT "

ioly Mame the 15%th of nexz month. Will sha® give you enough %ime



" Yes, shat's nlenty of Sime. llore shan enouvgh.
" Do you wan®t some Sime time off bLefore you t=ke zfF ur Four
les a%t 3%. Jichzels 7 ‘here's a rest house down on LREXm Cepe Cod,
Léf“o a weel or %en days 2%t the heach would do you good,"

7y - o1 v N - i o~ | 1
N0, Thank you very much. The sooner I get %o the new work

" Whatever you say. I expect you had

announcement as soon asg you get back. Get
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expect your parish will want %o send you off right, have a farewell dinner

nd 211 that.

[AS]

Yes, I' xpect we'll have all that to go through."

Harry, I expect that this is as zood 2 time a2s not %o tell
you. I haven't made any public announcement, but I'll bte retiring =s of
December 1st. We've worked together very closely, you and I, and I wanted
you to be the first %o know. I regamd you as my son. All of the priests
in myvdéocese I regard as my sons, my children. The most important

qualification for a good priest,
s k

-

I've always thought, is the love of

children. If he doesn't have 1t, he has failed in his voca%ion. Loving

children is easy. They're very lovable. I%t's when they gfrow up and shars
to think for themselves that it gets hard. 2Jut the love mus®t he un-cheng-
ing zmxm and must find a way %o be effective. We are all children in

eyes of God and xRk priests are the syes of God on earth. We must see

'3
iy

clearly and believe in our own vision which hag been endowed by God. If
lose
its priests Ime their vision, the Church will te working in

I think that for a while you we”e’saeln” clearly and I pray mos% ¢e“venulf
o . regzain . . L, . '
that you will X#XEXX your vision and help others %o see She way. Je won'?
meet again before you go, there isn't time, but know that vou go with my
Ble ssing for your strength and your protection. "

As their hands clasped, the Zishop drew him forward and embracin

1im fully bestowed on him the kiéd of Peszce.
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Chapter XX Labor Day 1924

Kaiser Bill Lives,VIII
by F.C. 0'Connor

“In re,au.[,,
my reconstruction of the notorious and much

publicized Thorndike Murder Case thus far, you will catch the fact that
I?%%%owed four years to pass since my last chapter. Why the four year
interval you ask ? My answer is so simple that it makes me look foolish,
and yet it is the truth and I have always found it good policy to stick
to the truth. As the old story has it, good liars must'have good memories.s
Telling the truth is a lot simplteq,a;nd the truth is that I got too busy.g
My practice picked ub,;ocally right after Labor Day four years ago. I had |
had a good trade during'thevsummer that year and hoped that I had put by
enough to carry the mortgage and see me through the winter. Two events,
one that happened and one that didn't happen, made the difference I guess.
The first was that my colleague Larry Thatcher was found to have lung

e A g8ve up his practice.
cancer and he &T==tm cut way back on his activities,/So I got all the

patients who had drifted to him while I was away in France and the two
years after I got back. Then, what didn't happen was that Dr. Herve
Marchand,.the yourd§ French-Canadian, decided not to locate in Mason. I
heard through the grape vine, meaning the county medical society, that
he had gotten a better offer in Manchester and went there. Somebody set
him up there, #m%e him a low interest loan to set up his office, and he's
been making a name fof himself over there I hear.

I've been busy at the typewriter all right but it hasn't been
writing a detective étory. Within a year after he moved to Connecticut,
John Lloyd quit the education business and took up as the editor of a

- .
new magazine in Agusta, Maine, called The Farm Family. This is a magazine

aimed directly at farm families all over America. He's done real well with

it and they have over 100,000 subscribers. One of John's ideas was to have
common
a monthly " Mother and Baby" » with axxzx articles on/childhood

dxxramx diseases and a section of questions and answers for the mothers
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who would write in to the magazine. And he asked me to do it. The last
four years I have spent most of my evenings after office hours doing

my monthly column and answering letters from farm mothers who live too
far from town to have medical advice nearby. It has been a great success.
I agreed to do it for the money and I have been glad to have it. As

the years have passed, my prgctice has;%%%i€7hp to where I could give

‘up the magazine work but I kind of get a kick out of it and I think I'lli

do it for as while longer. I am busier than a ones.armed paper hanger

these days and that's the way I like it.

What did bring me back to the Thorndike case was the visit
of Jules Dupent. Jules was a local boy who made good; He went to work
thirty years ago for American Pharmaceuticals of Philadelphia in their
sales department and for thevpast 15 years has been their European sales
manager. Done awfully well. He was back in Mason in the summer of 1919
right when we were in the middle of our dog fight, but the pressure of
building up their European sales force after the war had made it
fmes impossible for him to take any lengthy vacations at home until this
year. He's been here for the month of August and we've spent a good
many warm summer evenings discussing the Thorndike case. I let him
read what I'd written and we discussed a lot of things which didn't get
into that account. Jules was a grea§§%%g%M's. Perkins Meade, and it was
a great blow to him when Perkins passed on. He admired PM, as we all
did, and wanted to know how it was that a man of that calibre could be
so persecuted. He kept saying, " How could a just God allow such a thing
to happen?¥® ;’nd of course I spent a long time trying to tell him. WRe
eaxxe All that talk stirred up a lot of things in my mind I'd kind of
put aside and night before laét I decided that the easiest way to

finish what I started here would be to put down what I told him.
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I'm not much of a drinker, but every time Jules comes back
he brings some of that good French brandy and some Cuban clgaﬁs and I
talk more than I have since his last visit. He wanted to know every
last detail and +that French cognac brought most of them back.

" And now what happened after your interview with Bishop
Peletier, who incikdentally is a very fine man. I knew him when I first
came across the line as a young fellow. He helped a lot o%ﬁget started
in the early days."

o Nothing, that wgs the funny thing. For the next three
months, there was an occasional piece in the Courier, but there was no‘é
mention of Meade. It was all Mainz, all about people who had worked for
him, his background, and quite a lot about the Federal investigation
that was said to be going on. About that time, they caught a fellow in
Boston trying to sell Secret Service papers to a newspaper. He said
they were about the Thorndike case, but of course the authiities never
let them get out. We kept expecting them to heat up the Summer People
but they néver did."

" And you never heard from the Bishop again?”

" Not a word. Never. He said I never would and I didn't.
I sent him a note of appreciation when he retired that December, but he
never acknowleged it. The next thing we knew’wasﬂ an article in the
paper saying that Manion had been picked to go to the second biggest
parish church in the state of Massachusetts. The congregation of Holy
Name had several parties to celebrate his going and they gave him a new
car. Within a month he was gone. Father Buckwold, the Bishop's secretary,
took over. He didn't stay over a year and then he moved on. Father John
J. Keeney, a nice young man, came then and he's here now."

" I take it you didn't go to any of the parties or

contribute for the car?"

" I did not and he didn't come to say goodbye to me either?



" You think, then, that you persuaded the Bishop to move Manion
és you suggested?"”

" I'll never know. I think I did, but I'm not that well
connected in Catholic circles and I never could get anybody who did know
to tell me. The newspaper érticles all pictured the move as a promotion.
They made a big hurrah about his career as an athlete at Boston College and
said he had been selected among a great number of candidates. There was a
picture of Manion with Cardal Walsh himself as the Cardinal-handed?%%me
baseball gloves to boys in the program Manion was taking charge of. Still
running it, as far as I know."

" What happened so far as the Selectmen were concerned?"

" Well, that I can tell you about. It wés just as I had suspected.
When MR Manion left, the brains of the opposition left with him. Practically
all activity stopped. I dropped my suit against Pete Hennessey, but we all
thought we'd gone ég;s far with Meade's suit against Boyden for slander we
would try to clear Meade's name with that. We went to trial in October. What
a farce !! Boyden had Alec Murphy, a damned good trial lawyer from Concord,
and he managed to get a number of the specifics of the indictment dropped.
What he did XEmmge allow to stand was that Boyden had said that Meade hadn't
told all that he knew about the murder and that if he had much would be
cleared up, or words to that effect. Then Murphy was able to put enough
witnesses on the stand who swore that a good many people in the town did
think that zgﬁ prove that the statement was common sentiment. The jury agreed
and brought in a not guilty verdict. All the Selectmen looked like thirty
cents on the stand, couldn't remember this or that. They looked like jack-
asses, but that's not a crime, or at least not one punishable by law. We
were able to show up a number of their witnesses as liars. We got one of
their star witnesses seeing things by moonlight when by the almanac we could
prove that the moon had already gone down. This they passed off as a bad

joke. We weren't interested in prosecuting for per jury, eventhough we did

invalidate %*good number of the affidavits Manion and Dunne collected. No,
the Boyden:left more unanswered questions than ever.



gL " You mentioned in one letter that there'g been a secondif
!;;;;, against the Courier for libel. They settled out of court?"

" Yes, that one was a great deal more clear cut than the
case against Boyden. That was in black and white. When something's
in print, there can't be much question as to whether or not someone

said it or not.

" Why did Perkins settle ?"

L1

Well, in a way thatpwas a mistake from the beginning.
You know Perkins. His heart wasn't in it really. He only went to
couft because we talked him into it. When he lost the Boyden case,
his heart, what little there was in it, went oﬁt of him, and when the
paper offered to settle, admitting nothing but offering half of what
he sued for, he said he wanted to take it. He felt that this was as
much justification as he could hope for at that time, and we had to
agree. The one thing that did do was shut up the Courier. We never
heard a peep out of them after that.”

" So the poor man went to his grave without his name being
cleared?”

" Yes, and there are still people in town today who say
if he'd told what he knew, the murderers would have been caught. It's
a terrible thing for Laine to live with, but she says that they both
knew he was innocent and that's good enough for her."

" So she told me when I talked with her."”

about

" Isn't it hell? They say the good die young, but what akpux
the good who live on unjustly accused. What about them ?"
" One of the mysteries of life, I guess."”

" One of the hardest things #8 to bear in this whole affair

was the involvement of a brother Mason of~§brkin;! There's a good story
out The
about him that you'll get a kick/of . Theh'k_onlyAtwo of us and him who

Kvow ?
dEFfI' 1 tekl you, but you must promise to keep it to yourself."

" You mean Brother Edward Boyden?"

" None other. The Monk. "
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" You knew Perkins pretty well and you know that the Masonic
g?ﬁﬁr was one of the big parts of his life. He went right to the top, you
know, 32nd degree, Scottish rite and all the rest of it. He was a good
churchman, too, went to church regularly, was one of the biggest pledgers
every year, so I'm told. But he used to say that if a man lived up to the
Masonic ideal, he needed no other form of religion. One of the gi;;:xx
that appealed to him most was the loyalty that each Mason swears to his
brothers. It's a sacred vow, you know, the Mason swears on the square and

support ro

compass to zpmrxXx and sustain his bopther Masons in the difficulties of
life and to deal them always with absolute truth and absolute honesty. It's
one of the most binding masxkax oaths a man can take. If ever a man deserved
to choke on his own blood, it is Monk Boyden. He'll come to a bad end, they
all will, you wait and see. I've never been a very good Mgson myself, I
guess. I believe in it but I never could never get too involved, had too
much else to do. Sort of like my service in National Guard. Never got any
ﬁigher than a rear rank private there either. Anyway, Perkins was a man who
livedsg and practiced the ¥l Masonic ideal gnd it was his wish that he be
buried as a Mason.

" So there we were lining up to go into the Universalist Church
as a body, gloves, hats, aprons, all the brothers with the appropriate gear
and here came Boyden to join us. Horatio Black and I had thought that might
happen, We didn't have much hope that he'd have the decency to stay away, so
we 'd done a little talking before he came. We were lining up two by two and
every time Boyden thought he'd found a partne% WO
H;::ni&)the line would shift a little and there'd be no place for him. Black
and I kept watch and as the column pgssed we slipped in at the end. @ell there
was Boyden all by himself at the end of the line s We calculated the numbers
right and when the Order took seats in the pews, Boyden wés left to sit by
himself in the very last pew. |

"

Horatio said to me, 'Do you think he got it?' Did you see him



trying to edge his way into the lkne ?'Pretending to be a mourningO
brother. Damned hypocrite?'
" Damned right he got it. Didn't you see him turn red? He looked just
like he did when he was perjuring himself on the witness stand. "
" I'll never forget that,"Horatio® said, " or forgive him for it. He'll
have to look somewhere else for forgiveness."
" We're burying the only man who has forgiven him, or could. Perkins
couldn't believe evil of others, it wasn't in him. He preferred to
believe it waE%hisunderstanding or that the person had been misled. I
think that was what made it possib§§§?%£%éce these last six years.

" Horatiom and I watched Boyden sneak away after the
commitment service, all by himself, no one said a word to.him.' You

don't think there's a chance he'll go and hangm himself, do you!!

1
Horatior asked as we stood on my lot whéch backs up to the Meade wmk
lot.

" ®* Not a chance,' I said. ®* He still has the thirty

"

pieces of silver.,'

Jules sat back and puffed on his cigar, blew axszke a
couple of smoke rings and watched them dissipate as he contemplated
what I had just told him.

" You never said, but you must have had an idea about who'
killed old Thorndike, " he mused. " With all you know you must have worke:
out a theory." | ‘

" Yes, I did. But I never could prove it, so it wasn't
worth much. I figuged it was Brian Kelly."

"

The housekeeper's son?"

" "

Manion's son, too!
" Whew, that's one for the books

It surely is, but it's the only one which accounts for

Manion's getting so deeply involved. Here it is. I wrote it out over

four years ago. Sent copies to Packard and Oldham. They agreed it made



a lot of sense, but I never could get them to do anything‘with it.
They said too much timg had gone by. Besides Manion had left town by
the time I got it complete and typed up. "

" Whatever happened to young Kelly anyway? "

" We never knew. The last year or so before Manion left,
he'd come ;iii;;ﬂ%, always at night. We'd hear he'd been in town but we
never did see him. Then. $& nothing. There was a rumor that he'd been
killed in some kind of a skwmmx shoot-out connected with a robbery,
but there was nothing in the papers and the Boston police denied any
knowledge of him at all, when Rob Packard sent down a request from the
county."

I handed him the snyopsis of the Thbrndike case I'd worked

up and this is what he read.

SYNOPSIS OF THORNDIKE CASE

R

1. Edward Moran's paibful agigtation at <t an indﬂgrect reference to
his character in a discussion, which was indirectly discussing Thorndike
case.

2. Father Manion's interesf in case, which at once became a complete
control of case as far as lecal authorities were concerned, indic,ted

as follows:
a. Trip to Gonnecticut to John Lloyd to see if he was in Mason,

August 13-18. If he wasgdid he go home by the old road, by Thorndike's.

b. His request to see Mrs Thorndike alone, to see if she saw
or suspected anyone.

| c. Interviews with Mrs Kaye, to see if she had any clues and if

she did to come to him with them and not to the county authorities.

d. Chamged attitudertoward Moran and Miss LaFleur after the
happening. |

e. The prosperity of Moran and LaFleur financially, since that

time.



f. The fact that these fellows and these girls did go out
together at or about that date.

g. That they did go over to closed houses and use them
presumably for imm@ral purposes.

h. The well known reputation of both parties concerned.

i. Father Manion's attempt right from the start to point
directly at soqe one else.

Je ;Qilure to pay slight fine and settle automobile mis- |
demeanor and have Kelly come to see his mother ( and father) in the
daytime.

k. Promise of political preferment to all who aided him in
his work.

1. Presenting The COURIER,etc, with affidavits that are
lies, which he got from ignorant bigoted people he could control.

m. Father Manion's peculiar stand in backing Kelly when
he borrowed money he was supposed to deposit.

n. Thorndike's statement to summer resident, the day before
he was killed: " there are things I cannot tell a woman, nor mention
names safely..., therefore we will call them =S turkeys."

o. T's statement to Walter Langley, night patrolaman: "
Where can I get you if I wanted you inthe night? I may not want you,
but I may. Somethings are going on I just do not understand."

p. Biibeau's statement?! I saw a large car come from out
Thorndike way about midnight.”

q. The body tied with sailor’'s knots, such as a merchant
mariner would naturally tie.

r. Hinkley's statement:"I saw a large car in the bushes
without lights. ( Time: two weeks before murder) Told me to mind my
own HGEEEE business when I spoke to them."

s. Father Manion on the witness stand. Query: " Who told



you about the Thorndike murder? A: Florence Burnett and Prian Kelly.

t. Close affiliation with Keller, dispensing with the
services of all who did not agree with him and who would not XERRXL
report to him. Viz., Manley, the detective.

u. Entertaining Federal men -- Reis and Von Falkenberg --
féeding and lodging them so as to keep in wlose touch.

v. Intimate relations with Deputy-Shertff Alcott; painful
interest to learn clues.

w . Sent Federal men to see Mrs. Percy and asked them to
pick Mrs. P. to see if anyone else was suspected beside PM Meade.(This
Was discovered when the Federal men talked%%fench, thinking that Mrs.
Percy could not talk Frencha

¥. Mrs Percy that Frank Dorn just got a bill ( Jan 1919)
of $ 5.00 out of Father Manion owed nearl, two years by Kelly, for A
automobiles. Dorn runs a %ivery stable.

General: gg:g;%*s ex-bellboy, Ronald Green,can give evidence

to prove activities against Moran and LaFleur. A good detective ought
to be able make a case most any time by a little patient work.
If T ever saw fear depicted on a man's face, it is

Movaws ,
is on ¥ as he meets me every day without speaking.
Jules turned to me, in the quiet way that he has, and said:
"And you've never done anything with this ?"
" What would I do?" I asked. " Manion was gone. Brian Kelly
TRy hés never returned to Mason. Folks around here were more
worried about the Red Scare and the depression than who killed Billy

Thorndikeys A lot of it, you can see, is circumstantial. Can you make

anymore out of it 2?7 "



What I always admired about Jules Dupgnt, beyond his
Smm thoughtfulmess and kindness towards others, was his keen mind,
his ability to pick out the important elements in any situation and
throw away the chaff. He had a habit of stroking his moustaches as
he worked out a problem, twice on the left and three times on the
right, and he did so now. ove

" What your analysis shows is that there was ™) a lot of
activity nights by Moran, LaFleul and their bunch’A < a lot of
activity nights at Billy Thorndike's farm and you conclude that at
least some of é was the same as &? Three, you find two of those
engaged in the nefarious activity doing better than they should,
without reasonable explamation,and a third who had a reputation for
violence has disappeareg?7§éu find a key element in the murder which
relates the departed suspect to XkmxmuxEzmx it, namely the knots which
bound Thorndike. Am I correct in my perception of the relationship,
as you see it,of the facts as regards those you suspect? Yes ?Fny
question to you is, why ? Why should these two couples, presuming
that there only two couples, kill an old man in his barn in the middle
of the night, granted that he had discovered them using his premises
for their lovemaking. What they were doing might have been indiscrete,
in bad taste, but young lovers everywhere are found doing this. It is
frowned upon but society turns its face in America aswell as in
France. Did the old man threaten them, two strong young men, were
they really in danger ? Is it not more reasonable to conclude that
the o0ld man caught spies who were also active in the night signalling
the enemies of his country? The who!itown was talking about signals,
green, red, and blue discs, mysterious cars in the night, horses
shod in felt. Federal investigators had the previous resident of the
main house under surveillance. Aeroplanes were dropping coded meséages
to those on the ground. Did not Foeeign Agen‘ts return that night to

their favorite post only to be discovered ??
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The two questions he asked, andhe was really asking only
twq)for all his oratory, which I believed stood him in good stead as
he sought to persuade his European custémers to buy his pharma‘g%utféls,
were ones that I had pondered long and I was ready for him. ¥
" Let's take the young people first. I believe that it
was shock, surprise, an act of the moment, the reaction of those caught.
It is less important what they were caught at than it is that they were
- found out. The response was not rational and it went far beyond what was
called for, and that's jusdthe point. Young Kelly was not m one to
think before he reacted. Everything we know of his life was a striking
out at authority, at anqkne o%%éfoup which attempted to tell him what
to do or not do. He was driven to do anythidng that society told him not
to; he was constantly taking up the challenge. And I believe once he
responded violently in a situation, he could not stop himself. He was
attracted by the dangerous -- I think this is why he chose to sail on
ships threatened by U-Boats -- and by the illicit. He likedto igiiix
himself on ignorant and innocent young women. Mostof the young women
iﬁ*own would have nothing to do with him because of the stories that
.got out.)Moran was a married man. If word got out of their being caught
in the act, both he and Marie would be ruined. It is one thing for Ed
Lyman to take Alice Harris for Sunday afternoon drives,i%ﬂgﬁ75ut in
open where all can see and wonder at; it is quite another for a man
to be caught xm on another man's property with a young woman in his
employ. But beyond that, once the old man's blood had been spilled,
there was no stopping, no turning back. People are funny. I've noticed
in my practice that everything is fine until blooq flows, either in
an accident or an operation, then a certain wildness takes‘over. a

loose
X certain fear is let wme, and the civilized humy,n being becomes

almost unrecognizable. T believe that's what happened there.



" As for the Foreign Agents ? Moonshine, nothing but
moonshine, a wish to get involved in the war,somehow to share the
dangers of our brave boys overseas. I noticed that as soon as the
Germans started their unrestricted warfare on‘American shipping
everybody got jumpy. The interned German ships in Boston harbor,
the fact that before we declared war, there were Germans diplomats
in country homes not fifteen miles away, these made good fodder for
the popular imagination to feed on. One of the principalz spreader
of the tales of signalling, I know for a fact because I was putting
it in him almost daily, was a mar dying man who was so doped up
that he could barely find his way around his watchman's beat. I
checked him out pxxxaxriy personally and showed him his error, but
he wentk right on seeing what he thought was there. Stars, automobile
lights, reading lightd, hell if you raised or lowered the curtain in
a window, you were seen to be signalling, Laine musthave told you
about that."

" Yes, she did."

groups

" There were paxxxigx of young people sitting on roof tops
watching for lights and any car out after 10 p.m. was said to carry-
ing parties of spies from some rendezvous or other. The whole town
was mad with‘suspicion and any one who didn't go along was a German
sympathizer. I wager that wheﬁ I went out ona a call in the middle
of the night, the next day there was report of spy activity. There
fact is that for all the searching and pursuing, not one damn SPY,

. signalling

not one piece of sumgaX¥img equipment Was ever found. One bunch went
crashing through the underbrush on Pack Monadnock to catch the wiley
Hun in the act and what did they catch? A group of badly scared
college girls from Bpston around a camp fire. Manions' pet French
detective spent a good many nights nights hidden behind %® stone walls

around town and he came up empty handed. They made signal lamps out



of discolored window panes and code messages out of penny pést
cards. They were hauling people to police statxions off railway
cards for chance remarks misinterpreted. Anyone who walked errect
and had a moustache of any size was a Prussianm officer with
military bearing. An old cavalry saber in your house was enough
to make you a Uhlan. Billy Thorndike thought someone was steal-
his , wife

ing/turkeys and that becomes international intrigue. My/Anna is

a calm and levelheaded person, as you well know, and they had her
seeing signalling. Thét bastard Manion even tried to get her to

make an affidavit to that effect. The town was sick, sick with

excitement,and in the middle of it, somebody killed an old man."

" Enough, 0l1d Man, enough. You pile Pelion on Ossa with
all your details. I concede that the ones you‘suspect could have
been at the scene and couldk have done the deed. I concede that
war hysteria may have been responsible for seeing things that were
not there and for making the sinister out ofx the innocent, that if
there were German operatives at work in Mason they were singularly
ineffective. Let that part of your case rest for a moment. Let us
turn to the persecutor of our friend Perkins, Father Harry Manion.

" First,you find a tremendous interest by Father Manion
to discover if anyone saw Xk anything thatnight or suspected who
might have been involved in the activiity at the Thorndike Farm.

For you, his interest goes far beyond that of a good citizen doing
his duty to expose the murderers. Next, at the samex time, you find
unceasing activity'by Manion to involve a leading citizen of Mason
in the crime, even trying to pin the murder on him, by controlling
the investigation of the murder and charging those who did not
agree with him with protecting the killers.

" The kxxm obvious conclusion of those two points,'
hastily stated to be sure, is that he knew who had done the murder'

and had to protect him. Who was it and why would Manion protect him?
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" For the answer to that, you propose a famxixam familial
relationship between the priest and the one who disappeared,which would
account for the priest's unusual zeal in persecuting Meade. To wit,

a father protecting a guilty son, a motive sufficient to account for

.all the various actions he took. Nothing is more basic than the drive
to protect a loved one. Add to that a strong personality who saw him-
self as the saviour, let alone the leader, of a minority held down by
the#ose in power positions in the community, and you have a man whose
fires are fueled to burn long and bright. Voila, your case is as I

have stated it, is it not 7 "

" Yes, that is a’fair statement of what we found when we
examined what we were living through. What I did not put in the synopsis
and what I came to feel was addltlongi fuel, to use your expression,for
the fire was the personal animosity which arose between Father Manjon
and me, after my return to Mason in May 1919. He had had his own way
pretty much before I came home. I can only thank the @ood Lord that he
did not succeed while I was gone. It would have been all over, for I
came home to a man who would not defend himself and a group of dis-
spirited friends who had about run out their string. Rrmxwhnimxaffaix
RANEXHARWRXXRAXAXRAXXXEXxREXweer Once I saw the lay of the land, it became
clear who the ringleader was and what the fight was about, it became a
contest and the prize was the honor and good name of one of God's elect.
I think the element of battle excited Manion, I know it did me, and
moved him beyond the protection of Young Kelly. After all, he had gotten
him out of‘the way and there was little chance that he would ever be

made to account for his azxximm movements the night of the murder, or

anything of the sort. The murder would have remained unsolved -- it
never has been -- and haveplaid at the door of person or persons un-

known, as the Grand Jury had it. But no, Manion kept on, collecting

affidavits, stirring up the public, keeping up interest in the papers

!
long after any reasonable man would have quit. /



Jules smiled. " I remember the fierce tennis matche;
you used to have at the Pine Knoll Inn courts. Both of you got so
heated, I was sure one or both of you would collapse. He was a fierce
competitor, but then so are you, my friend."

I smiged back. " I have never ducked a fight in my 1life
and I like to win, whether it's pifch or checkers. But this was not
a game, where you retire and have a root beer after it's over. No,

a human life was at stake, the 1life of a friend, and there is no
higher stakes to play for than that. Not in my book. You see, not
only was Manion intent on destroying the life of our friend Perkins
Meade, he was striking out at the life of our town. A community is
built on faith -- I'm not talking about religious faith now -~ faith
in the honesty and fairness of the way the community is run, the way
its members live together. If you can destroy the belief in the
integrity of one of the leading men in the town, you go ;hong way in
destroying the way people live at peace with each other. I've thought
a lot about that in the last four years. The war brought about a lot
changes in this country, wars always do, and the changés will go on,
they must. But if the 35 years of service XmxxkExmEmmumixy that
Perkins Meade gave to this community had been destroyed through the
hysteria of a mob egged on by a frightened man, who knows what the

have
result would/been.

\ . .
As it is, the make-up of the town is fractured. It is
haw lonq

deeply wounded and no one knowsgit will take for the wounds to heal.
Perhaps not in my life time. There are people who will never speak to
me again, and I accept that as part of the price of what I did. But
life goes on. I can see rhanges for Dbetter. This morning xkxs the
name of the town ball field was changed in a dedication ceremony from

Veterans Xx¥maxx® Field to Deschenes Field in honor of a local boy

who was killed in the Argonne. And I understand you, my friendyhave
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contributed a large sum of money, amnonymously, to the new high school
to equip the science laboratories. Both Elmer Webb and Horatiom Black
are making efforts to move up young Frenchmen to better positions in
their mills. Six months ago the Bank loaned Fred Duval the money to
start a grecery store. I give him my trade and so do a lot of others.
Father Keeney up at Holy Name is a positive force for good and works
for good relationships between the Catholics and Protestants. Let the
dead bury the dead, I say. Billy and Polly Thorndike are buried in
upstate New York, and I for one intend to leave them there. We have
buried most of our differences and that's all to the good.

" It's an interesting tale you've told me," Jules
said. " Although I left this townas a young man,I've always had a:
deep love for it, it's one of the things I've clung'to. 0ld Mount
Monadnock with its great shoulders gets in your mind and never leaves.
I'm pleased with the advances the town of Mason has made, so many
littie New England towns are going to grass, som many farms deserted,
§0 many young people going to the factories and big cities of Mass-
shusetts and Connecticut, I hope that won't happen. I hope that the
national prosperity which is again in sight will not make Mason a
deserted village. This happened in 18th century England you know."

" There's a lot of young blood left, Jules,'I said.
" Before we leave the Thorndike case, though, there's

one thing that bothers me,ar#xI must mention it and thenni’ll never
bring it up again.

" Your admirably worked out theory about who killed
Billy Thiorndike seems to rest, when all is said and done, on the

belief that Brian Kelly was Harry Manion's son. What proof do you have

of that? How can you ever prove it? Everything depends on it."



I stubbed out Jules' excellent Havanna and Reisfxxmp with
my right hand held up my left so that the stubs of the amputated
first and second fingers were clearly visible. Like the Kaiser who
habitually kept his withered left hand down by his side, I was in
the habit of keeping my i=£x right hand folded over my right.

" I have no proof at all, Jules, not a bit. But every
time I ask myself that question, or some one else does, my two missing
fingers tingle as if they were still there. I am not a supergtitious
man, as you know. But I believe that there are some things which are
known in the blood, and as sure as I once had four fingers onmy left
hand,as every man and woman does, they were father and son, and I

can never believe otherwise. /



