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			Dedication

			To Gertrude Hanna and her unborn baby,

			and to the endless possibilities that might have been

			had tragedy not taken them.

			May this play a small role in preserving their memory.
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			Central Hoopeston as it was in the early 20th century. Locations central to the mystery are numbered as follows: 1 – 303 North Market Street, the Hanna home; 2 – United Presbyterian Church parsonage, right of the Church on Honeywell Avenue; 3 – “Blue House,” North Front Street; 4 – Hanna Feed Grist Mill, 102 Young Street; 5 – Wyman residence above Grocery Store at 202 Market Street; 6 – Directions to Harding farm on Seminary Avenue seven miles to the east; 7 – W. T. Hanna Grocery Store at 212 Banks Street; 8 – Hoopeston Ice and Cold Storage; 9 – City Hall, where interrogations took place.

		

	
		
			Cast of Characters

			The Family

			➢William. T. Hanna, 52, b: 11/11/1869, wealthy Hoopeston mill owner, church elder, husband of Viola Augusta Tallman, father of Marcella, Grace, Gertrude, and Lawrence.

			➢Viola “Lola” Augusta Tallman, 51, b: 12/09/1870; sickly wife of William T. Hanna, mother of Marcella, Grace, Gertrude, and Lawrence.

			➢Marcella Hanna Harding, 29, b: 07/02/1892, daughter of William and Lola, sister of Grace, Gertrude, and Lawrence, married to Nathaniel Stephen Griggs Harding, mother of Lola Harding, former schoolteacher living on farm seven miles out of town.

			➢Nathaniel Stephen Griggs Harding, 34, b: 12/14/1887, pattern maker at Sprague Canning Machinery Company, husband to Marcella Hanna, father of Lola Harding, son-in-law to William and Lola, brother-in-law of Grace, Gertrude, and Lawrence Hanna.

			➢Grace Lola Hanna, 27, b: 09/02/1884, former teacher now working as a bookkeeper for an automobile garage, daughter of William and Lola, sister of Marcella, Gertrude, and Lawrence, romantically involved with John C. Wyman.

			➢Gertrude Hanna, 25, b: 01/04/1897, former teacher now unemployed, seven months pregnant and unmarried, victim, discovered as the body in the parsonage, daughter of William and Lola, sister of Marcella, Grace, and Lawrence.

			➢Lawrence Hanna, 11, b: 09/11/1910, only surviving son of William and Lola, brother of Marcella, Grace, and Gertrude.

			➢Lola Grace Harding, 11 months, b: 05/18/1921, daughter of Marcella and Nate, granddaughter of William and Lola, niece of Grace, Gertrude, and Lawrence.

			The Authorities

			➢Cornelius Jackson Bogart, 50, b: 03/24/1872, Hoopeston Chief of Police, sometimes called “Jack,” sometimes called “Neil,” handpicked for law enforcement by Hoopeston’s first mayor, J. S. McFerrin.

			➢John H. Lewman, 55, b: 12/28/1866, oft elected State’s Attorney for Vermilion County, unmarried and residing in Danville, preparing to leave office to enter politics.

			➢Charles Norris Knox, 61, b: 05/04/1860, elected Sheriff of Vermilion County, residing in Danville, had an 8th grade education.

			➢John D. Cole, 45, b: 10/24/1877, Vermilion County Coroner, performed Gertrude’s autopsy, failed to establish cause of death, mistakenly burned clothing.

			➢Jacob George Fisher, 47, b: 09/20/1875, Vermilion County physician, assisted in autopsy.

			➢Frederick August Baumgart, 48, b: 01/29/1874, Danville physician, assisted in autopsy, disagreed with findings.

			➢Elmer Siegel Parker, 58, Hoopeston undertaker at Parker & Scott, prepared Gertrude for presentation and burial, discovered flour on body.

			➢Reverend John Templeton Meloy, 57, b: 01/17/1865, pastor of United Presbyterian Church from 1904 until January 1922, first to make comment that Gertrude was “subnormal,” gave invocation at Gertrude’s high school graduation ceremony.

			The Press

			➢Carl Victor Little, 27, b: 06/19/0894, newspaper correspondent for United Press, served as a war correspondent in France during WWI.

			➢Alfred F. Baenziger, 39, b: 08/04/1882, crime reporter for The Chicago Tribune, model for the character of Bensinger in The Front Page, which prompted him to punch author Ben Hecht in the face.

			➢Chester Arthur Aldrich, 47, b: 10/05/1874, publisher and editor of Hoopeston’s The Chronicle-Herald, focused and possibly penned all stories regarding the body in the parsonage.

			The Locals

			➢John Cleveland Wyman, 37, b: 01/12/1885, wealthy widowed farmer, Hoopeston resident living above grocery store, former occupant of Hanna household, professed father of Gertrude’s baby.

			➢John C. McKibben, 61, b: 1861, head of carpenters repairing parsonage, cousin by marriage of William T. Hanna, often mistakenly described as discoverer of the body in the parsonage.

			➢James Melville Strong, 58, b: 08/03/1863, Hoopeston resident, church elder, search for lawn mower in parsonage helped establish timeline for placement of the body.

			➢Ida E. Strong, 58, b: 06/26/1863, husband of James Melville, sister to John C. McKibben, charged with cleaning parsonage during transition, actual finder of the body.

			➢Robert W. Myers, 24, b: 02/13/1898, Hoopeston school mate rumored to be intimate with Gertrude, did not complete high school.

			➢George Martin Guest, 24, b: 07/13/1897, Hoopeston school mate rumored to be intimate with Gertrude. Away at college during tragedy.

			➢Glenn Adam Evans, 23, b: 09/10/1898, Hoopeston school mate rumored to be intimate with Gertrude.

			➢Karl Edward Maddox, 23, b: 11/21/1898, Hoopeston school mate rumored to be intimate with Gertrude.

			➢Harold Carlyle” Doc” Adsit, 24, b: 01/12/1898, Hoopeston school mate rumored to be intimate with Gertrude, graduated valedictorian.

			➢Edwin “Ted” Martin Thornton, 23, b: 09/03/1898, Hoopeston school mate rumored to be intimate with Gertrude, served under his father during WWI.

			Additional Players

			➢Nora Cloud, friend of Gertrude, met when both were patients in Kankakee State Hospital.

			➢Washington Smith, retired Danville police officer contracting as detective, hired by Lewman to assist in investigation.

			➢Lew Cooper, vaudeville comedian, claimed encounter with Gertrude’s body while travelling near Alvin, Illinois, famous for having played George Washington in blackface in two Broadway shows.

			➢John Savoree III, 62, b: 1859, railroad yard night detective in Paris, Illinois, claimed encounter with Gertrude’s body, married and divorced five times.

			➢Wilbur Worthington Wetly, 35, b: 7/19/1876, grocery store owner, foreman of the coroner’s inquest panel.

			➢Joel David Fortin, 31, b: 01/02/1891, auto mechanic, served on coroner’s inquest panel, youngest to serve.

			➢Luther Edward Alkire, 43, b: 09/05/1877, hardware store proprietor, served on coroner’s inquest panel.

			➢Henry Clay Foster, 51, b: 05/19/1870, house plasterer, served on coroner’s inquest panel, oldest to serve.

			➢Ralph James Park, 49, b: 04/26/1873, proprietor of Park Steam Laundry, served on coroner’s inquest panel, related to deceased.

			•John Harry Jones, 41, b: 09/21/1880, restaurateur, served on coroner’s inquest panel, nicknamed Jackie.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			“Missing Woman is Found Slain”

			The Chicago Tribune, April 28, 1922

			Missing Woman is Found Slain

			Body of Gertrude Hanna Discov-

			ered in Vacant Parsonage

			at Hoopeston, Ill.

			Disappeared 4 Weeks Ago

			Workman Discovers Remains in Base-

			ment – County Officials Believe

			She Was Attacked and

			Then Murdered

			Chicago, April 28 – The mystery of a dead girl, which resembles in several vital phases the Marion Lambert case, in which Will Orpet was tried and acquitted1, and the Durant church murders in San Francisco2, came to light in Hoopeston, Ill., when the body of Gertrude Hanna, twenty-five years old, former Chicago resident, was found in a mutilated condition in the basement of the unoccupied parsonage of the United Presbyterian church.

			Disappeared Four Weeks Ago.

			The Hanna girl, who disappeared from the home of her father, Wesley T. Hanna, mill owner of Hoopeston, just four weeks ago on a rainy night, was a member of the Sunday school of the Presbyterian church, which was presided over until last December by the Rev. J. P. Maloy, now pastor of the United Presbyterian church, Davis Street and Wesley Avenue, Evanston. Doctor Maloy was informed of the find late last evening.

			Believed Attacked, Slain.

			Although the cause of the girl’s death has not been determined, it is the opinion of the county officials who went to Hoopeston from Danville last night that she was attacked and killed, her body bound with a rope and kept on ice or in a cold place for two or three weeks, and then removed to her former pastor’s home. The autopsy by the county physician disclosed that the girl was approaching maternity. The stomach will be sent to Chicago for analysis to determine whether poison was used. The girl’s parents, reticent and sensitive, refused last night to discuss the case.

			Miss Hanna was a subnormal girl, according to Doctor Maloy, who said he could conceive of no motive for the crime. She was graduated from the Hoopeston high school in the class with Doctor Maloy’s daughter. Several years ago the girl was sent to the Kankakee institution but was discharged as cured.

			She came to Chicago three years ago and worked for several months as a student nurse at the Garfield Park hospital. Later she was employed as a clerk by Sears, Roebuck & Co.

			Finally tiring of city life, she returned to the farm of her sister, Mrs. Nathaniel Harding, near Hoopeston. She had been at her father’s home, which is about two blocks from the parsonage, during the last year. It was said she had been a “little wild” during the last eight or nine months.

			Four weeks ago, when her mother left the house to feed the chickens, the girl walked out and was never seen alive afterward by any friend or member of the family. It was raining and she wore an overcoat and rubbers.

			Every means of search was instituted by the authorities, but there were no clews to her fate until yesterday. J. P. McKibben, foreman contractor, had been employed in the upper story of the parsonage repairing it for the new minister who is expected soon. He had an errand in the basement and there found the body.

			No Effort at Hiding.

			The girl was still clothed in her overcoat and rubbers. The body was lying on a cement ledge about two feet wide and three feet from the ground, which ran around the cellar. No particular effort had been made to cover or hide it.

			The town authorities notified Sheriff Charles Knox and he and State’s Attorney John A. Lewman of Danville were on the scene within an hour and a half after the discovery of the body at 4:30 o’clock. Coroner John Cole and County Physician Fisher arrived later. They performed an autopsy and found the lungs in good condition. The arms looked as though they had been bound tightly with a rope. The wrists were marked as though they had been crushed tightly. It was the opinion that murder had been committed and that the girl had been dead four weeks, but the exact cause of death will not be determined until analysis of the organs. The inquest was postponed to await further investigation.

			Door Locked Inside.

			The door to the cellar stairway where the body was found was closed and locked from the inside by a broom handle thrust through the staples. According to Coroner Cole, it looked as though she had been murdered and that the murderer returned later and removed the ropes or wires with which she was bound.

			“Our daughter left home to do some shopping the evening of March 31,” said the girl’s father last night. “When she failed to return home I did all I could to learn her whereabouts. I have no theory as to the cause of her death. She had made no threats of suicide.”

			Dr. Maloy said last night:

			“As her former pastor, who came to Evanston last December, I was recently requested by letter from Hoopeston to help search in Chicago for Miss Hanna.

			“It was thought that because she had been employed by Sears, Roebuck & Co. she might have returned to Chicago.

			“I am surprised, of course, to learn that she was found slain, for I can conceive of no motive any one might have to do away with this unfortunate young woman. She had no enemies as far as we down there knew. She always had acted a bit queerly, not mixing with the crowd as young folks do in the church. Folks at Hoopeston regarded her with pity.

			Youngest of Daughters

			“She was graduated from the Hoopestown High school. I believe with class of 1915. As pastor of their church I became acquainted with all members of the Hanna family. W. T. Hanna, the father, is a fairly well to do mill owner. Gertrude was the youngest daughter. She was about 25 years old. Her sister, Grace, is 26 years old. The oldest sister is Mrs. Harding.

			“It was at this farm that Gertrude lived after returning from Chicago. She had violent fits of crying while here, her sister saying that often she would make a great commotion with her moaning and melancholia.”

			The Rev. Mr. Maloy came to his Evanston parish last December, replacing the Rev. George Whiteside, who was transferred to an eastern charge after eighteen years in Evanston.

			Harry Maloy, 13 your old son of the pastor, said that the young woman was regarded as “funny” by boys and girls of Hoopestown.

			“She did not mix with them at parties,” he said. “Folks say she was queer.”3

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			A Crazy Idea of Fun

			The unexpected discovery of the body in the parsonage could not have been more surprising to the people involved than the unexpected discovery of an unsolved murder mystery on my family tree was to me.

			I had been doing genealogical research for about a year and had made some exciting finds, especially when researching the Hanna family. My paternal grandmother, Evelyn Jeanette, was the youngest of eight children born to Thomas Hanna and Myrtle Bevan. Snaking back through Hanna and Bevan’s history found Civil War veterans, presidential associations, commissioners of the Liberty Bell and even voyagers on the Mayflower. In thrilling wonder, I discovered that my sixth great-grandfather, Isaiah Harrison, who arrived in America after his father’s passing in Dublin in 1682, married Elizabeth Wright (1658-1698) in 1688 and together delivered three sons and two daughters. My family descended from their second child and second son, John, born in 1691. After Elizabeth’s death, Isaiah married Abigail Smith around 1700, with whom he had four more sons and one daughter. Their only daughter, named Abigail, married Alexander Herring. Their daughter, Isaiah’s granddaughter, Bathsheba, was wed to Abraham Lincoln. Their son Thomas named his son after his father, who went on to become our sixteenth President Abraham Lincoln. To think that Abraham Lincoln and I shared a great-grandfather! Mind-blowing research, but also incredibly satisfying to find such prestige existing on a branch of one’s family tree. Genealogy proved to be time-consuming but also educational and enjoyable, and these unexpected discoveries made it all the more so.

			Having exhausted the histories of the immediate family members of my particular family tree, which included my cousins and their offspring and my parents’ cousins and offspring, I resolved to expand my research and add my grandparents’ cousins to my growing connections of relationships. I could not go very far with my maternal grandparents as they were both first generation Americans and I had limited myself to moving back in time with each of the various lineages until finding the original emigrant of that line to America. Researching documents from foreign countries proved limited and required financial investments to which I was unable to commit. My four maternal great-grandparents were all original immigrants to the States, leaving their siblings back in the mother country. My paternal grandfather’s family had a little more history in the States, but my great-grandfather Clarence Berkshire and his second wife Alma Carlson were both the only offspring in their respective families. That left the Hanna and Bevan lines open for research, and I dived right in. Turns out I did not have far to go to uncover my grandmother’s first cousin was an apparent murder victim.

			I should mention here that I have always been a fan of a good, grisly mystery yarn. Agatha Christie’s Poirot and Miss Marple, Arthur Conan Doyle’s untouchable Sherlock Holmes, and Edgar Allen Poe’s intellectual Auguste Dupin inhabited stories that fueled my burgeoning imagination during my teenage years, opening up to a reading love affair with murder mysteries. It was not long before I made acquaintance with true crime cases via the voluminous literature surrounding Jack the Ripper. True crime stories were regularly digested as well as the fictional mysteries of Rex Stout’s rotund Nero Wolfe and his ferret Archie Goodwin, Elizabeth Peters’ Egyptologist Amelia Peabody, Jonathan Kellerman’s child psychologist Alex Delaware, Parnell Halls’ amusing anti-cruciverbalist Cora Felton, Donna Leon’s Venetian Commissario Guido Brunetti, Stuart Kaminsky’s Hollywood sleuth Toby Peters, and Douglas Preston and Lincoln Child’s resourceful Agent Aloysius Xingu L. Pendergast. The last, especially, contains the elements of gruesome thrills and suspense which enhances the reading experience and paints fiction with that sheen of grounding in truth.

			Finding a murder mystery in the family tree, and an unsolved one at that, was a pleasant surprise. Granted, that was not the feeling J. B. McKibben may have experienced when he encountered the body in the parsonage a hundred years ago, but it was certainly as unexpected. It was also not something either my father or any living members of my immediate Hanna family were aware of. My grandmother would have been six when all this occurred, so it’s likely she may not have been fully aware; although all her siblings were born in Hoopeston, she was not. The youngest of nine, she was born on April 8, 1916 in Chicago, where the family had relocated. Her mother, Myrtle Bevan, died a year later, on April 11, 1917, but was not buried in Chicago; her remains were sent to rest in Hoopeston. So, too, were the remains of her husband, Thomas LeRoy Hanna, who died on December 26, 1960. Obviously, both loved the town where most of their children were born and where this tragedy unfurled. If my grandmother did remember, it was not something sufficiently necessary to pass on to her children. Based on family photographs and newspaper reproductions of Gertrude at the time of her demise, my grandmother and Gertrude shared many similar features. I remember showing a picture of Gertrude to my father and asking him who he thought it looked like, and he immediately said it looked like his mother.

			Learning about the murder and the fact that it was unsolved in its day and remains so on paper, intrigued me and became of overshadowing importance in my genealogical research. I began focusing on whatever information I could gather on the crime more than pursing other unfinished family tree business. The internet helped in locating newspaper articles published in Illinois at the time of the murder, but as I branched out to national news I was thoroughly overwhelmed by coverage of the story, from Washington D.C. to Seattle, Washington. For seven days in late April and early May of 1922, the story was everywhere. I’ve gathered over 1300 articles regarding Gertrude and the mystery of her disappearance and death.

			It should be noted, and I will point out as I move forward, that many of the newspaper reports were filled with errors. Even in the esteemed Chicago Tribune article which opens this account, errors creep in. The Chicago Tribune article identifies the murder location as Hoopestown; the proper name of the city is Hoopeston, which still exists in Vermilion County in central Illinois on the border with Indiana. The article mentions the city correctly in the second and fourth paragraphs but then reverts to Hoopestown in naming the high school.

			Gertrude’s father in The Tribune article is referred to as Wesley T. Hanna. This sent me on a wild goose chase as I had only known her father in my genealogy records as William Thomas Hanna. If he was really Wesley, then perhaps I had the wrong connection. Gertrude, while no longer a popular name, was popular back at the turn of the century (my maternal grandfather had a sister named Gertrude), and, if you look up Gertrude Hanna, you will find several references to different people with that name, all living around the same time period. I endured a short panic attack that I had been chasing for answers down the wrong family tree. However, other articles correctly identify Gertrude’s father as William, and other clues sharpened my focus and convinced me this was indeed my great-grandfather’s older brother.4

			The more I read and the more I uncovered regarding Gertrude Hanna and her disappearance, the more intrigued I became, and a single thought began to coalesce into an idea in my brain. Wouldn’t it be wonderful to solve the mystery, especially after more than a century has passed?

			Certainly, nothing had been done in the hundred years since she died; once the case was put on the shelf, it remained there. There were no anniversary stories or newsflashes that updated any information about what occurred. Solving it from an armchair one hundred years after the events would be nearly impossible.

			But being impossible does not mean it wouldn’t be fun. Recently retired from thirty years of teaching, I had the time and inclination. Perhaps, if only in my lofty imagination, Gertrude’s story was waiting for this moment for our paths to converge and the solution to her disappearance and death could finally be made public. I could be her champion.

			However, Poirot, Miss Marple, Sherlock Holmes, Auguste Dupin, and the rest, I am not. I have no special ability or insight that will result in a satisfactory conclusion to this story. My research abilities and my determination will take me a long way, but they are not superpowers and are no more special that those same qualities possessed by someone else. Law enforcement of the day, while lacking some of the technologies we have working on our behalf in the 21st century, still had more resources than I do it solving the crime. I could get into the heads of the participants and structure conversations that would be based on what newspapers reported and fits the characters of the persons involved, but that still doesn’t guarantee that I’ll find a reasonable or accurate assessment of what transpired in Hoopeston in 1922. I could end up with something resembling more of a novel than a true crime exposé, or, worse, a complete failure at the attempt to reconstruct the past and provide a proper narrative to the chain of events.

			Yet wouldn’t it be fun to try?

			A straightforward reading of the newspaper accounts provides plenty of material to work with, even if it is sometimes contradictory. Research provides a fleshing of the participants and the ability to paint a vivid, realistic backdrop for the events that happened. A novel provides the opportunity to let readers know what transpired through the thoughts and ideas of the characters, as well as allowing leeway to fill in the gaps that printed materials and research are not able to answer.

			All three seemed valuable ways to tell the story. Yet each also provided drawbacks. Using the newspapers, whose viewpoint do we utilize? Do we include all the articles and leave the reader to determine what is accurate and what is misleading? What about the dead-ends that research can lead to? If a novel is created, by definition we are leaving the realm of true life. How much of “based on a true story” will the reader think is true and which parts are made up?

			This was the dilemma I struggled with, to the point of abandoning the project. I finally realized that the answer was to somehow incorporate all three strands together to tell Gertrude Hanna’s story. That is what you will find enclosed here.

			And, in answer to the question, even though murder is a gruesome business, and deception is never a quality virtue, putting this tale together was exactly what I hoped it would be: fun.

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			Family Background

			Gertrude’s paternal grandfather and my dad’s great-grandfather, Thomas Jefferson Hanna Jr., was born on December 18, 1843 in Iberia, Morrow County, Ohio to Thomas Jefferson Hanna (born on July 24, 1808, in York City, Pennsylvania; deceased January 26, 1881, in Hanover, Jefferson County, Indiana) and his wife Sarah N. McNeel (born on July 28, 1813, in Strabane, Washington County, Pennsylvania; deceased August 17, 1864, in Hanover, Jefferson County, Indiana). Thomas Jr. was his parents’ fourth child and third son. The growing family of eventually seven children relocated to Jefferson County, Indiana, settling in Republican Township, a small farming community west of Hanover and on the border with Kentucky. At 20 years of age Thomas Jr. volunteered his services on the Union side during the Civil War to the Indiana Cavalry 4th Regiment Company L, entering and being mustered out as a private. A monument honoring his regiment’s success at the Battle of Vicksburg from May 18 to July 4, 1863 stands at Vicksburg Military Park in Warren County, Mississippi, erected by the State of Indiana in 1926. Another stands in Chickamauga and Chattanooga National Military Park in Tennessee.

			Following his mother’s death in 1864, Thomas Jr. worked on his father’s farm in Republican Township, Indiana. He also courted Elizabeth Jennett Park born in Hanover on November 7, 1848 (descended from the Harrison branch of the family tree as noted above), and the couple married on November 18, 1868 in Hanover. Together, over the next 16 years, Thomas and Elizabeth produced eight of their eventual nine children, starting with William Thomas on November 11, 1869, in Hanover, Indiana, and followed by Eva Elizabeth on September 19, 1871; Oscar Alexander on December 29, 1873; Thomas Le Roy Hanna, my great-grandfather, on June 17, 1875; Robert on January 10, 1879 (who died as an infant on July 6, 1879); Charles Guy on July 22, 1880; James Park on February 26, 1882, and Sarah Salome on November 24, 1885. As his family grew, Thomas moved from farmer to working in a mill. Living in a rural area, there wasn’t much room for mill expansion, and Thomas was only able to improve his earning potential by relocating. In 1887 the family relocated to Hoopeston in Vermilion County, central Illinois, one mile across the border of Indiana. The Hannas produced a final child, Hugh Clarence, on September 27, 1889. Hugh died on July 24, 1892, two months before his second birthday. While his baptism is recorded in the United Presbyterian Church registry, his passing is not, and it is unclear what he died from. By 1900, approaching his 60th birthday, Thomas retired from mill work and became a hostler, a man employed to look after the horses of people staying at a local establishment, such as an inn. He died at the age of 73 on November 17, 1917 and is buried at the Floral Hill cemetery in Lovejoy Township, Iroquois County, Illinois, just 4 miles north of Hoopeston, ½ mile over the county line, and the closest cemetery available to the people of Hoopeston that desired their final resting place to be close to the city.

			In Hoopeston, the rest of the family flourished. William trained as a math teacher following high school but worked as a farmer and part-time in the mill with his father. He met and fell in love with Viola Augusta Tallman, born December 9, 1870 in El Paso, Woodford County, Illinois, just southwest of Chicago. The oldest of five children, Viola went by the nickname of Lola all of her adult life. Her father, Shepherdson Tallman, was originally from Vine Mount in Ontario, Canada, born on August 6, 1843, but he moved around often, serving in the Indiana 7th Calvary during the Civil War. He married Minerva Newburn, born on May 31, 1848 in Morris Township, Washington County, Pennsylvania. By 1898, after their children were grown, the couple moved to an unincorporated area of just under four hundred people in the northeast corner of the northwestern most county in Utah, christened Box Elder. Here they settled for the rest of their lives, at first joined by their 25-year-old son Chranston and his 22-year-old sister Polly. The move would have an impact on Gertrude’s life and possibly played a part in her mysterious death.

			William and Lola married on August 5, 1891 in Hoopeston and had six children. The first three, all girls, were born in Hoopeston before the turn of the century. Marcella was the oldest, born on July 2, 1892, followed by Grace Lola on September 2, 1894, and Gertrude on January 4, 1897. In summer 1903, Lola’s parents lured William and Lola to relocate to Box Elder with a teaching position at the local school, and William finally became an official math teacher as the family settled in Tremont, which had been incorporated mere days before their arrival.

			The move proved well for the family, all of whom adjusted to what was essentially life in the Wild West. The Hannas were soon expecting again, and this time were blessed with twin boys, born on November 10, 1905. However, they both died the next day, on William’s 36th birthday, and were buried, unnamed. J. O. Pitt, M.D., listed the cause of death as “non development” on the birth certificate, which was a common umbrella clause for a variety of pre-natal diseases. Like many youngsters at the time, it is likely that some or all of the Hanna girls dealt with measles, scarlet fever, and diphtheria. In one of his newspaper interviews, William indicated that Gertrude and Grace contacted scarlet fever as children. Could they have been sick at this time? If so, they would probably have been kept from their mother, as scarlet fever contacted in utero was known to cause birth defects. Perhaps Gertrude may have managed to sneak in when Lola was resting or sleeping, just to see her, a six year old missing her mother. She may have wanted to see the twins and what all the excitement over the past few months was all about as well. She was too young to understand if she heard others talking about how difficult the birth was and there being something wrong with the boys (Lungs? Heart? Brain? What was the deficiency they possessed in natal development, and was it related to the scarlet fever the girls may have had at that time?). She was not, however, too young to feel heated words and angry accusations that may have been made after the twins died. She was also old enough that over the years any suggestion or accusation that she or the scarlet fever had something to do with their demise she would allow the said words to percolate in her system and develop into an idea that she was somehow “bad” for what she did and responsible for the sadness that everyone seemed to display. We can only speculate. In any case, the dismayed family returned to Illinois in 1906, having only stayed in Tremont, now called Tremonton, a little less than 3 years.

			Back in Illinois, the family settled in Paris, the county seat of Edgar County, directly south of Vermilion and about sixty miles from Hoopeston. They didn’t stay in Paris long, however, and located once again back in Hoopeston, where William and Lola welcomed their only surviving son Lawrence James on September 11, 1910. By 1920, the family was prosperous. William had been brought into the local mill by his Uncle James. He eventually purchased an interest in it and successfully managed the business following his uncle’s death in July 1921. A house was built on land less than one mile east of the location of the mill at 303 N. Market Street on the corner lot where Market crossed with Honeywell Avenue. Directly east on the opposite corner sat the imposing structure of the United Presbyterian Church and the parsonage which housed the administrator’s family. William was regularly active in the church, becoming an elder by the time of the discovery of the body in the parsonage.

			In addition to his interest in the mill, William ran a grocery and produce store on Bank Street, running south from Main Street and one mile from the family residence on Market Street. In a small two square mile area, William had access to everything he needed, from the business to the social aspects of his life. By 1922, following the retirement and then death of his Uncle James, William focused all his energies on the church, especially in the hunt for a replacement for Reverend Meloy, and on the mill, divesting of the grocery store and planning with his cousin Joseph how to stay competitive as one flour mill in a city of at least two other large grain enterprises.

			Lola, meanwhile, missed her parents and siblings. Her grandfather had returned with her family from Box Elder and lived with the Hannas for a brief period before his death. When he was younger, Lola’s world revolved around her son, especially as her daughters grew older and more independent. As Lawrence grew up, Lola’s health deteriorated. It is not known if she had serious medical issues or was more of a hypochondriac, but, for the family, Lola’s illnesses made her more dependent on her daughters, especially, after Marcella’s marriage and Gertrude’s move to Chicago, on Grace.

			All their daughters had graduated from the local high school. Each had dabbled in the field of teaching, like their father, but by 1922 none of them were employed as instructors at any of the schools in the area, although Gertrude was likely engaged as a Sunday school teacher during this time.

			In 1919, Marcella had married Nathaniel Stephen Griggs Harding, a former farmer now working as a pattern maker at the Sprague Canning Machinery Company. Born on December 14, 1887, he and Marcella lived just outside the town proper on a property dubbed the Tilton farm, as that was the name of the family that owned the property for which they were renters. They had welcomed their first child, Lola Grace, on May 18, 1921 and were working on conceiving a second child as Spring blossomed.

			Grace, unmarried, continued to live at home. She journeyed from home after completing high school, undertaking a two-year program for teaching at Muskingum College in New Concord, Ohio, run by the United Presbyterian Church, which made it a suitable location for his daughter’s collegiate life for William. Whether she actually used her degree to teach is unknown, although, since all of William’s daughters were known as teachers, she must have spent some time in the classroom. It is known that her mother, Lola, was growing sickly and following her return from college, becoming increasingly dependent on Grace. Beginning in late 1919 Grace began working as a bookkeeper for an automotive garage on East Main Street, probably not having been satisfied with her teaching position and finding more of her time consumed in the caretaking role to her mother.

			In 1917, Gertrude was the last of the daughters to graduate. She was twenty years old when she graduated, and there is some indication in the newspaper articles that she may have been a little slow in her studies. However, throughout the investigation following the discovery of her body, those closest to Gertrude made no mention of her lack of academic skills, or of what we would today categorize as “special needs.” She trained or worked as a teacher and a nurse, and there were no negative expressions presented about her job performance, indicting at least some semblance of ability on Gertrude’s part. The allusion to be being “subnormal” comes first from Meloy, who may have gotten the impression from William himself, who, after Gertrude’s stay in the sanitarium in Chicago, began putting out that she was suffering from epilepsy. Still at a stage where it was misunderstood, the association of epilepsy with poor brain skills may have categorized Gertrude unfairly. It wasn’t until the mid-20th century, well after Gertrude gained immortality as the body in the parsonage, that epilepsy was properly understood and its association with madness and slow brain processes discredited. William may have selected epilepsy to cover all his bases. He likely thought it would protect his family from social ostracism, but it was a two-edged sword. It excused instead of assisting with Gertrude’s paranoia and other developing character deficiencies, but it forever associated her with feeblemindedness.

			Although older than most of her classmates, she appeared to be an accepted part of the school social scene. Her nickname at school was Tuddee, not the expected shortening of Gertrude to Gertie or Trudy. Emma Weber, one of her classmates, gave a speech at the graduation ceremony called “Prophecy and Gifts” that was replicated in the 1917 yearbook and in which she talked about her classmates by birthdate, starting in January, which made Gertrude her first reference. “Those born the first of January are people who like to be alone, they can make a good show on a small income and are thrifty. Gertrude was born the fourth, and because she likes to be away from people, she will go out west and take up a claim. She shall have a book on ‘Forest Reservation.’”5 Emma’s comments about Gertrude’s quest for solitude and preference for nature support the construct by those who thought of Gertrude as not socially adequate and a little strange, such as Meloy’s son in the opening The Chicago Tribute article about the body in the parsonage. (Coincidentally, Reverend Meloy gave the invocation at Gertrude’s class graduation ceremony.) This preference, however, may simply be a natural response to being conscious of being older than her classmates and whatever that entails about her school history, whether struggling or being held back. The friends she hung around were those who were her same age and not generally her classmates in school. In another section of the same yearbook, dedicated to poking harmless fun at classmates, the uncredited writer characterizes Gertrude thus: “Irma, I think, had a beau on the sly / And Gertrude perhaps did too.”6 This slight tongue-in-cheek nod to Gertrude’s social reticence but obvious liaisons and frequent appearances with a variety of young men indicates her secretive behavior was well known to her school mates and the community at large.

			Gertrude sang in the church choir, as she had for many years, and appeared to be socially active at church doings. She moved to Chicago soon after graduation, where she studied to be a nurse at Garfield Park Hospital and worked in a wholesale warehouse for Sears & Roebuck Co., once the epitome of the mail-order business. In the summer or early fall of 1919, she returned home, the family indicating she had tired of city living. During this time, Gertrude was admitted twice to mental health facilities, first in Chicago in 1919, and then in January of 1920 in Kankakee, where, whatever condition she suffered from, she was designated as being cured.

			The eventual return from the city to the more countrified living in Hoopeston did not play out as the return of the prodigal daughter for Gertrude, although William and Lola certainly enacted the caring parents. Although William focused on providing for all of his family, his primary concern at this stage in his life was with the family scion, Lawrence. Marcella was busy with her own family; Grace was similarly occupied with taking care of her mother; leaving Gertrude and Lawrence absorbing their father’s main attention. Gertrude, with her mental struggles, her inability to remain focused on a career, and her socializing (she was both categorized as socially awkward and mentioned in connection with a bevy of young men), presented particular challenges for her father. In addition, following her return home from her stay in Kankakee, Gertrude would disappear for days at a time, explaining afterward that she was staying with friends. She also divided her living arrangements between her parents’ home and her sister Marcella’s house several miles outside of town and could go weeks without seeing the residents of one or the other.

			The house on Market Street now had three Hanna children rooming in the large estate, as well as John C. Wyman, a 35-year-old widower whom the family knew from church, where he worked as a deacon. Upon the passing of his wife, John inherited her farm, which was quickly sold, making him very wealthy. William had invited him to live with them as part of his Christian duty to help a fellow human overcome the grief of losing his loved one. It was a gesture he would come to regret.

		

	
		
			Chapter Four

			The Institutions

			The Richmond Palladium,
Indiana, April 29, 1922

			Classified as Paranoiac.

			Chicago, April 29 – Miss Gertrude Hanna in 1919 was classified in the Cook County Psychopathic Hospital as a paranoiac, it developed today. Accompanying her record at the institution was the official remark: “She has ordered a revolver and ammunition to protect her from a man she believes is following her.”

			Miss Hanna a few years ago was placed in an institution at Kankakee, Ill., after she suffered a nervous breakdown. She later was discharged as cured.

			At the Chicago Psychopathic hospital, she was said to have been remarked: “I’m so unhappy. The folks at home seem to have no confidence in me. I steal little things and think nothing of it. I just don’t care.”

			Questioned as to why she came to the hospital she closed her eyes and dazedly answered: “My father doesn’t like my friend and he doesn’t like my father.”

			She suddenly closed her eyes during the questioning and said: “I hear so many voices, but I cannot understand.”7

			The following is from The Baltimore Sun out of Maryland, the final paragraph of a front-page story reporting on the events in Hoopeston on April 29, 1922.

			January 3, 1920, Miss Hanna was committed to the asylum at Kankakee on petition of her sister, but was soon released, and had apparently acted normally since then. Relatives said she was a victim of epilepsy.8

			It wasn’t long, merely the second day of news reporting regarding the finding of the body in the parsonage, that Gertrude Hanna’s “dirty laundry” that her father especially was concerned about, was aired in the papers. Supporting the idea that Gertrude was unstable and perhaps what was witnessed in the parsonage was the result of a suicide, papers printed information about her stay in both Cook County’s Psychopathic Hospital and Kankakee State Hospital.

			The Cook County Psychopathic Hospital, or the Chicago State Hospital, was located in the northwestern Chicago neighborhood of Dunning, which is why it is sometimes referred to as the Dunning Mental Institute or the Dunning Asylum. The surrounding neighborhood land was originally settled by Andrew Dunning after the Civil War, and his name was used to reference the hospital in the early twentieth century. The institution itself was built in the 1850s as a housing unit for the poor as well as the insane. Tuberculosis patients were admitted after 1863, and, as numbers grew, county officials built a separate building to house the insane, which eventually became the Chicago State Hospital when the state bought the mental hospital and the grounds for a token one dollar. At this time, the institution ceased accepting the poor and indigent, as well as tuberculosis patients, and became strictly a treatment center for the mentally challenged. In 1918, the year before Gertrude’s stay, the first state psychiatric nursing training program was inaugurated here. Gertrude would have been receiving the best care available in that era.

			Her second stay was closer to home at the Kankakee State Hospital. The hospital opened as the Illinois Eastern Hospital on September 4, 1879, adding a training school for nurses in 1886. When the original board of commissioners was dissolved, the state, as it did in the case of the Chicago State Hospital, stepped in, and, as part of the state reorganization of health care, the Illinois Eastern Hospital became the Kankakee State Hospital.

			Gertrude was remanded to the hospital by her sister Grace, although the reasons are not clear. As she was looking after her mother, Grace may also have taken on the responsibility of making sure Gertrude was taking her medications and perhaps discovered that she wasn’t always consistent. She may also have been acting at the behest of her father, who, for whatever reasons, didn’t want to associate himself with these actions. It all becomes speculation as current Illinois laws require more than a distant familial relationship to access state records, if they still continue to exist. Regardless, committed the day before her 23rd birthday, she was retained for no more than 3 months, and, upon discharge, was pronounced as cured. Gertrude’s name is listed as part of the 1920 Census, taken on January 6th, as one of nearly 300 temporary residences at the institution, and, as such, is the only information still existing that confirms her stay in the hospital.

			Gertrude’s timeline is confusing at best, but it appears that after her stay in the Chicago State Hospital, she remained in Chicago, and this was the time she worked at Sears, Roebuck & Co. Having graduated from high school in 1917, she may have been enrolled in her nursing program until 1919, as some newspapers had indicated she was in the program for two years. Her institutionalization at the Dunning asylum may have ended her nursing passion, or there may have been rules dealing with her mental state that prohibited her from continuing. Nevertheless, she remained in Chicago until sometime in the late summer or fall of 1919, when she returned home, suffering from a “nervous breakdown,” abandoning Chicago for good, and returning to Hoopeston.

			This timeline, however, does not take into account that Gertrude is identified as a schoolteacher (only the designation choir singer is used more often). Where exactly would she have taught, and where was she trained for it? A two-year program, like that through which her sisters progressed to be licensed for the classroom, doesn’t fit into any timeline we know about Gertrude. Yet, there must have been something that enabled her to be identified as employed in the teaching profession.

			When referring to Gertrude as a teacher, it is most likely they are referring to her Sunday school teaching, which she did at the church upon her return to Hoopeston (and how she was first identified as a teacher in The Chicago Tribune’s opening article). Even with the birth of her baby looming, Gertrude could be found each Sunday instructing grade school children in the Bible and the biblical teachings of the United Presbyterian faith. It is this which is most likely meant when referring to Gertrude as a former teacher.

			How much the institutionalizations played in the death of Gertrude Hanna, at first, couldn’t be marginalized. Despite advances in psychiatry and medical research into the causes of behavioral and mental conditions, the stigma of being affiliated as a patient with such places was still strongly aversive in 1922. Even though she could be perceived as “normal” in most of her relationships, the designations of “queer” and “subnormal” in the newspaper articles demonstrate that people were aware of something not quite right in Gertrude’s personality.

			“A music man,” Nora laughed. Gertrude, sitting up in the bed parallel to Nora’s, couldn’t remain composed and broke into laughter as well. She watched the open doorway out of the corner of her eye, waiting for the inevitable nurse’s head to pop in and discourage whatever humor had wandered into the room, as they usually did.

			“And why a music man?” she asked her roommate.

			The thin Nora seemed to shrink into the bed, her eyes wide as if in fear. She lingered for a moment as if surrounded by a nimbus of uncertainty, then laughed, as if exhaling. “Why not?” her eyes suddenly shone with a mischievous light. “At least if he turns out to be a shit, like Willie, I can still have music.”

			Willie, Gertrude had learned, was Nora’s ex-husband and a repository for any negative comment about a man Nora could say. It had clearly not been a happy marriage. Still, Gertrude sighed, Nora had someone. Gertrude wasn’t alone or lonely, and she certainly had her share of men, but no one special either to embrace her receptive heart or be the receptacle of her occasionally vile tongue. “A music man,” she sighed again.

			“From Chicago,” Nora said.

			“Oh, no, not Chicago!” Gertrude frowned. “Too many bad memories.”

			Certainly true, her heart told her, but her brain reminded her it hadn’t been all bad. Aside from not having to deal with family and family issues, Chicago had helped her grow independent and experimental. There were some good memories, she silently conceded, and some good people, or, really, men. A couple of them she thought were “it” until the inevitable souring.

			“New York?” Nora questioned, drawing Gertrude back from the past to the present.

			“Hmmm,” she played along. “Philadelphia, perhaps.?

			“The music man from Philadelphia,” Nora tried the words on her tongue.

			“Or Pittsburgh?” Gertrude added.

			“Let’s just say Pennsylvania,” Nora chuckled. “The music man from Pennsylvania. Sounds like a dream.”

			“Do you think that’s even possible? A perfect man?”

			“Oh, sure, honey,” Nora asserted. “I married one.”

			Gertrude frowned. “I thought you told me you hated your husband?”

			“I do,” Nora said. “Doesn’t mean he isn’t perfect.” Her smile turned into a cackle, coming from deep enough within that Gertrude could swear she’s seen her bed shake.

			“You make me laugh” Gertrude told her. If there was one thing she needed, it was laughs. She looked around the sparsely decorated room with its nauseating dinghy yellow wallpaper and unappealing floral paintings. She had Grace to blame for being here, but she knew in her heart she shouldn’t put blame on Gracie. She knew she was hard to live with, that her moods and tempers could get to anyone. Still, she had only been home just a short time when everything fell apart and she found herself once again at someone else’s mercy, this time her sister rather than her father, who had put her away the first time. She had had three roommates in that facility. Here, at least, she only had one roommate crammed into the room with her, and she considered herself lucky it was someone like Nora. Her conversations and easy laughter bestowed room 917 with much more of a feeling of home than the wallpaper and paintings tried to rescind.

			“When things are good,” Nora went on, “they’re perfect, he’s perfect. When they are not good, well, there is no music.”

			“Willie’s not your music man,” Gertrude said.

			“He is not my music man,” Nora repeated, and her sudden brightness faded, and her eyes seemed to extinguish the energy she gave the room.

			Gertrude tried to salvage the deflating mood. “Well, if I find mine,” she said, “I’ll let you know.”

			“You will, Gertie, you will,” Nora smiled, regaining some of the dissipating atmosphere. “The music man from Pennsylvania. He’s the one for you, that’s for sure.”

			They were interrupted before Gertrude could correct her. Only family members called her “Gertie,” and she didn’t look upon the designation with pleasure. To everyone else who mattered she was “Tuddee,” a sobriquet she had picked up in high school and clung to for its uniqueness and her immediate family’s unwillingness to use it. She had introduced herself to Nora as “Tuddee,” but she never used it, always clinging to “Gertie” instead. Nora, however, made “Gertie” sound like it was said with adoring sunlight, so she let the use proceed without the correction.

			“Medicine time, ladies!” Nurse Atwell plowed into the room, holding her tray of medicinal bowls like a waitress serving meals. She stopped at each bed and placed a small paper bowl of required pills next to each roommate, not glancing or making eye contact, efficient in her duty and in a manner that befitted her personal motto, get it done and get out. She remembered her other duties as she turned quickly on heel, shouting out to the room’s occupants as she swiftly exited and continued her rounds. “Exercise outside in 15 minutes, lunch at 12:45. Be ready and don’t make the staff wait.”

			Gertrude and Nora exchanged looks and started laughing. Again, the feeling as if she were breaking the rules passed through Gertrude. “Think there are two music men from Pennsylvania?” she asked her friend.

			“Well, why not?” Nora brightened again. “One for you and one for me. You’ll have to promise to tell me when he finds you.”

			“We can always dream, can’t we, Nora?”

			“Who’s dreaming?” Nora chuckled, raising her hands as if the rules didn’t permit it. “When that perfect man comes along, just tell me you’ve met your music man from Pennsylvania,” Nora addressed Gertrude. “I’ll know what you mean. It’ll be our little secret, our code that only you and I know.”

			“The music man from Pennsylvania,” Gertrude mused. “I like the sound of that. It’s a deal.”

			Nora’s laughter was a balm to her soul. She eyed the pills then quickly took them, surprised Nurse Atwell, like the other nurses, didn’t stay behind and make sure they were consumed. If nothing else, they took the edge off, and, if she needed anything, she needed that. And she needed to get out of here. If she took the pills, she knew that would advance her toward her destination quicker than if she fought every step of the way.

			When she looked over at Nora she was dozing, a frequent occurrence and one she was sure was related to the medicine she had been prescribed. Gertrude was too tensed up to sleep. She was playing the dutiful patient and making sure she was seen doing all the right things, but so far no one had talked about her release or how long they would consider before the recommendation.

			She would, she knew, persevere. If she showed no resistance and just keep pushing for release, they would have no reason to keep her longer. She would talk to her father, too, if the opportunity presented itself, knowing he would override Gracie if he had to.

			She was going to be the perfect daughter. She was going to make sure that William had to no reason or remorse not to set her free.

		

	
		
			Chapter Five

			Location! Location! Location!

			Hoopeston can be found on the eastern edge of central Illinois bordering the state of Indiana. It is one of two cities in Grant Township. As a self-sufficient area within Vermilion County, Grant Township, originally called Lyon Township but adopting the new name in 1862 to honor Ulysses S. Grant and his union victory at Fort Donelson, Tennessee, includes not only Hoopeston but the north quarter of the city of Ross, the unincorporated town of Cheneyville, and the former towns of Coalton and Heaton. It sits on the northeastern edge of the county.

			Vermilion County, so named because of the color of the earth surrounding the Vermilion River which runs through it before feeding into the Wabash River in Indiana, became Illinois’ 45th (of an eventual 102) county in 1826, just eight short years after Illinois achieved statehood. Nearly twice as big then as it is today, pieces were eventually given to Champagne County to the west, Iroquois County to the north, and Ford County to the south, but by 1860, before Hoopeston was settled, it had the boarders it retains today, sitting across the state line from Vermilion County, Indiana.

			Hoopeston as a visionary’s dream came into existence in 1871 at the juncture of Illinois routes 1 and 9, occupying land only one mile from the northern tip of the county and six miles west of the Indiana border. Laid out in a grid pattern over 3.69 square miles, it took its name from resident Thomas Hoopes, an affluent sheep farmer born on June 28, 1806 in Ohio, who saw potential in the land he had accumulated since moving “west” in 1855. On July 4, 1871 he simultaneously had the insight to sell some of his land to the two railroads, the east and west running Lafayette, Bloomington and Western Railroad and the north and south chugging Chicago, Danville and Vincennes Railroad, the tracks from which created a juncture that separated the town into four sections. Thomas sold his flocks and used the rest of his now unoccupied property to lay out a town grid. With the trains and lots secured, prosperity was not long in coming.

			The city of Hoopeston was officially incorporated in April 1877, at which time it elected its first municipal mayor, Jacob S. McFerren. McFerrin would end up serving four terms, although only the second and third were consecutive. Originally composed of about 1200 people, the population of Hoopeston doubled by 1890 and continued to grow throughout the early part of the next century, as did commercial enterprises. Railroads and agriculture, particularly the growing of corn, dominated the early industrial history of Hoopeston, but it wasn’t long before two canning companies, the Illinois Canning Company in 1875 and, due to that success, the Hoopeston Canning Company in 1878, which later became part of the Van Camp group of enterprises, set up warehouses in Hoopeston. Eventually, two other canning operations sprouted up, one dedicated solely to the making of tin cans but all of them instrumental in Hoopeston’s early prosperity. These early days are honored yearly with the Sweet Corn Festival held each September on the Thursday before Labor Day and running through the holiday, which also honors the city’s official nickname, the Sweet Corn Capital of the World. A Miss National Sweetheart is held during that time, also, featuring runners-up from state Miss America pageants competing for the title.

			Despite the growing industrialization, Hoopeston became a “dry” town at the onset of the temperance movement in the United States. In the 1820s, a small movement prompting moderation in the consuming of alcoholic beverages gradually radicalized to embrace a complete abstinence, famously achieved in the United States in the Prohibition Era from 1920 to 1933. Although at the time it was far from being a national movement, there was growing interest throughout the states along a spectrum of none to everything. In Hoopeston in 1877, ordinances were passed that allowed for no saloons in the city and prohibited the sale and distribution of liquor of any kind. This move actually benefited the surrounding area as people went elsewhere to obtain their spirits.

			Hoopeston was also known as the “holy city,” however, for its prolific number of churches per the sparse population, which, before 1920, hadn’t been larger than 5,000 residents. 13 churches, including the Methodist Episcopal Church (established in 1872), the First Church of Christ (1872), the First Presbyterian Church (1872), the United Presbyterian Church (1872), the First Baptist Church (1872), St. Anthony’s Catholic Church (1877), the Universalist Church (1882), the Society of Friends, the Quakers (1883), the Christian Science Church (1898), and the Free Methodist Church (1893), sprang up before the turn of the century. What had started as a mocking expression aimed at deflating the moral high ground broadcast in Hoopeston, the term “holy city” became an appellation welcomed with pride, and, by the early 1900s proudly defined the city.

			In 1890, resident John Greer donated five hundred acres and a gift of $40,000 to fund the establishment of Greer College, a small but accessible institution to further one’s education. It became a high school in the 1950s after the growth of the University of Illinois in neighboring Champagne rendered it financially unstable, but it provided, among other things, the opportunity for locales to complete their post-secondary training and remain locals, benefiting the city with their earned expertise.

			Also opening about this time was the Hoopeston Gas Engine Company, which serviced the growing number of local automobiles as well as catering to agriculture vehicles. Although it closed in 1915, the building remained standing and may have played a significant part in the drama unfolding in April 1922 around the body in the parsonage.

			To its detriment, the town was also known to have an active Ku Klux Klan organization in the early 1920s, growing throughout the decade. Although it didn’t play a part in the actions before or after the finding of the body in the parsonage, the KKK became a visible and accepted part of the city and local neighborhoods, according to early newspapers. Not only did they march in the parades which proliferated throughout the seasons, permit granted rallies were held in prominent places, such as McFerrin Park, named for Hoopeston’s first mayor.

			At the time of Gertrude’s disappearance, John A. Heaton had been voted into office in April 1919 as Hoopeston’s mayor. Four aldermen, each roughly corresponding with the north, south, east, and western quarters of the city created by the crisscrossed railways, had also been elected at that time. J. W. Cox and Walter Holmes represented the First Ward, with G. C. Trego and Charles W. Warner for the Second Ward, and Fred Park and E. J. Keister acting on behalf of the Third Ward, in which the Hanna family resided and whose first alderman under Mayor McFerrin had been James Hanna. The Fourth Ward contributed C. E. Musson and A. M. Kellar to this group. Each of these men had to at some point during the enfolding drama deal with and address the disappearance and murder revelations regarding Gertrude Hanna.

			5,451 people inhabited Hoopeston in 19209, a 16% growth in population over the previous decade. It managed to retain its small city status in part because of the proximity of the grander and more populous county seat, Danville, which reigns about thirty miles south of Hoopeston and 140 miles directly south from Chicago. In 1920, Danville boasted a population of 33, 776, more than six times that of Hoopeston. Danville’s most celebrated connection with history is its location as the birthplace or one-time residence of entertainers Dick Van Dyke, Gene Hackman, and Helen Morgan; teacher and defendant at the Scopes Monkey Trial John Thomas Scopes; former Speaker of the House of Representatives (1902-1911) Joseph Gurney “Uncle Joe” Cannon; and sports figures such as Chicago Cubs’ pitcher Sterling Slaughter, National Football League quarterback and coach Zeke Bratkowski, and Baseball Hall of Famer shortstop Robin Yount.

			Although thoroughly paved and lighted, Hoopeston today still retains the aura of a small city. Peaking at 6,606 official residents in 1960, Hoopeston today is the home of 4,915 people. It continues to hold the Sweet Corn Capital of the World festival each Labor Day weekend and has a vibrant and receptive historical society. Hoopeston celebrated its centennial in 1971 and its sesquicentennial in 2021 with pageantry and plays; however, no mention was made of the body in the parsonage and the national attention it focused on the town in the late Spring of 1922.

		

	
		
			Chapter Six

			The Constabulary

			From the very start of the mystery, three law enforcement officers were deeply involved and became the investigative arm of the authorities. Although Hoopeston’s Chief of Police would have precedent in this case, it was customary at the time for the state to claim jurisdiction for any crime resulting in death. The local Sheriff of Vermilion County and State’s Attorney for Vermilion County took charge, directing the investigation and making all decisions as the case moved forward. Hoopeston’s Chief of Police was not excluded, however, and was often the most progressive of the three members of the team. Success or blame, as the case may be, would have to be shared.

			Chief of Police C. J. Bogart was incorrectly introduced as Charles in the newspaper accounts of the case. Born Cornelius Jackson Bogart on March 25, 1872 in Covington, Indiana, he was the youngest of the trio of investigators on the case, having turned fifty five weeks before the drama began to unfold. He moved from Indiana to Danville, Illinois to live with an uncle after his mother passed away and his father was unable to continuing caring for him, learning to become both self-reliant and driven to control his circumstances. Bogart finished school and began his working career as a farm hand. Significantly, he also worked in a meat market and drove an ice wagon for two years, both occupations giving him insight years later to at least one perplexing aspect of the case.

			While the papers called him C. J. and Charles and even Jack, Bogart’s family and friends referred to him as Neil (a shortened derivative of Cornelius). The start of his law enforcement career occurred in 1896 when Jacob S. McFerren (born on October 1, 1845 in Warren County, Ohio and passing in Chandler, Arizona on January 7, 1923), Hoopeston’s first mayor serving his third non-consecutive term, gave Bogart a city government job as a night watchman. On Bogart’s 28th birthday, March 25, 1900, he married Olive J. Tillman (called Ollie), born on June 13, 1880 in Kansas, one of Hoopeston’s Sprague factory machinist John Tillman’s daughters. The couple welcomed their first child, Ralph Cornelius, on June 13, 1901, coincidentally born on his mother’s 21st birthday. The following year, 1902, Mayor McFerrin installed Bogart as Marshall. The Bogart’s daughter Juanita was born in 1906. Bogart became police chief in 1914. A short article published on September 6, 1915, in The Waterloo Republic indicates both Bogart’s wit and practicality:

			Hoopeston – The work of dragging intoxicated men that he arrested to the city jail caused Chief of Police Bogart of Hoopeston to devise a better scheme, one that takes less effort. Hoopeston has no patrol wagon, so Chief Bogart borrows a wheelbarrow, places his prisoner in the improvised patrol and carries him away to jail.10

			Ralph, at 20, and Juanita, at 14, were living at home with Bogart and Ollie at the time of the mystery.

			Sharing authority with Bogart in the case of Gertrude Hanna, Vermilion County Sheriff Charles Norris Knox served
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