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			“When you pick up a book about a “Wild West Cowgirl” you expect an exciting ride, and Diane Helentjaris provides one. Lulu’s journey from unassuming Steubenville, Ohio to international renown leads through the brash, colorful world of early 20th century traveling shows, a world that stands in surprising contrast to the stereotypical image of Victorian America. It’s an inside view of the uniquely American institution of the Wild West show, and the way these shows commodified two ways of life and the flawed relationship between them.

			Helentjaris knows a good story when she sees one and departs from Lulu’s trail to introduce us to a cast of fascinating characters swirling around the plucky cowgirl. In the process she uncovers lives lived on the road and in the margins, ferreting out information from diverse sources to paint rich backgrounds and breathe life into her subjects. At the center of it all is the fierce and courageous Lulu, blithely defying so many of the expectations for women of her era, risking life and limb and looking good the whole time - no one could ask for a better heroine. Infused with wry humor, this book is both thought-provoking and a genuinely fun read -  a look into rarely-seen corners of American history and a rousing chronicle of a fearless life.”

			—Kasey Eichensehr, Senior Curator, Clark County (Ohio) Historical Society

			 

			“I felt myself standing in the room (or corral) with Lulu Bell and the host of characters around her. Helentjaris somehow transported me backwards in time with truly amazing historical detail. Within a few pages, the author’s empathy with Lulu’s many trials and tribulations comes forward. All are handled with grace and humor.” 

			—John I. Brown, III, retired FAA Safety Inspector

			
			

			“This well-researched and well-written book is a joy to read, especially if you love history. Lulu’s story is a page burner. Had I started reading earlier in the day, it would have been a one-sit read.”

			—Lenora Rain-Lee Good, author Madame Dorion: Her Journey to the Oregon Country

			 

			“Wild West shows haunt our collective idea of the “Old West” with now stereotypical images of cowboys with guns ablaze and lassos spinning; native people cast in the role of marauding Indians; horses galloping at full tilt every which way. For many, this mythic West begins and ends with Buffalo Bill Cody’s Wild West show, but this is only a small part of the story. I Ain’t Afraid uncovers a much more rich and vivid history.

			Exploring in-depth the life and adventures of once famous and later forgotten Queen of the Cowgirls Lulu Bell Parr, this book not only relates the biography of a talented tough-as-nails woman with endless pluck, a wild-yet-trusty steed, and countless stunning outfits, but also opens wide the complex and diverse communities that surrounded shows such as Buffalo Bill’s, Pawnee Bill’s, and the Miller Brothers’ 101 Ranch. 

			Helentjaris’s tales of the triumphs and tragedies of Lulu Bell Parr’s family, life, and career reveal real western vistas hidden within the mythic one. A West where fame and death were always waiting just around the next corner; a West packed with equal parts opportunity and danger; a West where reinventing yourself is as easy as dusting yourself off, getting back on the horse that just threw you, and riding off to the next adventure. This is a journey well worth taking and a book you won’t be able to put down.” 

			—Laura E. Christiansen, Curator of Manuscripts & Archives, Thomas Balch Library
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			“Delightful account…thoroughly enjoyable.” 

			—Review by the Novel Historical Society.

			 

			“Helentjaris is masterful at weaving stories. She not only gives us diverse and believable characters, she gives them bones and muscle, brains and speech, she clothes them in detail and personalities. Had I read more books like hers when considerably younger, I may have become a serious, educated historian.” 

			—Lenora Rain Good, Author

		

	
		
			
			

			Dedication

			To Scott Suther, for showing us history is for everybody. 

		

	
		
			
			

			Foreword

			I am deeply indebted to present-day technology for making this book possible. Advances in sharing information which have made research not only easier, but also more pleasant. As a celebrity, Lulu Bell Parr left behind innumerable newspaper mentions from her heyday. These digitized records, available through free public sources as well as paid services, made tracing her path possible. Of course, as a performer in an industry prone to fantasy and exaggeration, Lulu’s newspaper coverage was often not exactly true — entertaining, with bits of reality, but not always accurate. 

			Indigenous people are an important part of Lulu and her family’s story. Today, in the United States, there is no agreement on nomenclature for the Indigenous. I have chosen to use the term “Native American” when the Indigenous individual’s tribe is unclear.

		

	
		
			
			

			“Life is a daring adventure or nothing.”

			—Helen Keller

		

	
		
			
			

			Prologue

			Medway, Ohio

			1961

			At eleven, I ran away from home. I fled our white ranch house with the pink shutters and fast-walked through Schauer Acres. The plat of newish one-story homes edged Medway, a hamlet fifteen miles northeast of Dayton, Ohio. Medway had no stoplights, no local government, and few people. Life revolved around farming and nearby Wright-Patterson Air Force Base. 

			My mother had, for the first time in my life, taken a job. She was gone to the Air Force base all day and took her cool grace and calmness with her. No longer could I pepper her with questions and chatter as she glided around the kitchen. No longer did the aroma of cinnamon-laced bread pudding fill the afternoon hours. Mom didn’t stand out in the backyard, reach into a cotton bag on a hanger for a wooden clothespin, and hang the sheets to dry. She no longer ironed Dad’s hankies into precisely-folded squares nor our hand-embroidered pillowcases into smooth rectangles. Gone. She was gone, only home at night and on weekends. 

			In her place, yet not replacing her, came a string of babysitters. My rambunctious brothers and I ran through six sitters in the first year of Mom’s employment.

			
			

			One fine summer’s day, disgusted with our current babysitter, the meanest and laziest of the half dozen, I left home with no destination in mind. I should have learned from my cousin David. He’d recently run away at age five. Little David wisely packed Oreos in his Red Flyer wagon for the jaunt around the block. I took nothing.

			The afternoon was hot and clear. No one else was outdoors. The sun warmed my shoulders and threatened a sunburn. I passed my friend Debbie Wadovsky’s brick house, then crossed Lower Valley Pike, and reached the Medway Cemetery.

			I liked to go to the cemetery and nose around the gravestones surrounding the old brick Mennonite church. Not all the burials were of Mennonites. My favorite featured an embedded turn-of-the-twentieth-century photograph of a pretty woman with her dark hair piled up on her head. How the photograph remained unscarred by rain and snow mystified me. 

			I lay down in the tall timothy grass edging the graveyard, in the spot where the horses had once stomped their hooves, awaiting the end of church service. My friend Mary Ellen’s dad often lumbered down Lower Valley in his tractor, traveling from one field to another. His brimmed black hat rode high over traffic from his seat atop the tractor. He was not the type to interfere with another. Drivers in cars couldn’t see me nestled in the grass. I felt safe. A breeze carried the aroma of turned soil. My mind wandered. I dozed off.

			Within an hour, my dark mood dissipated. Dinner at home beckoned more than the open road. I stood up, brushed a few stems of timothy from my shorts, and walked home past the quiet houses dozing in the sun. 

			
			

			From her perch on the back stoop, the babysitter eyed me as I crossed the yard. She took a drag off her cigarette, blew silver smoke straight up over her face, flicked the ash onto the grass, then mumbled a desultory, “What were y’all doin’?” She was, of course, more than satisfied with my answer of “nothing.”

			Unknown to me, while I had napped in the graveyard, Wild West cowgirl Lulu Bell Parr snoozed in eternal rest a few feet away. Lulu Bell Parr, who performed before royalty, thrilled thousands, traveled the world — “lady bucking horse riding champion of the world” — was buried in an unmarked grave in the Medway Cemetery. 

			For a few years, before our family moved out to Medway, my life and Lulu Bell’s had overlapped in time and location. Lulu Bell had lived fewer than three miles away—across the Mad River from my Dayton home, amid her Wild West mementos.

			At a time when my father was teaching me Annie Oakley’s birth name and driving me up to North Star, Ohio to see her grave, Lulu Bell still remembered her friendship with Annie. I twirled my silver cap gun and thrilled to my first pair of cowgirl boots, but Lulu had a gift gun from Buffalo Bill stowed in her dirt-floored home. I treasured my autographed photo from singing cowboy Kenny Roberts, but Lulu owned entire albums stuffed with Wild West memories. She would have known why I begged for a pony. 

			Lulu Bell Parr was brave. She thirsted for independence. She understood the allure of the West as a pathway to selfhood. I would have been encouraged as an eleven-year-old runaway to know her story, to learn how she escaped the ennui of tiny towns and the constraints of thinking small.

			
			

			Lulu Bell Parr’s story remained buried with her bones until the early 2000s. Here is what I have unearthed.

		

	
		
			
			

			A Hole in the Heart

			Fort Wayne, Indiana

			1876

			There’s a hole in the heart of the abandoned child. A lifelong hole, an abyss. Though the fragmentation of Lulu Bell Parr’s family left an indelible footprint, time has erased the precise dates her parents walked out. She was old enough to feel the shame of being left behind and too young to escape the damage. 

			Few facts pin themselves to Lulu’s early life. Everyone who’s ever voiced an opinion agrees she was born in Fort Wayne, Indiana, on November 14 or maybe it was November 11, but certainly in 1876. She later claimed to be a girl of the West, the frontier. In one respect, she was. In the past, Indiana had been the frontier, the borderland, the West — created as a domicile for Native Americans pushed off their lands in the East. Fort Wayne had existed only thirty years at the time of Lulu’s birth. Earlier on, known as Kekionga, the site was the capital of the Miami nation.

			Whether a Westerner or Midwesterner, Lulu was often called “Lula” by her friends and relatives. She came from a small family. Her parents, William H. Parr and Elizabeth Ann Myers Parr only stayed together long enough to create two children, Lulu and her brother, William Alfred Parr, nicknamed “Willie.” He was born four years before her in Oakdale, Pennsylvania, near Pittsburgh. 

			
			

			By 1880, Lizzie — as Elizabeth Parr was known — and her children were living outside of Toledo with a James Parr, who may have been Lizzie’s brother-in-law. James Parr worked at Milburn Wagon Company. William H. Parr, described as a carpenter, also worked at Milburn Wagon Company, but bunked at Milburn House, hinting at a marital split. 

			Eventually, both parents discarded the children, as if they were a worn-out umbrella or a broken pencil. Neither Parr nor William were rare names in the region, making it easy for Lulu’s father to fade to obscurity. He was claimed to have wandered off to the West — though the West might have been anywhere from Illinois to California or Washington or just plain anywhere west of his family. Lizzie moseyed back to her hometown of Steubenville, Ohio.

			Lulu and her brother were left in the care of their uncle (or at least they called him their uncle), the saintly William Patton Sheehan. Sheehan had lived down the street from William H. Parr in 1878. That same year, he had also been a clerk and William H. Parr a laborer at a carriage company, Coombs and Company. Sheehan’s wife, Jennie, was a Parr, but how or even if, she was connected to William Parr is unclear. 

			Sheehan was a fine man, a farmer turned railroad worker, with solid gold personal habits – a conductor everyone on the train knew and liked, a worker admired by his peers, a loving father to his daughter Lillian, and a good husband to his wife Martha Jane “Jennie.” A local history describes him as “a well-known and popular citizen and successful in business.” He and Jennie were the kind of couple who evoked the thought that maybe it would have been better if they had always parented Lulu and Willie and, barring that, if they could at least raise the little ones to adulthood. But life rarely follows the preferred script.

			
			

			Somehow, someway Jennie Sheehan lost her health. After being sick for four months, in February 1885, she was thought to be recovering. By March, she was “slowly recovering from a serious illness” at her sister Mrs. William Ross’s home in Dayton, Ohio. But the bottom dropped out. On June 8, 1885, thirty-six-year-old Jennie died at home in Fort Wayne. 

			Jennie was eulogized as “a most amiable woman and was warmly loved by her friends. She had been sick for some time but was believed to be convalescing lately.” Her death was attributed to spinal disease. The attendance was “very large” at her funeral and the cortege of carriages long. She left behind her fifteen-year-old daughter Lillian and her husband. Her widower, William, soldiered on as a train conductor. 

			Lulu, age nine, and Willie, thirteen, once again faced the loss of a parental figure. Lulu later said her formal education stopped at the third grade; Willie, at the fourth. It is likely their time with the Sheehans, as well as their formal education, collapsed with Jennie’s failing health and death.

			Lulu’s origins and most of her childhood are misty. Lulu made up fantastical stories, swirling with drama and pathos. According to one tale, her parents were homesteaders on the frontier. She spun fanciful yarns of growing up on her father’s ranch out West. The location changed with the telling, moving from Wyoming to Oklahoma or Nebraska. 

			She often killed her parents off when she spoke of her childhood, at times in the goriest way. In one version of her early life, she came from wealth, was orphaned at eight, and raised by her cousin, Buffalo Bill Cody. In that fable, she added the unnecessary fillip of every single relative of hers, except Buffalo Bill, being dead as well – grandparents, brothers, and sisters. In an especially detailed whopper, she remembered taking her father his lunch pail at age ten as he toiled in a Texas railroad yard, then recounted his death by a steam locomotive. Anything was better than exposing her vulnerability and the pain of being cast aside.

			
			

		

	
		
			
			

			Steubenville

			Steubenville, Ohio

			1894

			Despite whatever adventures befell them after they left the shelter of the Sheehans, Lulu and her brother survived. Willie grew up to be Bill, a man about five feet ten inches in height who earned his living with his hands and his back. Eventually, he centered his young adulthood around Steubenville and kept in touch with his mother.

			Lulu blossomed into a striking beauty. Her wide mouth, square jaw, and even features were topped by a pile of dark blonde hair. She was petite, with a delicacy that offset her natural athleticism. Lulu knocked back attention from others as if it were whiskey and she, an alcoholic. Though she yearned to be a performer, she held herself aloof in the day-to-day world. She was a loner. The sort of girl who does better with animals than people. She loved horses. In later years, a newspaper reporter spoke with Lulu.

			She learned to ride, she says, when her father placed her on an untamed pony and told her to stay there or be punished. “I was more scared of my father than of the pony,” Miss Parr relates, “so I stayed.”

			
			

			At eighteen, after a sojourn out West with her father, Lulu moved in with her mother in Steubenville. The town lay in a natural amphitheater on the west bank of the Ohio River. Rolling hills, the shoulders of the Appalachian Mountains, pressed against its eastern edges. A seediness clung to Steubenville, as it did to the other towns strung like dirty freshwater pearls along the Mississippi River basin. For generations, the brown river washed up evil along with the good — peddlers and preachers, businessmen and crooks.

			The Ohio River had comfortably fed, clothed, and educated Lulu’s mother, Lizzie, and her three siblings as they grew up. By 1860, Lulu’s grandfather, at age forty-one, declared ownership of real estate worth eight-thousand dollars and a personal estate of seven hundred dollars. His two daughters, Emma and Elizabeth Ann (Lulu’s mother Lizzie), and his son were educated. Elizabeth Ann attended school through at least age seventeen. 

			Though brought up on a farm, Lulu’s grandfather, George H. Myers, was a steamboat captain with a home in town. He piloted paddlewheelers as far as New Orleans. More than twenty men from the town made their living as captains during the heyday of steamboat travel. During the Civil War, Myers served the Union cause ferrying men and goods up and down the Ohio, the Mississippi, and their tributaries. 

			Steubenville was prominent in the steamboat industry, though the start was rocky. The first steamboat to float out of a Steubenville boatyard was the Bazaleel Well. A joint venture, one firm built the cabin and hull; another, the boiler and engine. 

			Things did not go well. As the boat puffed upriver for Pittsburgh, a pump failed. The passengers were enlisted to help keep the boat afloat by filling buckets with river water. By the second day, they had made four miles; by the third day, the bells of the churches in Steubenville were still heard. The Bazaleel Well ran out of fuel. Fenceposts were cut up and burned. A wagonload of coal was ordered, but someone released “a puff of steam…from the safety valve” and frightened the horses pulling the cart of coal. They bolted and scattered the fuel over a ten-acre cornfield. The unfortunate passengers pitched in again, gathering the lumps of coal. Eventually, the Bazaleel Well reached Pittsburgh. 

			
			

			Despite the rough beginning, another sixteen ships would originate in Steubenville, an industry that would not fade until the 1870s with the rise of railroads.

			In 1894, Lulu and Lizzie lived in a modest frame duplex at 617 Adams Street. Next door a “mom and pop” grocery store sold a hodgepodge of tinned foods and sundries. Day and night, the rattle and clatter of trains a block away on the Panhandle Railroad tracks, punctuated their life. 

			Lulu’s spry, eighty-one-year-old grandmother Dorcas Myers was part of their life as well.

			There was no aura of prosperity in Lulu’s life. The three women barely scrabbled together enough money to get by. Like other widows of Civil War veterans, Dorcas received a monthly pension of twenty dollars on behalf of George Myers’ service after his 1885 death. 

			Lizzie, in her forties, earned a precarious living at society’s margins. She was a fortune teller, a seer, in a profession for the desperate by the equally desperate. Rolled up in the tradition of witchcraft, strong disapproval hammered it in the early days of the American Colonies. Soothsaying was a felony in Virginia. Practitioners risked punishment by ducking, which could be fatal. Ducking involved binding the accused and tossing them into a body of water. If they floated, they were considered guilty. If they sank, innocent. Those who sank risked dying if not retrieved in time. Or, instead of spending the time ducking the accused witches, they could be directly put to death.

			
			

			In New England, fortunetelling was dealt with as a religious matter and the Bible had clear taboos against it. With the horrific loss of men in the Civil War, interest rose in communicating with the dead. Even the White House became the site of seances as Mary Lincoln attempted to reach her dead children, and later, her assassinated husband. 

			Lizzie was not the only person eking out a scorned living as a fortune teller in the area. In 1898, a “lawn fete” fundraiser by the First M.E. Church’s mission band included a “popular” fortune teller’s tent. In 1900, a Madam Landers advertised her business at 309 South 6th Street. She willingly told the past, present, and future. Ladies paid a quarter. Inexplicably, she charged men double, a half dollar a session. 

			Fortune tellers might be blamed for any number of problems. A Sandusky man blamed one for encouraging him to transfer ownership of his farmlands. He claimed his fiancée wanted to cheat the children from his first marriage out of their inheritance. In 1903, the Steubenville jail housed a murderer who claimed a fortune teller led him to doubt the faithfulness of his wife. 

			Lizzie Parr’s exact prognostications went undocumented.

			Lulu’s job opportunities were narrowed by her lack of education, skills, and experience. Yet, at eighteen, she needed to make a living, to feed the family kitty. She followed the career path of many uneducated women and became a domestic servant. Lulu took a job at Mosgrove’s New U.S. Hotel. 

			
			

			The brick three-story hotel was nearly a century old. Built in 1798, less than a year after the town was platted, it was a silent witness to decades of history. When Lizzie was sixteen, during the summer of 1866, President Johnson, in a bid to drum up political support, embarked on a whistlestop tour dubbed “Swing Around the Circle.” On June 13th, his train chugged into Steubenville. 

			The Myers family likely knew of the president’s visit. They may have joined the three thousand gawkers milling about the corner of High and Market Streets, looking up in anticipation at the balcony of Mosgrove’s New U.S. Hotel.

			Johnson had brought along a cadre of heavy hitters — General Ulysses S. Grant, Admiral Farragut, and Secretary of State William H. Seward. Locally-born heroes General George Armstrong Custer and Colonel George McCook rounded out the president’s team. 

			To get things rolling, Grant, Custer, and Farragut were introduced from the balcony. The crowd cheered. Next came Johnson. The crowd erupted in groans, hoots, huzzas, and calls for Grant to return. 

			Johnson would have none of it. He first chastised his audience with a Bible-inspired “Let them alone; they know not what they do.” The taunts and catcalls continued. Johnson next stooped to quoting poetic doggerel and harped a “well-bred man will not insult me.” Johnson then left abruptly for his train. Newspapers blamed the disturbance on a group of unruly boys. The New York Times reported, “The Reception at Steubenville Not Satisfactory.” 

			The following day, Johnson spoke in Johnstown, Pennsylvania. To accommodate bystanders, a temporary platform had been built over a drained canal. The platform collapsed under the weight of the crowd, plunging men, women, and children twenty feet into the canal bed. Thirteen people died. More than one hundred were injured. The Presidential train, with the President onboard, debarked soon after. Rescue efforts were still underway. 

			
			

			The public reacted with disgust. They were unassuaged by Johnson’s donation of five hundred dollars for the injured, his staff who stayed behind to help, and the claim that lingering would have risked collision with other trains. The press excoriated him. “Swing Around the Circle” was a failure and would be served up as fodder in President Andrew Johnson’s later impeachment trial. 

			The Mosgrove’s prime location, downtown and snugged up to the Ohio River, kept customers flowing through its door over the years. Steamboat captains strolled the block or two from the wharf to do business at the hotel. As rail transportation shoved steamboats out of the picture, trains rolled in and deposited travelers at not one, but two, nearby passenger depots. Masons met over wine and food in the hotel dining room. Wedding parties toasted new couples. Parties out for a jaunt on the Ohio stopped in for a meal. An 1896 advertisement in a souvenir album for Buffalo Bill’s Wild West Show declared Mosgrove’s New U.S. Hotel to be “Strictly first-class. Centrally located. Headquarters for professionals.”

			Lulu’s short walk to work — only four blocks — was the easy part for her. Once she reached the hotel to start her day, things went downhill fast. Over decades of re-dos, make-dos, and add-ons, the hotel’s footprint had expanded willy-nilly. Staff sweated and toiled in the first-floor laundry, kitchen, and office. Meanwhile, guests lolled, dreamed up crackpot business deals, rattled newspapers, and swapped jokes in the large social hall, dining room, and reading room. 

			
			

			After a starchy Victorian dinner, overnighters wandered up to their sleeping rooms on the second and third floors. They hoped the heavy meals might act as a sedative. In the sweltering summertime, they yearned for the hotel’s windows and high ceilings to entice a breeze over their pillows. But sleep proved elusive in the hot, sticky humidity of the insufferable river valley nights. 

			No matter where Lulu worked — in the kitchen, dining room, guest rooms, or laundry — the labor was sheer drudgery. Her armpits were often sopping wet. Stinging beads of sweat ran down her forehead and into her eyes. All work was hand work, no matter how delicate the result might appear. Pie meringues were whipped to a froth with a whisk or, even, a fork. Sheets were scrubbed on a knuckle-busting metal and wood washboard and boiled in cauldrons. Irons lived up to their name, manufactured of heavy black iron and heated on a stove. Loads, whether trays of roast meat or baskets of sheets, were cumbersome, arm and back-straining affairs.

			For her effort, Lulu earned three dollars a week. It was not much money, but Lulu had to take what she could get. Still, she dreamed. One goal was to become a performer. Another was to buy her mother new parlor furniture. 

		

	
		
			
			

			Love Comes Calling

			Steubenville, Ohio

			1894

			Strewn over the nearby hills and valleys, in farmhouses and cottages, was a hodgepodge of Lulu’s relatives. Aunts. Uncles. Cousins. All sorts of cousins. Among them was a thirty-two-year-old farmer named Frank Wheaton. Wheaton ranked among Lulu’s shirt-tail cousins — one of those minor kin who hung on by the most tenuous of blood ties and carried a whiff of a bad odor. 

			Frank’s grandfather was Lulu’s great-uncle. Wheaton farmed west of town, out in an area of Jefferson County which, for a brief few years, claimed a post office and a name — Fernwood. A bachelor, Frank lived with his widowed mother and younger brother. From time to time, he came into Steubenville, Jefferson’s county seat. With the assumed entitlement of a single man, he often stopped by Cousin Lizzie’s home for a free meal. 

			Around the time of Lulu’s arrival from the West, Frank dropped in at Lizzie’s. Lulu wasn’t in, but a photograph of her was. Frank took it in hand, said she was pretty, then declared to Lizzie that he “would have her.” There was no law against marrying a second cousin and besides, Lulu Bell Parr was gorgeous.

			
			

			Lizzie snapped, “Frank, I don’t think you will.”

			But Frank was a sly one. With matrimony in mind, he hunkered down to snare his quarry. Like a cowboy after an unbranded calf, step one involved separating the diminutive teenager from her mother. They went on walks and even more to Lulu’s liking, rode horses across the countryside.

			Frank questioned Lulu about her job at Mosgrove’s. How much did it pay? Lulu told him. He vowed to match her hotel wages if she’d come out to his farm and help his mother, Eliza.

			Then in her early sixties, Eliza Myers Wheaton had been widowed for nearly twenty years. Frank’s brother, in his early twenties, was also unmarried and still at home. 

			The offer appealed to Lulu. She moved to the Wheaton farm for the winter, about twenty miles from Lizzie’s.

			Frank failed as an employer. He shorted Lulu each of the three months she was on his farm. The first and second month, Frank paid her nine dollars rather than the twelve he had promised. The third month, he paid her eight dollars. Lulu fled the farm in the spring and returned to her mother. 

			Undaunted by this bump in the rocky road to romance, Frank pressed his luck with sad results. By September 1895, the cousins were spatting face-to-face over a clock and parlor furniture in a Steubenville court before a judge, jury, and three attorneys.

			Hopelessly infatuated, Frank’s ardor had culminated in an offer to marry Lulu. In court testimony, he recalled three proposals, including once when they were out riding together. 

			Lulu remembered only one offer of matrimony. The pair was on a walk near Reed’s Mill, a pastoral spot a few miles from the Wheaton farm. Frank kept
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