


b
8

-,

A selection of American reviews of

THE
VANISHING EVANGELIST

“ Perhaps only those of us wha lived there at the time
can appreciate the drama, the eeriness, of this situation:
Aimee, the most famous woman evangelist in history,
waded into the Pacific and didn’t come back: Her
thousands of followers prayed, sobbed, screamed, went
into hysterics; the authorities searched the ocean floor
and up and down the coast, but for the time being there
was no Aimee.

“It is a story far too fantastic for fiction; nobody
would believe it if it appeared between the covers of a
novel. But here, for the first time, it has been told in
full. The author has consulted the records, interviewed
Aimee’s contemporaries, and done an outstanding job

- digging beneath the surface and then setting down, in
fascinating detail; what he found.

“If, like so many other readers, you are fed up with
the vapidity of much of the current fiction, turn to this
hilarious, factual recital. You won’t stop reading until

* you have reached the finale.” o
FREDERIC BABCOCK, Chicago Tribune

“ The author’s literary method is perfectly adjusted to
his theme. Amused, detached, he has a merry eye for
the humbug element in the life of the period and performs
a valuable service in pointing it out with zest and art.”

' GERALD CARSON, New York Times

“ Lately Thomas has—besides adding an intriguing
name to the author’s roster—done an excellent job of
combining careful research with good story-telling and

" of-the-moment suspense. Contemporary newspaper

photographs supplement it skilfully. Taken for sheer
amusement or for all its social implications, The Vanishing
Evangelist is a mote than welcome addition to docu-
mented Americana.” g

JUDITH CHRIST, New York Herald Tribune




N the afternoon of May 18th, 1926,
an auburn-haired woman went for
a swim in the Pacific.  She was not
seen to come out of the
Thousands of Californians

water.
whe had
thronged to hear the dynamic Aimee
Semple McPlierson preach at her Hood-
lit Angelus Temple were stunned at the
news ol her disappcarance. Two
people died in the attempt to find her
body. Services were held for her at
the Temple and a memorial fund was
collected.

Meanwhile, however, lctters had
begun to come in, demanding $500,000
ransom for the return ol Sister Almee.
And five weeks after she vanished,
Aimee turned up in a Mexican border
town with a circumstantial story of
having
imprisoned in a desert shack, and of

been kidnapped and then
having escaped on foot across miles of
sandy wastes.

The shepherd was welcomed back
to life with great rejoicing by the
Temple flock. But certain sceptics—
among them the Los Angeles district
attorney—had doubts about her story.
Why was no shack to be [ound that
would fit her description?

she

Why was
nor
And who was the

neither sunburned thirsty
when she returned ?
mysterious ¢ Miss X7, so remarkably
like the evangelist, who had occupied,
*Mr. Mclintyre’, a

honcymoon cottage at Carmel-by-the-

with a rented

Sea while Aiinee was missing?

(continued on back flap)
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These questions kept Aimee in the
headlines for the next six months; they
led to a grand-jury investigation with
sensational surprises of its own, and
eventually brought the evangelist into
court, the disclosures made
were as startling—and as hilarious—
as anything that had already happened.
The Los Angeles District Court was
turned into a three-ringed circus;
newspapers fought pitched battles for
witnesses; half a dozen public figures
were ruined.

where

But Aimee’s story was
never shaken.

Was the kidnapping a hoax? If so,
who was in on it? And who owned
the blue trunk flled with scented
lingerie, evening dresses, and an evan-
gelist’s robe?
of the century’s weirdest cause célébre
is both funny and full of suspense.
The Vanishing Evangelist takes on an
added dimension as a picture of some
of the characteristic absurdities of life
in the twenties.

This deadpan account
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“Hence, horrible shadow!
Unreal mockery, hence!”
—Macbeth



Acknowledgment

The most important and comprehensive source of information regard-
ing Aimee Semple McPherson and her career is the newspaper press.
Few persons have ever been so consistently or extensively publicized over
so long a period; no actress, for example, ever accumulated as long a
“string” of press notices as the pastor of Angelus Temple. Among the
many newspapers, magazines, pamphlets, and fugitive publications that
have been culled, principal acknowledgment must be made to the Los
Angeles Times, the Los Angcles Examiner, the San Francisco Chronicle,
and the New York Times.

Basic sources for the events of the kidnaping episode of 1926 are the
legal transcripts of Mrs. McPherson’s preliminary hearing (3600 pages,
nearly 900,000 words) and of the Hardy impeachment trial in 1929
(1400 pages, 350,000 words).

Books consulted include: two autobiographies by Aimee Semple
McPherson—This Is That (Los Angeles: Bridal Call Publishing House,
1923) and In the Service of the King (New York: Boni & Liveright,
1927); a pastiche of autobiographical writings by Mrs. McPherson, com-
piled posthumously, The Story of My Life (Hollywood: International
Correspondents, 1951); and Sister Aimee by Nancy Barr Mavity (New
York: Doubleday, Doran, 1931)—an especially valuable source for
both actual and suggested material, to which a heavy debt is owed.

Extremely helpful have been the verbal recollections of contemporaries
of the evangelist, newspaper reporters, former associates, and others pos-
sessing special knowledge of the period and the personalities involved.
For the generous imparting of this information, in many conversations
over a long period of time, gratitude is expressed.

Responsibility for any errors of detail, impossible to avoid completely
in the telling of a story so complex and so controversial, lics wholly with
the author. Ax
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Prelude

On the evening of May 18, 1926, the wealth, wit, and fashion of Holly-
wood and Los Angeles crowded to an event of the first magnitude, the
gala dedication of the newest temple of cinematic art, the Carthay Circle
Theater, far out on what was then the western fringe of the city. The
selected film, acknowledged in advance to be a masterpiece, in fact the
latest of Cecil B. De Mille masterpicces, was The Volga Boatman.
William Boyd played the romantic lead, a way station on his arduous
ascent to Hopalong beatitude. The audience was as brilliant and soigné
as the theater’s appointments. No detail, no adjunct purchasable by pub-
licity, was overlooked that might enhance the éclat of this premiere in
an age when the Hollywood premiere was hitting its super-colossal stride.

What, then, the shock, the chagrin, the sorrow of the film élite when,
the next morning, they expectantly picked up the newspapers and found
their extravaganza relegated to inside pages! The front pages were
virtually pre-empted by a lady who had not even been present—who,
moreover, was the most vocal enemy of the moving picture.

That was the point of the headlines. A lady was missing, a lady whose
name was as familiar to every person in Los Angeles as that of the bright-
est screen star—the premiere female cvangelist of the age, Aimee
Semple McPherson. Had a dozen eminent divines disappeared under
similar circumstances, the furor could not have been greater.

Born on a Canadian farm, the child of a onetime Salvation Army
lassie and a Methodist farmer, Aimee Elizabeth Kennedy McPherson had
led an adventurous and dramatic life for every one of her thirty-five years.
When a few weeks old she was dedicated to the Lord’s service in a
Salvation Army barracks. In school she was a tomboy, gifted with a
talent for theatricals and elocution and an instinct for leadership. After
a period of youthful religious skcpticism, into which she threw herself
with self-dramatizing intensity, she was converted at seventeen to an
extreme form of “Holy Roller” Pentecostalism by a roving preacher,
Robert Semple. They married and went as missionaries to China, where
Semple soon died, leaving her friendless, penniless, and with a month-old

daughter, whom she christened Roberta,
x1
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Aimee straggled back to the United States, and after an unfortunate
second marriage to Harold S. McPherson, a wholesale grocery clerk
(the offspring of which was a son and which eventually culminated in
divorce), she sct out, without training, to preach an uninhibited kind
of revivalism to the Ontario rustics. Her sincerity and her dynamic
personality, coupled with an.inborn ability to sway crowds, brought
rapid rccognition. With her first collection she bought a tattered, moth-
eaten tent and took off as an itinerant evangelist, sponsored by no church,
carrying a message of joy and spiritual excitement to the poor, the back-
ward, and the contecmned. Living from hand to mouth, she followed the
call from Maine to Florida. Often hungry; sleeping in tents, in auto-
mobiles, in barns and wayside shelters; struggling to save her canvas
from hurricane and slashing rain; swinging a maul like a circus rousta-
bout; jeered by unbelicvers and despised by decorous churchmen;
anathematized by co-religionists for preaching in contravention of Paul’s
injunction that women should keep silent in the churches, she persisted,
and in a few ycars advanced, by dint of grit, incredible labor, and in-
comparable platform gifts, to the front rank of evangelists.

In this role she preached in many citics, notably St. Louis, Denver,
Washington, Dallas, San Francisco, and Montreal, addressing audiences
of ten to sixteen thousand frantically applauding persons jammed into
the largest auditoriums existing. She traveled to Australia and later to
England, where she filled the Royal Albert Hall, London’s largest in-
door meeting place. Her warmth, her womanly charm, and her magnetic
power of persuasion were irresistible.

In 1923—five ycars after she was joined by her mother, Minnie
Kennedy, as business manager—Aimee dedicatcd Angelus Temple; an
arcna-like hall-seating more than five thousand persons, designed by
herself, with furnishings estimated to represent an investment of a
million and a half dollars. This huge edifice she reared or Echo Park
in Los Angeles (where she had arrived in December 1918 with ten dollars
and a tambourine) from the proceeds of cvangelistic campaigns in other
cities. Her dutics as its director absorbed her tremendous energies, and
soon its membership was advertised as totaling more than ten thousand,
the largest single church congrcgation in the world; and there were
branches. At the outset of radio broadcasting she acquired her own
radio station and through it spread her voice and message all over the
West. Sister, as her fanatically devoted followers called her, was a
power in Los Angeles, financially, politically, and religiously.

Her contributions to her community were many and ingenious; they
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were of the kind that get talked about. They ranged from the practical
welfare of the Temple commissary, which distributed food, clothing,
rent money, and medical assistance to any needy caller, day or night,
investigating afterward, to pioneering the correct-time scrvice: the pub-
lic was cordially invited to call Angelus Temple, around the clock, and
be told the exact time cheerfully.

At first Sister was warmly endorsed by other Los Angeles churches and
pastors; but gradually these turned against her, repelled both by the lurid
sensationalism which kept her ampitheater filled week after week, and
by her supposed financial practices. Complaint also was made (with or
without justification) that Aimee’s Templc members were, in the main,
lured away from less boisterously shepherded flocks.

Unlike most Protestant churches, which vest their property in boards
of trustees, Angelus Temple and its offshoots were owned outright by its
pastor and her mother, in a fifty-fifty partncrship. No accounting of
monies was rendered; and Minnie Kennedy, a hard-fistcd, shrewd busi-
nesswoman, was as autocratic as her daughter in controlling the affairs
of the sprawling, emotional organization. Sister’s delight in hard work,
her bubbling confidence, her flair for attracting a large, uncritical audience
enabled her to override opposition and flourish. Her methods, she proudly
conceded, were spectacular beyond anything scen in churches. One tech-
nique she developed with consummate skill was the staging of “illustra-
tions” of her sermons—tableaux and pantomimes, acted on a fully
cquipped stage behind the speaking platform, dramatizing the story and
presenting the moral in cartoon terms.

In everything that touched self-advertising, Aimee was an admitted
genius. That many of her publicity-getting stunts lacked dignity did not
bother her; her tastes, sentimental, garish, heartily and healthily vulgar,
matched those of the multitude. Thus by 1926 Aimee McPherson, her
flamboyancy, her copperish-auburn hair, her expensive clothes, and her
imposing home beside the Temple had become a stock topic of contro-
versy in Los Angeles. “Aimee stories,” scurrilous and admiring, were a
staple of gossip. Yet neither covert sncers nor open antagonism dimin-
ished her enormous zest.

Her enemics pilloried the vaudevillism of her Temple spectacles and
her asserted worldliness, yet thousands loved her. Her charm was pro-
verbial. Her frank enjoyment of such outward femininc indulgences as
beautiful garments and the arts of the beauty parlor was unaffccted and
engaging; having started with nothing, she had no illusions about the
sordid meannesses imposed by poverty. She enjoyed being a success and
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she was never ashamed of her origins. Athletic and physically inexhausti-
ble, she was a splendid horsewoman and a strong swimmer, and she de-
lighted to exhibit her prowess. Her Temple collections were rumored to
range into the millions of dollars, but in default of figures nobody knew;
undoubtedly rumor exaggerated. Yet for money, except as the accepted
symbol of power, Aimee cared little; indeed, without her mother to
manage the finances there would never have been an Angelus Temple;
Sister took lavishly and gave lavishly, and that was one potent element
in her appeal.

To many Los Angelenos a vague mist of scandal hovered over the
domed sanctuary on Echo Park. To her rapt followers, the Temple was
the embodiment of earthly and heavenly glamour, the emotionally satisfy-
ing, exciting hub and inspiration of their otherwise drab lives. In the
triumphs of Sister they triumphed; with her they trod a primrose path
to Heaven.

In 1926 Aimee stood at her apogee. That January she left on a trip to
the Holy Land (a loving present from her church); it was her first ex-
tended absence from the city since the Temple was built. In April she
was welcomed home by hymn-singing thousands who pelted her with
flowers. She resumed her pulpit and her numberless administrative tasks.
On May 18 she went for a routine afternoon outing at a Los Angeles city
beach. She entered the water and was not seen to come out.

That simple action detonated the uproar that was to continue for
eight months; a decade later the cchoes were still reverberating. This book
is the chronicle of that extravagant epic. It is not a study of motivations
or hidden beliefs; it is a narration of what people at the time saw and
heard from day to day, of what secret moves were made behind what
closed doors during the months of suspense—the whole cat’s-cradle of
unlikely suppositions leading to impossible conclusions.

Is the tale true? The actions unfolded as they are told here. There
are no fictitious characters. No names are disguised. Every word of
direct quotation is taken from records, much of it uttered under oath,
The tale is as true as sworn testimony.




THEME 1

Threnody

“Children dear, was it yesterday
(Call but once) that she went away?”

—MATTHEW ARNOLD,

“The Forsaken Merman”



Genests

Mother Kennedy received the news sitting down. She was looking over
an account beok in her combined home and office beside the Temple
when the door opened and Brother Arthur entered. Brother J. W. Arthur
was chairman of the board of elders of the church. He walked to Mother
Kennedy, placed both hands on her shoulders, and said, “God bless
you. . . . I don’t know how to tell you. Sister went swimming this
afternoon at twenty minutes to threc and she hasn’t come back yet.”

For an instant Minnie Kennedy did not grasp the sense of his
emotion-muffled words. In the doorway hovered Blanche Rice, a de-
voted assistant and sometime secretary; her hand pressed against her
half-opened mouth, her eyes swam with dismay. Mrs. Kennedy’s glance
quickly shifted back to Brother Arthur. “What?” she snapped.

“They have looked everywhere. Sister cannot be found,” repeated
the clder. Emma Schaffer, Sister McPherson’s secrctary, had just tele-
phoned him from Ocean Park beach. Emma was sobbing so much that
she was incoherent, but a man had taken the phonc and explained that
Sister had been missing more than an hour. Lifeguards were searching,
but there was no trace.

A spasm transformed Minnie Kennedy’s naturally placid, firm features;
she groaned and slowly bowed her head on her hand. “Drowned!” she
moaned.

Impulsively Blanche Rice ran and flung her arms around the older
woman. She sobbed.

Minnie Kennedy shook her head. “I think our little Sister is gone,” she
repeated several times. Her own tears flowed. Brother Arthur, lips com-
pressed into deep lines of suffering, stood beside the women clinging to
cach other.

The telephore rang in the outer office. Blanche Rice went to answer it.
A call from the beach, for Mother Kennedy.

Wiping her eyes, Minnic walked heavily to the telephone. Frank
Langan was speaking; he was the manager of the Ocean View Hotel,
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where Sister changed into her bathing costume. Emma was hysterical;
Langan was telephoning for her.

“It is now nearly five o’clock and we have not been able to find
Mrs. McPherson,” he said. “She has not returned to the hotel.”

Langan paused.

“She is drowned,” said Mother Kennedy.

“No, Mother Kennedy, no!” exclaimed the horrified manager. “She is
not drowned as far as we know, but up to this time we have not been
able to find her. You had better come down.”

“Well,” said Mother, “do all you can. I don’t think it would do me
any good to come down. Where is her car?” '

Sister’s expensive Kissel automobile was parked in front of the hotel.

“Well, have it sent in and get her belongings,” Mother Kennedy ad-
vised. Then she hung up. Briefly she told Brother Arthur to drive out
to the beach and pick up Emma, who did not know how to drive.

Gaunt, ashen-faced Emma Schaffer, weeping continuously, reached
the Temple home in the car driven by Brother Arthur at about 6 o’clock.
She brought the yellow and white sports dress Sister McPherson had
worn to the beach, her shoes and stockings, her Bible, and her purse with
its contents of $200 in a neat roll of bills and a handful of change. Sister’s
Kissel followed, driven by E. M. Sterns, a St. Paul salesman who was stay-
ing at the Ocean View Hotel and had volunteered to help.

Mother Kennedy led Emma Schaffer upstairs and into her own bed-
room. Then she closed the door on the other members of the frightened
Temple household, huddled on the stair landing, and ministered to the
inarticulate, trembling secretary alone. When she emerged she told
Blanche Rice there: was no doubt Sister was drowned. The only thing
they could do for Sister’s sake was to carry on. Already the crowd was
asscmbling in the Temple next door for the scheduled evening showing
of Sister’s “Journeylog” account of her recent tour of the Holy Land.
Mother Kennedy told Blanche she would give the talk herself. _

By this time the news was public. The story broke too late for the final
editions of the evening newspapers, but the morning extras were tum-
bling into the streets. “Evangelist McPherson believed drowned!” news-
boys yelled in downtown Los Angeles. Yet before the extras appeared,
the word had spread throughout the city; police and newspaper offices
were besieged with telephone calls, some coming from as far away as
Baltimore and Canada. By 6 o’clock, although the extras were just com=
ing out, two hundred members of Angelus Temple converged on Ocean
Park. At 7 p.m. Roderick Morrison, a student preacher in the Temple
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Bible School, announced over the Temple’s radio station KFSG (Kall
Four Square Gospel): “We have very sad news. We believe Sister
McPherson has been drowned. Tonight we feel that she is asleep in the
ocean. We ask prayers for Mother Kennedy, Mrs. McPherson’s mother.”

Reporters swarmed out to Echo Park to interview Mrs. Kennedy,
Emma Schaffer, and anyone else who might provide a scrap of informa-
tion or conjecture. Emma had pulled herself together under Mrs. Ken-
nedy’s prodding and briefly described the train of events she had already
detailed to the Venice division police at the scene of the disappearance.
Drab and lathlike before her questioners, she spoke curtly and positively.
Her grief was plain to everybody. Bible under one arm, she repeated
over and over, “We must hope and pray.” She answered all questions,
her face taut with pain, her eyes red from weeping, before hurrying aside
to pray.

The evangelist and she, Emma said, had driven out to the beach at
about noon; Sister was due back at the Temple for a 4:30 appointment
and was later to lead the evening service. They drove to the Ocean View
Hotel, which faces the sea at the corner of Rose Avenue and Ocean
Front; Sister often came to the beach to swim and the hotel kept a room
reserved for her. The manager took them up in the elevator to room 202.
Sister quickly changed into her green bathing suit with knce-length skirt
and gay flowers embroidered across the chest. She put on a brown bath-
ing cap, but no beach shoes, and slipped a long robe over the abbreviated
costume.

They came dowhstairs and each ate a waffle (Sister was fond of them)
in a restaurant at the nearby Lick Amusement Pier plunge. Then they
rented an umbrella tent and pitched it on the wide beach almost in front
of the hotel. Sister set to work on the notes for her sermon the coming
Sunday. “Light and Darkness” was her topic; she discussed it with Emma
and for text thumbed open her Bible to the first chapter of Genesis: “And
God said, Let there be light; and there was light. . . . And God divided
the light from the darkness.”

After a while (Emma told the reporters she did not know how long
because she said neither she nor Sister had a timepiece) Sister remarked,
“I'm going to take a little dip,” and went into the water. Emma watched
her swimming strongly. After fifteen or twenty minutes she came out
glowing. Emma wondered whether the water was cold. “Not a bit,” Sister
assured her. “Feel me.” Emma felt her arm; it was “just as warm as
could be.” :

Wrapping the beach cloak around her, Sister worked on the sermon
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notes again. Emma observed that she seemed happy, scribbling intently
as her thoughts raced her pencil. Suddenly she recollected a message she
meant to give her mother about the musical program for the evening's
lecture, and she asked Emma to tclephone the Temple, and also say
she could not keep the 4:30 appointment. “Bring back some orange
juice,” she called as Emma trotted away.

When the sccretary returned with a box of candy and the orange juice
in a cardboard container, the cvangelist was in the water again, swim~
ming out about half the length of the pier. Emma held up the orange
juice; Sister waved and called, “Come on! Bring it out!” Emma laughed
shyly: Sister liked to tease her, knowing she could not swim.

She sat on the sand and studied her Bible, checking references for
Sister. Gancing up from time to time, she saw Aimee gamboling in the
water, diving and surfacing like a porpoise, enjoying hersclf. Then when
Emma looked up, the brown cap was nowhere in sight. Emma stood up
and scarched the water. She was not alarmed, suspecting Sister might
have swum around the end of Lick Pier; she was daring enough to do that,
Emma walked up to the pier, a hundred yards north of the hotel, and
looked there. Then she came back to the. tent, thinking perhaps Sister
might have come out of the water meanwhile. She asked two young men
swimmers whether they had seen a woman in a green bathing suit and
brown cap. They said no, but they swam back out and looked, then re-
ported no such swimmer around; there were very few bathers in the water.

By this time Emma had become fearful. She went to the lifeguards’
lookout tower but no lifeguard was on duty, since the Memorial Day
start of the official beach scason was still ten days ahead. A young man
advised her to inquire at the plunge. Emma hurricd there; a girl attendant
sent her to the man in charge, who said it was very difficult to locate
anyone unless thcy knew exactly where the person was last seen in the
water. Emma did not mention Sister’s name.

Numb with drcad, shc went to the hotel and appealed to the manager.
Langan reassurcd her; he could not believe anything serious had hap-
pened; he urged her to look in the plunge again, and sent a guest at the
hotel, Miss Rosie Micrs, to help look. Emma went back to the plunge
with Miss Miers, and when they found no trace she hysterically ap-
pealed to the man in charge, this time identifying the missing woman
as the famous evangelist.

“One life is just as precious to us as another,” the man replied, and
immediatcly ordered out lifeguards who put off in a boat; Emma directed
them as best she could from the shore. The police in Venice, a mile to
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the south, were notified at the same time (thc call was logged on their
books at 4:20 p.m.) and they hastened to thc scene. In .the beach tent
they found Sister’s robe, Bible, handbag, and sermon notes with the
orange juice and candy. Fred Hoyt, an aviator, was alcrted at ncarby
Clover Ficld; he flew his planc low back and forth over the water, sceking
some trace. A patrol of the shorcline was instituted; some of the gather-
ing Temple workers pushed pathetically into the wavering line of watch-
ers. Soon it grew dark, and the lifeguards repeated that it was very diffi-
cult to effect a rescue unless they knew cxactly where a swimmer went
down. Cramps or a fainting spell were the explanations that the police
advanced.

Langan, clinging to hope, suggested to Emma that Sister might have
swum or walked to Venice Pier, and Emma desperatcly plowed through
the sand in that direction, searching everywhere. In shivering fright she
rode the tram back to Ocean Park, where she proposcd to call Mother
Kennedy, but Langan and other volunteer counsclors persuaded her to
wait a while, saying it might not be truc and the shock would be too
great.‘Finally she did call Brother Arthur and Langan broke the news
to him. -

Emma’s account gave the newspapers a puzzle within a sensation. That
Aimee Semple McPherson should vanish was startling enough. But that
a notably powerful, skillful swimmer should disappear almost before her
watchful secretary’s eyes, within sight and sound of scores of persons
along the beachfront, without a cry for help, without a visible struggle in
the watcr, on a calm, sunny afternoon, the sea glassy smooth, wind three
miles an hour, tempecrature 68 degrees—that such a swimmer should
vanish from the ocean leaving not a ripple smacked of the miraculous.
But many events in Aimec Semple McPherson’s crowded life hinted at
prodigies.

By the time reporters reached Angelus Temple, the throng expecting
to hear Sister rcpeat her Holy Land travel talk was filling the huge edifice,
which scated 5400. The corridors, which customarily rang with “Wel-
come, Brother!” and “Welcome, Sister!” were subdued. Sobs were audible.
Women ushers in white Temple costumes under long blue capes crept
to antcrooms to cry. Brother Dickey, one of Sister’s closest helpers,
paced the foyer, eyes brimming with tears which he wiped away me-
chanically with the back of a quivering hand. Many children were in the
crowd, since this was a special service for them; they looked solemn and
frightened, but inwardly were excited. “Aimee will come back to her
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Temple,” was the whisper heard all over the house. Outside on the sidc-
walks stood thousands of the faithful unable to gain entrance to the
packed hall; they would not lcave,

At 7:30, promptly on schedule, Mother Kennedy, dressed in white
crepe de Chine, appeared on the platform and started the service with-
out explanation. A hymn was sung, then the lights dimmed and colored
pictures of Holy Land scenes were projected on the screen. Reporters
marveled at .the speaker’s self-control, forgetting that Minnie Kennedy
had been facing audiences since her youthful Salvation Army apprentice-
ship. Now and then sobs startled the tense listeners. Outside the Temple
the newsboys pushed through the overflow crowd shrieking their head-
lines: “Aimee McPherson believed drowned!” Mother talked on.

After a time the lights came up and the audicnce sang the hymn “Jesus,
Sweetest Name I Know.” Collection plates were passed and the tinkle
of coins played obbligato to soft organ music. Then the lights dimmed
and Mother resumed the narrative. Toward the close, views of Sister
were thrown on the screen, intermingled with pictures of Christ on the
Cross; they drew tumultuous handclapping. In measured tones, Mother
Kennedy then told how her daughter and Miss Schaffer had left for the
beach that noon, how she herself went about her work without pre-
monition until “this afternoon, while I was wondering about Aimee,”
and just then Brother Arthur brought her the news.

“Sister is gone,” she concluded. “We know she is with Jesus. Pray
for her.”

A moan from thousands of throats wafted through the Temple. It was
caught up by the throng outside, and over the radio was carried a thou-
sand miles into the night.

After the service, many of the congregation adjourned to the audi-
torium of the Bible School next door, and there fifteen hundred knelt
and prayed until dawn, while on the sidewalks and lawns round about
hundreds more prayed fervently.

Caught by reporters after the service, Minnie Kennedy appeared on
the point of collapsing, but she braced herself with an effort. “I must
stand up and make the best of it if I expect others to,” she said. “This
Temple, the Bible School, are not paid for,” she added with businesslike
factualness. “Everything Sister had is tied up in the Temple and the work.”

At the beach, Sister’s followers clustered on the sand, testifying to
each other about their conversion or healing. Some sang, in quavering
voices, “Have Faith in Me” and “The Lord Is. My Redeemer.” Several
times police were compelled to restrain enthusiasts from rushing into the
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surf; the wind was rising. Long after midnight they still knelt, prayed,
sang, or stood in stunned bereavement, peering into the darkling waters.
So the evening and the morning were the first day.

O Sea, Give Up Thy Dead!

West and a little south of downtown Los Angeles, at a distance of about
thirteen miles, the Pacific Ocean is bordered by a broad, sandy beach
(to become the longest man-made beach in the world) that ripples from
the tangled hills of Malibu and Topanga to the Palos Verdes headlands
fourteen miles to the south. Along this beach front lie many towns:
Santa Monica, Ocean Park, Venice, Playa del Rey, El Segundo, Man-
hattan Beach, Hermosa Beach, and Redondo Beach at the southern tip.
Some of these are, or in 1926 were, separate municipalities; others, like
Ocean Park, lay in unincorporated areas of vast Los Angeles County.
Venice, a turn-of-the-century real-estate fantasy laid out complete with
Grand Canal and imported gondolas, by 1926 had become a sort of
Sheepshead Bay-Coney Island on the Southern California shore. The
Grand Canal was dust-filled (in 1957 the city considered its utility as
a sewer) and the gondolas had been replaced by honky-tonk dance
halls, which, by grace of a recent election, were open seven nights a
week. Fishing and amusement piers jutted into the ocean between Venice
and Santa Monica, north of Ocean Park, and along the paved promenade
plied little open tram cars. This was the stage on which the drama be-
ginning Tuesday afternoon, May 18, was played.

Before dawn on Wednesday, volunteers were pouring into Ocean Park
to recover the body of Sister McPherson. All night lifeguards had patrolled
offshore, while police tramped the beach. Most of the arriving volunteers
were Angelus Temple workers, dazed by grief; soon five thousand were
congregated. Mother Kennedy did not appear, but she sent the pastor
of the Pasadena branch of the Temple, the Reverend D. V. Alderman,
to spur the search.

A dozen rowboats with divers moved back and forth; farther out
motor launches swept the deeper reaches with grappling hooks. Two
airplanes dipped and droned, their pilots peering hopefully into the



10 THE VANISHING EVANGELIST

LOS ANGELES AREA

Pasad
Glendale” o asadena
o Topanga I
Malibu Santa i% Los Angeles
—,_/l———-—\h/‘éﬁca
(o) .
Ocean Park Culver City
Venice
O El Segundo
Pacific Redondo
r Palos
Verdes Long Beach
Ocean f

AN

depths. Police boats using seine nets raked the sandy occan floor. When-
ever one of the boats returned to shore, Temple followers crowded
around it, begging for word of hope.

As the day wore on and no trace of the evangelist was found, fear
was expressed that her body had been borne by the current (which was
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setting strongly northward on Tuesday) under Lick Pier into the tangle
of iron and wire left by a roller coaster that had burned two years before
and plunged into the sea. The surf built up heavily during the forenoon
and one by one the rowboats returned to the beach, some spilling their
occupants into the water.

Along the shore thousands of watchers stared at the waves through
binoculars, telescopes, anc opera glasses. The Temple faithful kept vigil
in prayer circles and impromptu testimony meetings. Mrs. Eunice Wick-
land recounted Sister’s last words to her: that when her time came to
go to the arms of Jesus, she prayed she might go. “by way of the sea.”
Now and then the chanting of prayers and crashing of the rollers were
rent by frenzied shrieks beseeching Sister to come back. One aged man
sprang up, trembling arm pointing seaward, and shouted he had seen
Sister risec from the ocean in robes of spotless white; she beckoned to
him, then sank beneath the waves. Police forcibly prevented him from
wading into the surf.

As morning merged into afternoon the crowd grew less demonstra-
tive; they appeared to await a miracle. A rumor spread that Sister would
rise and speak at exactly 2:30. Many stood up, expectant, but the hour
passed.

All day police and sheriff’s deputies were kept running from spot to
spot to check false alarms. There were near-riots when Temple fol-
lowers overheard bystanders express doubt that the evangelist was
drowned. Mrs. Mae Werning, of El Centro, said she was on the beach
all day Tuesday and she never saw Mrs. McPherson in the water. Police
had to rescue her. Another woman who audibly doubted Sister’s death
they escorted to a streetcar and cautioned not to come back. And the
whole city buzzed with the report that Minnie’s first concern, when in-
formed of her daughter’s disappearance, had been for the safety of Aimee’s
automobile.

Early Wednesday morning Detective Lieutenant M. O. Barnard of the
Culver City police made known that he and his wife had scen the evangelist
in an automobile with another woman passing the Metro-Goldwyn-
Mayer studios in Culver City at 3 o’clock Tuesday afternoon, headed
not toward the beach but toward Los Angeles. They recognized her by
her features and by the Temple costume she was wearing. This report
by a reputable witness stirred the immediate attention of the Los Angeles
police and Sheriff William I. Traeger. Los Angcles Chief of Detectives
Herman Cline and Captain William J. Bright of the sheriff’s homicide
squad interrogated Emma Schaffer at the Temple. Did Mrs. McPherson
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seem unhappy or distressed? Not at all, Emma assured her questioners;
on the way to the beach Sister mentioned how happy she felt, how she
“loved everybody, even those who had persecuted her.”

Cline publicly disputed Barnard’s identification, pointing out that the
time did not jibe with the secretary’s positive. statement; and even if
Barnard were mistaken about the hour, street repairs around the M-G-M
studios would force a car headed for the beach to detour back toward
the city several blocks; and finally that the evangehst was not wearing
the white uniform with blue cape she wore in the pulpit, but a yeliow
silk sports dress.

Mother Kennedy placed no stock in Lleutenant Barnard’s statement.
“Aimee is gone. I have no hopes of ever seeing her alive again,” she
said positively, and announced plans to offer $500 for the recovery of
her daughter’s body.

Angelus Temple remained shrouded in gloom. Thousands of devout
milled through its rooms from dawn to dawn. The Temple leader’s home
was a place of mourning and confusion: attendants and friends came
and went, swollen:lidded, faces dismal, speaking in whispers. Tele-
phones rang constantly, reporters prowled through the house, inspecting
its expensive furnishings. Condolences arrived from all over the United
States and Canada, from England and Australia. One of the first was
from Paul Rader, a Chicago evangelist who had substituted for Sister
at the Temple during her absence abroad. With lordly disregard for tele-
graph tolls he wired: SHOCKED, GRIEVED AND STUNNED BEYOND MEASURE
AT REPORT OF EVANGELIST MCPHERSON’S DEATH! WHAT A TERRIBLE,
TERRIBLE LOSS! SURELY IT CANNOT BE! THE LOSS IS TOO GREAT FOR
HUMAN WORDS! ONLY GOD KNOWS WHY! BUT OH, WHAT AN ABUNDANT
ENTRANCE! WHAT AN ABUNDANT ENTRANCE, HALLELUJAH!

From Barstow, California, the Reverend J. Whitcomb Brouger
former paster of the Temple Baptist Church of Los Angeles, hastened
to testify: A CALAMITY ONLY GOD CAN UNDERSTAND! And from Arkansas
City, Kansas, where once Sister bade the rain clouds disperse and they
obeyed, Ada Carleton telegraphed: PRECIOUS MOTHER, IS IT TRUE THAT
OUR BELOVED SISTER IS DROWNED? WIRE ANSWER IMMEDIATELY. Mother
wired the sad confirmation.

Amid the turmoil Minnie Kennedy moved with tight-lipped com-
posure. The Temple activities continued in their accustomed rhythm at
her insistence. In the Prayer Tower women knelt in the usual two-hour
shifts. Classes continued in the Bible School, where three hundred stu-
dents chanted: “O sea, give up thy dead! O thou mighty waves of the
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ocean, send us a message from the beloved dead! O Thou God who reign-
est over all and abidest in all, hear the cry of Thy stricken children!
O God, be with Sister McPherson!”

The regular Wednesday services were not interrupted. The afternoon
meeting was a healing session, and Mother Kennedy chokingly told the
three thousand present, “Aimee is gone. Pray for her. There is no hope
of her coming back.”

On returning home she wavered; friends induced her to drink a little
broth, her first food in twenty-four hours. But she rallied and appeared
at the evening service, her hair freshly marcelled, and informed the
hysterical congregation that Sistcr had left a will; she did not know its
contents, but it disposed only of her personal property—“The House
That God Built,” the home out West Adams Boulevard way that was
donated to Aimee soon after her arrival in Los Angeles, and other per-
sonal possessions. The Temple, Mother explained, was owned by the
Echo Park Evangelistic Association, a non-profit religious corporation,
of which Sister was president, Mother vice-president, and Emma Schaffer
secretary. Sister carried no insurance, a $300,000 policy on her life
taken out the previous August, before she flew to San Francisco to ad-
dress a radio convention, having lapsed after three months. The future
of the church organization would be discussed at a meeting of the board
of trustees, Mrs. Kennedy said.

“Aimee is dead,” she told the flock emphatically. “Whatever you read
in the newspapers—unless it is about the finding of the body—do not be
alarmed.”

Her final words were an urgent appeal for funds to buy a new carpet
for the Temple s Five Hundred Room.

That evening the Temple radio station went off the air—the first time
its programs were interrupted.

Among the evangelist’s intimates a feeling spread that Sister. had re-
ceived a premonition. Emma Schaffer recalled that the last Sunday eve-
ning, after her sermon, Sister stepped to the front of the platform and
asked the congregation, “If something should happen to me, how many
of you would carry on the work? Please show me by rising in your
seats.” The entire audience stood up, and Aimee led them in singing
“Blest Be the Tie That Binds.” Two days before that she had quizzed
her Bible students: “If I should die soon, you will be sure to carry on
the work?” And someone remembered a remark Sister made shortly after
returning from her vacation in Europe: “I am weary, weary. I think only
Christ could have been as tired as 1.”
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At the beach the search was not relaxed. At sunset hundreds of silent
believers lined the water’s edge and cxtended their arms toward the
west, mutely besceching. From nearby film studios huge floodlights were
brought and played on the uncasy waters, and Sheriff Traeger assigned
a hundred deputies to the all-night patrol. Beach points miles from Occan
Park organized separate searches. At Redondo two hundred Temple
followers tramped the beach all night—young and old, men and girls
with babices in their arms. Farther north, at Hermosa, lifeguards, police,
and Boy Scouts searched. When dawn rubbed out the chalky glare of
the kleigs, it was the morning of the third day.

“Oh, Paddy Dear,
and Did You Hear ...”

The interest of the public—and the newspapcrs—increased with every
fresh rumor. Fifty rcporters and news photographers competed with the
best police brains to unravel the mystery. The evangelist was reported
to have been slain by “rings” of various kinds. . . . Rum runners or
vice barons were responsible for her disappearance. . . . She had been
kidnaped for a huge ransom that would necessitate mortgaging the
Temple. . . . Amid the torrent of speculation and innuendo, the Burns
Detective Agency was found to be quietly investigating on behalf of the
Temple, at whose instance it was not known.

Witnesses came forward. Jack Cowan, the beach-tent concessionaire,
related that when Mrs. McPherson rented her umbrella she inquired
about the lifeguards, their stations, when they came on duty. Two women
reported they were in the lobby of the Ocean View Hotel and saw Sister
get out of her car, one remarking, “There’s the famous Aimee!” They
said a man stepped up to the evangelist, handed her a letter, tipped his
hat, and walked away quickly. Mrs. McPherson secmed perturbed by
the letter, the women said, and hurried into the hotel and upstairs.
Manager Langan did not sec any man or letter, but said Sister did seem
to be in a hurry.

A woman mcmber of the Temple, Mrs. Emily M. Finley, reported
that while she was sitting with a friend on Lick Pier Tucsday afternoon
she noticed a woman swimming strongly; later she heard a scream, which



THRENODY 15

at the time she attributed to children scampering on the beach. Three
men and a woman appcared at Los Angeles police headquarters and
stated that Mrs. McPherson was seen standing in front of her beach tent
in earnest conversation with a pretty blond girl, who was holding “either
a baby or a dog in her arms.” And Mrs. Sylvia Oberman, who lived
at 67% Rose Avenue, a few doors from the Occan View Hotel, told
police that she was sunning her baby on the beach Tuesday afternoon
and saw Mrs. McPherson talking with a man at about 2 o’clock; as he
started to walk back toward the promenade, Aimee called after him,
“Good-by, Denny” or “Benny” or some such name. Mrs. Oberman
described Sister McPherson’s bathing suit-accurately, and fixed the time
at just after 2 o’clock because her baby was becoming fretful, and at
2:20 she took it back to the house for a feeding. When she returned to
the beach at 3:20, she said, the evangelist was nowherc in sight. She
described the man as tall, about thirty years old, wearing a gray suit
and Panama hat; and she stressed that he walked with a peculiar gait
through the deep sand.

The police were convinced that Mrs. McPherson was dead. On a'pos-
sibility that she might have been poisoned with a drug that took eflect
while she was in the water, they analyzed the orange juice and candy
found in her beach tent; the analysis showed no contamination. Eddie
Barry, the bellboy who procured the orange juice for Emma Schaffer,
disappeared; an all-points bulletin went out. Three days later he was
located in San Diego; he had merely eloped and was working in the
Salvation Army hotel there.

Among Sister McPherson’s followers the scandalous rumors aroused
bitterness. All day hundreds sat dolefully in the great auditorium of
Angelus Temple, weeping silently, gazing at the empty platform. Women
kneeling at the altar railing chanted, “Sister is with Jesus—pray for her.”
Hundreds camped in Echo Park across the street, waiting for news. Many
of them were women in Temple costume. A blackboard was set up on
the sidewalk in front of the Temple entrance and bulletins were posted
hourly. At 11 a.m. the board read: “Nothing new. God bless you.” At
11 p.m. it read the same.

Like Mother Kennedy, the faithful were sure Sister had been taken
by the Lord. Some blindly hoped for a miracle. William Walberg, a re-
deemed sinner and Temple guard whose duty was to keep the crowds
from rushing the altar at the healing services, prophesied; Sister, he said,
had come to him in a dream, informing him that she was in Buenos Aires,
that “everything is all right, there is no need for excitement.”
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“A miracle of God is at hand,” he declared. “Mark me, if her body is
found the third day, and if it is brought to the platform of the Temple
and all her followers pray, she will be revived. She will preach as one
returning from the dead Sunday night.”

Mother Kennedy was scandalized by such talk. “No,” she said em-
phatically. “Sister’s spirit is with God and cannot return. Nor have we
any wish that it should, even if it were possible. We would not bring
her back if we could.”

Minnie Kennedy had at last found release in tears. Young Gladwyn
Nichols, the Temple’s music director and ardent worker on Aimee’s be-
half, arrived after an all-night drive from Oakland. When he and Mother
Kennedy met, their tears mingled for five minutes as they clung to each
other, incapable of speaking. So shaken was Mother she had to be put to
bed and Temple guards were stationed around the house to insure privacy.
But by afternoon she was herself again. The weight of the Temple organ-
ization was on her shoulders now; she could not afford to luxuriate in
unproductive grief.

She allowed reporters to interview Roberta Starr Semple, who at
fifteen showed promise of inheriting her mother’s good looks and some-
thing of her glowing charm. Roberta said her mother always expected
her to take up the work. * “You are a child of God,” Mother used to tell
me. After meetings she would take me on her knee and fold me in her
arms and tell me that. I haven’t had much experience as a preacher.
“Your time will come,’ she told me.”

Roberta stammered under excitement or stress. The habit had. wor-
ried Aimee; she blamed the privations of her early days when Roberta
was small and they lived in tents. She had asked Gladwyn Nichols to give
the girl corrective speech exercises, because a preacher cannot stammer.

Outside the house newsboys were hawking another extra. Roberta
slipped down the stairs and had the front door open before- her grand-
mother saw her.

“Where are you going?” called Minnie.

“There is an extra,” Roberta whispered, tossing back the long curls |
from her face. “I thought there might be news of finding Mother’s body.”

“No,” said Mother Kennedy, “there is no news. Just remember al-
ways, Roberta, your mother’s body is in the sea—but her spirit is with
the Lord, shouting victory.”

During the afternoon Minnie Kennedy took reporters on a tour of the
still uncompleted Bible School building to show that no serious financial
difficulties of the Temple would account for her daughter’s disappear-
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ance. The building had been occupied only since- the first of the year,
when Aimee dedicated it with prayer on each of its five floors and pent-
house.

“The Echo Park Evangelistic Association is in no more financial dif-
ficulty than any other organization,” Mother explained with solid con-
fidence. “This building cost about three hundred thousand dollars, and
naturally such a sum of money is not turned over without some financial
strain. We do need money, to complete the work that has to be done, but
praise the Lord, we will carry on.” Complacently she added, “As a busi-
nesswoman I have yet to fail in a business undertaking.”

The persistency of the rumors that her daughter was not dead out-
raged her mother heart—the way the newspapers were printing “every
scrap of tittle-tattle and senseless speculation.”

“If only the public could see the situation in its sanc and sensible
light!” she protested. “It’s a shame that all these unfounded reports should
gain circulation!”

But the public wondered why a mother would give up hope so quickly
and so assertively: everybody, it was reasoned, in such a crisis clings to
hope desperately.

That evening J. W. Buchanan, manager of the Burns Detective
Agency, over the Temple radio reported to Sister’s following everywhere
the result of his investigations. Every rumor, every hint, every slightest
apparent clue had been sifted, he said, and nothing pointed to any pos-
sible conclusion except drowning. Never had he encountered a case
where so many rumors flew so fast. One rumor had it Sister died in an
underwater struggle with a seca monster; a woman in Venice excitedly
telephoned she saw a whale. Another rumor was that a man was seen
standing on the sidewalk across from Angelus Temple for several nights
“with a sneering expression on his face.”

“The air is full of wild rumors and that is all there is to it,” said Bu-
chanan. At Mother’s request, his agency was dropping the wild goose
chase.

By the next morning—the fourth day incredulous observers were
asking, “Where was Aimee when the tide went out?”—Mother Kennedy
had shifted her ground somewhat; foul play, she now believed, was the
explanation of her child’s translation:

I believe a blow on the head caused her death. She was such a
strong swimmer, I cannot believe she was drowned by any ordinary
current or tide. Anyone who ever saw her drive a car in traffic, or

B
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deal with the crowds that gathered almost everywhere she went, al-
ways remarked her coolness and ability to keep her head in any
situation, ‘

Before the April 30 election, Aimee told me she was going to teil
the truth about the Venice dance halls. When I sat and heard what
she said, that she would rather see her own daughter dead than in
a Venice dance hall, I realized she was taking her life in her hands.
Often last summer after evening service we would drive out to the
beach, and my daughter would almost weep at the scenes there.
We often talked about the young girls there, many younger than
Roberta.

Had Sister received threats?

“No,” conceded Minnie, “but the underworld never warns before it
strikes. It would be so easy for something to happen at the beach she
preached against.”

There was only one other possibility that Minnie could suggest; she
summed it up ambiguously as “relentless persecution” by unnamed ele-
ments. “No one, except the Lord, was ever persecuted as relentlessly as
my daughter.” '

Later, addressing the weekly rally of the Crusaders, the Temple’s
young people’s organization, she veered closer to the target. Sister had
only two enemies in the world that she knew of, she told the twenty-five
hundred sobbing listeners: one was “the dance-hall crowd”; the second
was “a certain church” where only the Sunday before it had been said,
“The skids are being put under Angelus Temple.” Everyone knew she
was referring to Trinity Methodist Episcopal Church, whose fighting-
cock pastor, the Reverend Bob Shuler, had been the loudest of Aimee’s
churchmen antagonists in Los Angeles. Shuler was in Memphis attend-
ing the General Conference of the Southern Methodist Church and could
not reply at once.

All told, it was another unnerving day for Mother. At noon a green
bathing cap was brought up from under Lick Pier by the athletic
coach of Venice High School. After diving as deep as forty feet in.the
clear water, he reported that the ocean floor was smooth, with nothing
to snag or hold a body. He had ventured into the dangerous area under
the pier and come up with the torn cap. An elderly Temple worker,
trembling with emotion, begged that he might have the relic. “The church
will prize it, I assure you,” he quavered.

The treasure was borne to the Temple in an automobile procession.
Mother and Emma Schaffer took one look and said it was not Aimece’s:
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her cap was brown. But the incident visibly affected Minnie. With a
despairing gasp she cried that her daughter’s body must have been swept
under the pier and would never be found. “Oh, what shall T do? What
shall I do? Tell me!” she implored those around her.

A Coast Guard cutter joined the search and cruised back and forth
while sailors put off in small boats to drop grappling irons. In the bow,
heedless of the spray, knelt the Reverend D. V. Alderman, praying, “O
sea, return to us our champion! Give Sister McPherson back to us!”

Two airplanes hired by newspapers skimmed the ocean’s surface fif-
teen miles out, on a theory that the body had been carried far offshore.
Handbills appeared along the promenade offering $500 for recovery of
the body, with the thrifty stipulation that the offer held good only if
recovery was effected by diving or definite search, not if the body washed
ashore. And ships five hundred miles out at sea were instructed by
radio to be on the lookout for a body.

Offers of help natural and supernatural deluged the Temple by letter
and telegram. Most of these obviously came from cranks; they were
tossed aside as mere clutter. One of the telegrams, dated May 21, from
Oakland, and addressed to “Mother Kennedy, Angelus Temple, Echo
Park, Los Angeles,” read: DAUGHTER O.K. DO NOT WORRY. COMMUNICA-
TION PROVEN. AM SENDING FOR J.A. WHOM I BELIEVE SAFE. DETAIL IN
MAIL. DR. MERTON. '

Mother said later that she dismissed this message with others as
“spiritualism.”

The evening of the fourth day a judge of the Superior Court, Carlos
S. Hardy, over the Temple radio denounced suggestions that Mrs. Mc-
Pherson had disappeared voluntarily. Standing with bowed head before
the microphone, the judge told how his wife and he had enjoyed the
evangelist’s friendship and loved her, although they were not Temple
members; they were Baptists. Just one week previously Sister had at-
tended a housewarming at the Hardys’ new home on Lafayette Park
Place.

“Her body lies in the great Pacific Ocean,” the silvery-maned jurist
declared, “and her spirit is with God, and all other reports and rumors
are false. As Christ was crucified on the Cross, in like manner such
rumors as these crucify her name!”

The work of the Temple would go on, he added; at that moment two
leading evangelists—Dr. Charles S. Shreve of the McKendree Methodist
Church in Washington, D.C., and the Reverend Watson B. Argue, a
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Canadian evangelist—were speeding to the city to take over her pulpit.
Brother Argue, who was twenty-two, had been devoted to Sister Mc-
Pherson ever since he led the singing at her campaign in Winnipeg six
years before, when she had startled the city by touring the red-light dis-
trict, praying with inmates and distributing Bible mottoes for the bed-
room walls of the brothels.

Judge Hardy had long been a friendly counselor of Mother Kennedy
and her daughter in their business affairs. He helped found the Crusaders
and often spoke over the Temple radio. During the search for the
evangelist’s body he had caused several flurries, once announcing from
the bench that the body had been recovered; but that rumor proved to
be another of the thousand false lcads, a report his wife had heard and
telephoned to him excitedly.

While five thousand persons lined the beach that fourth evening, many
with cots, camp stools, blankets, lunch baskets, and even tents, Cap-
tain of Detcectives Cline announced he was going to the beach himself on
twenty-four-hour duty to clear up the mystery. He scoffed at the notion
that Mrs. McPherson was not drowned, but he promised that every lead
would be traced down. Also, he wished to be on hand when the body
was found, to inspect it immediately for evidence of foul play.

“Revengers”

and Half a Million Dollars

Herman Cline had earned a reputation as a sound and capable police
investigator. Police work was his career. He had joined the Los Angeles
force in 1909, had risen through promotions to head the homicide squad,
and in February 1926 had been appointed chief of the detective bureau.
In 1924 he awed psychologists at the University of California at Los
Angeles by his showing in experimental tests given to him and another
police officer in an effort to determine standards by which a really su-
perior mind might be rated. The secret report on the tests sent to the
Police Commission read: “Cline got cach point in the minimum of time
without error. In the induction test he would explode with the answer
every time. It seems he gives every cvidence of a very superior intelli-
gence, particularly in initiating and carrying through a rational process.”
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Such a mind is not easily diverted by red herrings. Cline was con-
vinced Aimee McPherson was drowned, and that her body would be
recovered. But he was determined that no suspicion of scamping the in-
vestigation should fall on him. For the benefit of reporters he explained
why no theory except accidental drowning appeared to him to be tena-
ble. There were six possibilities:

First, murder. This was impossible because the last time the evangelist
was seen she was in the water with no other bather near ber.

Second, kidnaping. Impossible for the same reason.

Third, suicide. No motive for self-destruction was known, and it was
absurd to think a woman would go to the trouble of changing into a
bathing suit in order to drown herself.

Fourth, poisoning. This was impossible because the only thing the
evangelist ate before she went into the water was a waffle, in a public
restaurant.

Fifth, lapse of memory. If a-woman in a green bathing suit wandered
out of the water and strayed off somewhere, how far could she go with-
out being seen?

Sixth, voluntary disappearance. No motive for this had been ad-
vanced. And if Mrs. McPherson had wished to vanish, she might easily
have slipped away while she was in Europe only a few weeks previously,
or she could go away quietly at any time.

Captain Cline believed in Emma Schaffer’s truthfulness. Emma’s
horizon was limited but her loyalty to Sister was unbounded. Her
literal-mindedness and lack of imagination had even led Aimee to sigh
to friends that the constant company of so colorless a person sometimes
became a burden. Emma’s story never varied. Day after day she gave
the lic to all rumors and witnesses. To Lieutenant Barnard she denied
that Sister drove to the beach by way of Culver City; to Jack Cowan
she denied there was any talk with the concessionaire except about the
umbrella and where they wanted it placed in the sand; to Mrs. Oberman
she denied that Sister conversed with any man at the beach.

‘The first.fresh clue struck by Cline seemed to confirm Emma. A man
who had been observed swimming at the same time as Sister McPherson
was traced; named Jose Astengo, he worked for the Hayward Hotel in
Los Angeles. He and his wife spent Tuesday afternoon at the beach, he
admitted readily. He went swimming in front of the Ocean View Hotel.
The water was so cold he came out quickly after a first dip, and while
he lay talking with his wife he noticed a woman in a green bathing suit
nearby drop her beach robe and enter the water. He was impressed by
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the way she waded straight in, without hesitation, until the water was
up to her chin, when she started swimming with powerful strokes. He
remarked to his wife that the woman certainly had nerve to wade into
cold water like that. A little later he followed the woman into the water
and swam out to a float, where he rested for about fifteen minutes, then
swam back. He paid no attention to the woman during this time, but he
was always close enough to have heard a cry for help. He saw floating
timbers in the water; onc of these might have hit the bather. Just before
the woman entered the water, he added, a woman in the tent with her got
up and walked away, saying shc would be back shortly.

Mrs. Astengo noticed that the woman in green walked down to the
ocean in an odd manner, swinging her bathing cap in one hand and
several times stopping as if thinking about something. “I believe she went
straight out but I do not know,” she said, “for I did not see her again. I
remainced in my chair and so am sure she did not come back.” Neither
of the couple saw any man around.

The other principal development on the fifth day of search, which
was Saturday, was the organization of a Temple patrol to form a hu-
man chain along the entire fourteen miles of ocean front. Volunteers were
instructed over the radio to report to Captain Joseph (he preferred
Joe) Taylor, Cline’s assistant, who marshaled the force in four-hour
shifts and assigned sectors to each squad. More than two hundred de-
termined men and women responded. A headquarters was sct up in a
vacant store at 507 Ocean Front, a few steps from the Ocean View Hotel,
where coffee and sandwiches were provided at all hours under the super-
vision of Blanche Rice, acting as Mother Kennedy’s deputy. A direct
telephone line was opened to the Temple.

Sunday was a day of scnsations. At the Temple three services were
held, the auditorium jammed every time. The strects around the build-
ing were filled hours before the doors opened. Thousands were unable
to get in. Women fainted in the crush; others collapsed inside. Mother
Kennedy, bearing up with remarkable vigor for a sorely beset woman
of fifty-five, spoke at all three meetings.

In the morning she explained to the sobbing congregation the status
of the church property. It was in her name and Sister’s, she said, because
“the leaders and contributors wanted it so.” Before their pastor left for
the Holy Land in January Aimee and she had signed a deed transferring
the property to the Echo Park Evangelistic Association, but this decd had
not yet been recorded. On Thursday night, at a meeting of the “church
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backers,” she said, she had suggested the deed be recorded to make the
transfer binding and legal, but “the business leaders of the corporation
asked that the property remain in its present status.” The “business leaders
of the corporation,” of course, were Aimee, Minnie, and Emma, a hired
employee; there were no other members or officers. The newspapers were
not backward in pointing out that once Mrs. McPherson was legally
dead, Minnic Kennedy would own outright the Temple and its ap-
purtenances.

Roberta was greeted with a storm of applause when she arose unex-
pectedly from her seat in the front row, stepped on the platform, and
delivered the altar call. Garbed in white, she prayed earnestly that all
would give their hearts to Jesus. To the accompaniment of weeping by
men, women, and children, she concluded, “I am sure Mother is looking
down from Heaven and sces this sight.” The entire audience arose, lifted
right hands, and prayed.

At the afternoon service Mother announced plans to form the Aimee
Semple McPherson Choir of 1000 voices as the first memorial to.their
departed founder. Also, May 18 henceforth would be a church-holy day,
with commemorative services to be held annually at the Temple and at
the beach:

While these obsequies were unfolding, the ferment at Ocean Park
reached riot proportions. The day began with an alarm to the sheriff’s
office that a group of men, armed with clubs, had been sighted just be-
fore dawn scurrying across the sands, with what intention no one knew.
Then a report secped through that some of the Temple following planned
to spirit away the body to an unknown hiding place to prevent official
profanation. Deputies were scattered through the crowds to forestall
such violence, and typewritten instructions were hastily distributed to
all members of the Temple patrol. They were cautioned not to stray
beyond their assigned stations; to refuse to enter into controversy or
argument with anyone “concerning the matter most sacred to our hearts”;
when the body was sighted, to pass the word quietly to the guard at the
next station and make no outcry; to try to shicld the body and keep back
the crowds until they could get the assistance of “our own people” or the
police; and to “keep constant vigil: do not leave your post without notify-
ing those in charge. God bless you.”

The sheriff’s office feared that Sunday souvenir seckers might tear
the corpse to bits before it could be hustled away. From earliest morning
throngs of morbidly curious poured in by electric train and automobile.
The Venice dance halls opened at an unheard-of hour. All day they beat
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out jazz, which Sister’s faithful countered with hymns. An enterprising
concessionaire displayed a life-size wax figure of Sister, robed in white,
extending one hand in blessing; furious Temple believers mobbed the
booth and the riot squad was barely able to save the proprietor from
serious manhandling. He took down the waxworks. All along the beach
were hawked composite photographs depicting Aimee rising wraithlike
from the water. Her followers protested and fought and threatened, in
vain,

Above and below the ocean’s surface grim search went on. Three air-
planes patrolled. On the wing of one poised daredevil Al Jennings, pre-
pared to parachute into the water at the spot where the body was sighted
and shroud the hallowed figure in his chute until boats could arrive. A
dozen divers kept active offshore. Amateur assistants plunged excitedly
into the breakers time and again, only to find that the object they glimpsed
was a log or a patch of kelp. At Manhattan Beach, a young man named
Robext Browning, who had come to the seaside with his wife for a day’s
outing, swam out nearly a mile in the rough chop, believing he saw the
body. He sank, and an hour later his body was washed ashore. Where
e went down lifeguards found two dead seals floating.

That Sunday evening, at Westlake Presbyterian Church, the Reverend
Gustav A. Briegleb, a preacher fired by good will who had often been
driven into criticism of Mrs. McPherson, spoke on “Aimee Semple
McPherson’s Disappearance—Its Meaning and Message.” The service,
well advertised, brought an overflow congregation.

The next day the Ministerial Association of Los Angeles conveyed
its condolences in a resolution adopted unanimously. Sister had had
more than one set-to with her fellow (her adherents used the adjective
“jealous”) pulpiteers in the city and had resigned from the Ministerial
Association under caustic attack. But the tragedy obliterated Christian
differences, and members of all churches were memorialized to “re-
member in their prayers the sorrowing mother, the berecaved children ar‘d
shepherdless flock.” .

Rolf Kennedy McPherson, Sister’s son by her second husband, had
finally been given the news officially by his grandmother. The boy (he
was just turned thirteen) was a boarder at the James Pleasants ranch at
Winters, in Yolo County in the northern part of the state, not far from
Sacramento; he had been there two years in an effort to build up his
health. His glamorous mother frequently visited him there. Reporters
found the ranch isclated, guarded against intruders by its remoteness and
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by an alert German shepherd dog named Peter, Sister’s present to her
son; around the ranch the dog was called “Aimee’s pet.” Everything
a boy’s heart could desire, including a $350 radio receiving set, had
been lavished on Rolf.

The lad’s reserve struck the reporters; “cautious” was the word they
used. Mrs. Pleasants confessed she was mystified. “Maybe she had a
mental breakdown and just wandered away from the beach. We still hope
there will be some solution of the mystery other than her death.”

“T hope my mother is alive,” Rolf echoed solemnly; and quickly head-
lines blazoned that Mrs. McPherson’s son doubted his mother’s death.
The Temple’s indignation flared.

A splintered plank with a mop of reddish hair on it was fished out of
the surf. Mother Kennedy said it was not Aimee’s; it was too long for her
daughter’s. In fact—Minnie sniffed—it looked suspiciously like the hair
on that waxworks dummy.

On Tuesday, May 25, the acting head of Angelus Temple repeated,
“There is absolutely no hope on our part that Sister is alive on land or
sca.”

All the crank letters and messages coming in by the dozens could not
make her change her mind. One nameless tipster suggested that Cline
“look behind locked and unlocked doors of the Ocean View Hotel.”
There was even a letter which boldly purported to be from kidnapers
who were holding Sister for a ransom of half a million dollars. This let-
ter was mailed in San Francisco the day before it reached the Temple.
Written on a torn scrap of paper, apparently in a disguised hand, it ran:

San Francisco May 24
Angclus Temple
Los Angeles

We have with us your beloved Aimee¢ McPherson and will free her
on payment of $500,000.00 in currency, to be paid at once, in this
manner.

She has injured us and must pay in money or blood.

Select your man and have him take a scat in the Palace Hotel lobby
next Saturday and wear this badge on the lappel of his coat and he
will be approached by one of our men and instructed what to do.
He must be secretive or we will not be responsible for his life. No
dicks must follow him.

Get busy at once. We mean business.

Saturday at 11 o’clock.

B* REVENGERS.
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Mother Kcnnedy gave little credence to this communication; she at-
tributed it also to “spiritualism.” Nevertheless she told Cline, who no-
tified the San Francisco police. Two detectives, wearing white Temple
badges, one holding a bundle done up to look like money, were posted in
the Palace Hotel lobby that Saturday. They remained several hours. Noth-
ing happened.

Months later, when the State of California wished to produce this docu-
ment as evidence, it was found to have been stolen from the locked
secret files of the Los Angeles police detective bureau.

When a Body . . .

The police confessed they were baffled. The evangelist whom they be-
lieved to be dead was being rcported seen in a dozen places. A rumor
that she was in Denver prompted Captain Cline to query the chief of
police there; he replied that Sister McPherson bore the highest reputa-
tion since the revivals she had conducted there four and five years
previously, and there was no sign of her in that city. Obviously nothing
could stop the spate of rumors except recovery of the body.

At the request of Sheriff Traeger, Captain Ed Harrison, constable of
Avalon on Santa Catalina Island, came over and dove off Ocean Park
beach. Harrison held the world record for rcmaining under water; he
was the diver who performed aquatic acrobatics under the glass-bottomed
boats of Catalina. Harrison went down five times and explored thor-
oughly; he reported the ocean floor was clean and unobstructed; there
was a strong undertow scaward. The water felt cold to him after the
warmth of the Catalina coves.

Preparations for deep-sea diving under Lick Pier got under way. Air-
hose and oxygen tanks were assembled, the Los Angeles Fire Department
lending ladders and other cquipment. The firemen loved Sister for the
help she had given them in their election campaign for more pay; they
had named her an honcrary battalion chief and pinned on her badge at
the Temple, where she had preached in a fireman’s uniform on “Fireman,
Save My Child!”

Mother repeated her belief in foul play and quoted a letter from the
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insurance agent who wrote Sister’s policy the year before, saying the
physical examination showed that Mrs. McPherson was in almost per-
fect health.

On Monday the public was piqued by the news that the City Council
had secretly considered a request for permission to bury Sister’s body in
a marble crypt under one of the stained-glass windows in the Temple.
Judge Hardy had telephoned the request to the president of the Council,
Boyle Workman, and fifteen councilmen in caucus were inclined to grant
it, but could take no action because there was no body to bury. Amend-
ment of the city’s cemeteries ordinance would be required.

“She was always taken up by the windows, especially the one portray-
ing Jesus healing the woman,” Minnie Kennedy said in corroboration.
“She said she would like to rest under that window.”

Newspapers published photographs of the window (the first on the
right-hand side as one faces the platform) with its legend, “Thy faith
hath made thee whole,” an arrow pointing to the proposed burial spot.

On Tuesday, May 25, the day of the “Revengers” telegram, Mother
Kennedy finally visited Ocean Park. All week she had avoided going near
the place where her daughter vanished, and the gossips had commented
cynically on this. This Tuesday she appeared somewhat refreshed, and
she telephoned Manager Langan at the Ocean View Hotel that she would
be there at 1:30 to pray in the last room that had held Sister alive. There
was an air of expectancy among those around her when she eluded re-
porters and was driven to the beach in the automobile of a close friend,
Mrs. Elizabeth Frame. Langan took her directly to room 202, where she
begged to be alone. Reporters had followed her, and through the closed
door they heard her sobbing and praying. After a while the cameramen
asked permission to enter. Sitting at the window, gazing across the
sunlight-dappled Pacific in whose depths her darling daughter lay, eyes
misty with tears, Minnie posed for the photographers, holding Sister’s
Bible opened at the last passage she was known to have read. “Seven long
days have gone by and Sister McPherson’s body has not been found,” she
murmured. “What can it mean?” The intrusive press respected her grief
and tiptoed out.

From the hotel Mother visited the beach-patrol headquarters, served
coffee to the disheartened but dogged voluntecrs, and thanked them as
each came off duty. Aimee’s body, she said, she was almost certain now
had been carried under the pier, but they must kecp up the scarch.

A flash from El Paso, Texas, at about the same hour, put federal agents
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into the hunt. Deputy Sheriff Boquor there reported that a woman re-
sembhng the evangelist had been seen crossing the border into Mexico
in a California car owned by a person known to Mrs. McPherson. Mexi-
can authorities launched their own massive investigation: the honor of
Mexico was involved.

Police were exhausted chasing down false leads, while a newspaper
learned that the Burns detectives, supposed to have withdrawn from the
case, were active again and had taken Thomas S. Melville, doorman at
the Clark Hotel in downtown Los Angeles, to the Temple for questioning
about a story he was spreading that he saw Mrs. McPherson enter the
Clark lobby on the morning she vanished, take an elevator upstairs, and
emerge after about fifteen minutes. 1{e knew her well, having often at-
tended Temple services with his wife. He described the yellow sports
dress she wore, and said she was carrying a briefcase with “Aimee Semple
McPherson” stamped in gilt letters.

“Fiddlesticks!” said Mother Kennedy. Aimee had gone downtown on
the 18th, yes, but it was to buy a toy for Rolf. Her daughter owned no
briefcase; sometimes she carried one belonging to Roberta.

But it was reported that a woman, unidentified, had observed the
evangelist in the ladies’ parlor of the Clark Hotel on May 18, talking
with a well-dressed, middle-aged man.

As the caldron of rumor bubbled, District Attorney Asa Keyes (the
name rhymes with “tries,” “lies,” and “dies”) entered the case. He an-
nounced that unless the body were found within twenty-four hours, “the
circumstances are such as to warrant an investigation on my part to de-
termine if any other elements entered into the disappearance than the
fact that Mrs. McPherson was last seen in the surf.” Among the first per-
sons he proposed to question, Keyes said, were Emma Schaffer and Ken-
neth G. Ormiston.

Ormiston’s was a new name injected into the tangle. Keyes explained
that there was nothing to indicate Ormiston had any connection with the
disappearance, but it was hoped he might be able to shed some light on
Mrs. McPherson’s movements since the first of the year.

Keyes was led to take this action by newspaper pressure. Kenneth
Ormiston had formerly been the operator of the Los Angeles Times radio
broadcasting station, serving also as radio editor. Before that he had been
a ship wireless operator. He left the Times early in 1924 to igstall the radio
equipment at Angelus Temple, whose station KFSG was the third to go
on the air in Los Angeles. Since then, until January 1926, he had worked
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as chief cngineer of the Temple station. He was not a member of the
church, but was on friendly terms with his employers, Aimec McPherson
and Mother Kennedy. The Times, printing his background, mentioned
that he was married, scparated from his wife, and the father of a four-
year-old boy.

The interest of the Times had been aroused when somebody recalled
that in January, about the time Mrs. McPherson sailed for Europe, Ormis-
ton had disappeared from his Temple job, and his wife, Ruth Peters
Ormiston, registered a missing-person report at police headquarters.
She told the police in an emotional interview that “a certain prominent
woman” was responsible for her husband’s disappearance; he had written
her a letter saying he could no longer live with her, and urging her to ob-
tain a divorce. His car was found abandoned a day later in Pasadena.
The police, after a desultory check, decided this was purely a domestic
altercation and dropped the matter.

Mrs. Ormiston, it was gossiped, carried her grievance to Angelus
Temple and threatened Mrs. Kennedy with naming Aimee Semple Mc-
Pherson in a divorce action. Then Ruth Ormiston abruptly sailed back
to Australia with her father, who was a wealthy ice-cream manufacturer
in Sydney, taking along her child.

The Times reporters did not know that, a few days after Mrs. Ormis-
ton’s departure, shocked Emma Schaffer brought word to Mother Ken-
nedy that a Hollywood gossip magazine planned to publish an article
saying Sister was traveling in Europe with the missing radio operator.
Minnie, alarmed for her daughter’s reputation and the good name of the
Temple, cabled a warning to Thomas Cook and Son, the travel agency
arranging Aimee’s tour, requesting that a guard be assigned the evange-
list. The guard was posted as requested. The article never appeared.

The ferreting reporters did find out that on March 15 Ormiston was
in Seattle, where he bought a blue Chrysler coupe for $2500, making a
cash payment of $1500 which had been wired to him from Venice, Cali-
fornia. Reporters traced the money order; it was dated March 15, ‘signed
“James Wallace,” the sender’s address being given as a hotel close by a
home where Mrs. McPherson often visited. The hotel register showed
that no James Wallace was there March 15, although a Mr. and Mrs.
James Wallace of Glendale had stayed there overnight on February 20,
while Sister was still abroad.

Ormiston had next appeared in Venice on March 26. He checked
into the Waldorf Hotel and remained until April 9, when he told the
desk clerk he was going back to Seattle. During that time he returned
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to the Temple to handle the radio controls for one broadcast. On May 9
or 10, he was said to have been seen at the Temple again. On May 12
he called on his parents in San Francisco, telling them when he left the
next day that he was going to Seattle. On May 21 he was in San Francisco,
where he applied at the State Motor Vehicle Department office to have
his Washington state license plates changed. His parents did not see him
that day. His father ridiculed the notion that Kenneth had been in Eu-
rope, saying his son had gone to New York in February to visit an uncle,
and had written from Seattle in March. The newspapers described
Ormiston as about thirty years of age, tall, dapper, and attractive, with
a noticeably receding hairline, and he was lame.

This assortment of facts, which might or might not hold any signifi-
cance, laboriously assembled by the Times staff, was handed to District
Attorney Keyes with an intimation that he might do something with it.
Admittedly it offered no tangible clue to Sister’s disappearance—but
then, every theory of the case was tenuous. Keyes was reluctant to be-
‘come involved; he had no reason to doubt the belief of every police
investigator that the evangelist was drowned and neither kidnaped nor
in hiding. But newspaper good will is important to an office holder, and
in view of the prominence of the woman concerned, the unabating, al-
most rabid public interest, and also the Times’ natural eagerness to have
its lead thoroughly tested, Keyes understood that his staff could not
afford to appear negligent. He issued his premonitory statement. That
same day the newspapers got wind of the “Dr. Merton” telegram of May
21 (“Daughter O.K.”) and brought that also to the district attorney’s
attention.

What Minnie Kennedy felt when Kenneth Ormiston’s name was tossed
into the boiling pot of speculation she did not publicly say. Whatever
she may have felt or thought was unimportant, because on May 27,
twenty-four hours after he was first introduced to the public by the news-
papers, Ormiston appeared in Los Angeles, ready to do everything in his
power to resolve the mystery.
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“Let Silence Reign”

The meeting between Mrs. Kennedy and her one-time employee was
affectionate. '

“The lost-has been found!” cried Minnie when Ormiston, natty in a
gray suit and Panama hat, limped into the Temple beach headquarters.
“I am so glad you have come to us again!”

Ormiston called her “Mother.” They kissed.

“I am glad to be here with you and to do whatever I can to clear
things up,” he said. Turning to obscrvant reporters, he decried the
linking of his name with that of Mrs. McPherson as “a gross insult to a
noble and sincere woman,” and said it was news to him that he had
either disappeared or was mysteriously hiding.

Mother had been at the beach since an early hour. She had been
advised that the ninth and tenth days are critical in the recovery of
drowning victims, and she issued a radio appeal for all church members
and friends, for Boy Scouts and other volunteers, to augment the patrol.
Cardboard ‘identifying badges were distributed among the beach detail
and automobiles were used to change the shifts.

Cline had discussed all aspects of the case with her at the Temple the
day before. Emma Schaffer was present during the two-hour interview,
weeping copiously; she was not questioned. On this Thursday morning
Minnie appeared really rested and her cnergetic self for the first time
since the blow fell. She said Aimec had appeared to her in a dream,
which she interpreted as a good omen. In her drcam Minnie seemed to
be working at something with her hands, when a thorn pierced her
finger. The more she tried to extract the thorn, the more painful it be-
came, until she cried, “I can never work with that thorn in my hand!”
Then Aimee appeared, consoled her with “poor Muzzy,” and gently, skill-
fully pulled out the thorn. Instantly the pain ccased and the wound
healed. The apparition was exactly like Aimee in manner, action, and
tone of voice, Mother said. After the drcam she slept soundly.

Ormiston, having arrived in the city from the north by train that
morning, had checked into the Rosslyn Hotel and from there telephoned
the district attorney’s office. Keyes was not in; Ormiston identified him-
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self and left word that he would like to have a talk. Then he hurried
to the Temple, where Emma Schaffer told him Mother was at the beach.
He got a ride out there and found a welcoming committee at 507 Ocean
Front, comprising, besides Mother and other Temple figures, Detective
Captain Joe Taylor, Captain Steckel of the Venice division police, Lieu-
tenant Allen of the missing persons bureau, and Deputies Hanby and
Humber. After the embrace with Mother Kennedy, the official party
adjourned to the Ocean View Hotel and the visitor was interrogated
privately by the police delegation, Mother Kennedy being present.

Taylor did most of the questioning, along general lines, and Ormiston
replied in a friendly, open manner. He said he had read in the newspapers
in San Francisco the evening before that he was wanted for questioning,
and caught a train south at once. He reviewed his employment by Angelus
Temple and his estrangement from his wife. Incompatibility of tempera-
ment alone was the cause, he said; his wife was “insanely jealous.” They
had been separated since January 22. His relationship with the Temple
pastor was simply that of employer and employee; it certainly had noth-
ing to do with his domestic difficulties. He had been moving up and
down the coast in recent weeks doing radio work. Yes, he was in Seattle
on March 15, and he had used several aliases recently, among them
James Wallace (“I used that one a lot”), because friends had warned
him that his wife intended to sue for divorce, and, “knowing her frame
of mind,” he expected “a nasty action” and he did not want newspaper
publicity.

“Speaking of Wallace,” digressed Taylor, “did you receive the money
that was mentioned in a press report—the fifteen hundred dollars—in
Seattle?”

“I certainly did not receive anything like that,” replied Ormiston.

Had he heard that his wife was going to name Mrs. McPherson in a
divorce action?

“No, not directly.”

“Did you ever receive any correspondence in reference to this divorce
action from Mrs. McPherson?”

“Of coursc not! Certainly not! I never received any correspondence
on any subject from her.”

Taylor turned to Mcther Kennedy, who was listening intently. “Did
you ever hear anything about this divorce action?” he asked.

“No,” said Minnie, “I did not, any more than, I believe—that Mrs.
Ormiston said it would be her object.”
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“Did it ever come to your knowledge that she might name some-
one?”’

“The only conversation I had with her was that Mr. Ormiston had
left—or was leaving—her; she told me about their troubles then as she
did another time when he left her.”

The letter that Ormiston had written to his wife in January came un-
der discussion.

“I wrote her and gave her a means of saving her pride,” Ormiston ex-
plained candidly. “The basis was that I could not participate in the
things she enjoyed, such as dancing, tennis, and so forth.”

“That on account of your leg?”

“Yes. I said I knew she could not be happy under the circumstances
and I would remove myself from the scene.”

“Didn’t you tell her that you had scen a doctor in Pasadena and he
told you you had a tuberculosis leg? And that you were going to Europe
to see if anything could be done there?”

“I told her,” said Ormiston, “that a doctor had told me it was tubercu-
lar and that I could leave; also, an examining physician of a life-insur-
ance company in San Francisco had told me that was the case.”

“Without any mention of going to Europe?”

“No. Anything else is rot!” He glanced sharply at Taylor. “Did she
show you that lctter?”

“I don’t know,” the detective searched his memory. “She told us
something of the substance of the letter, one page of it, to that cffect.”

“It is an absolute lie,” Ormiston broke in.

He confirmed his movements as thcy had been traced by reporters and
said he was in Venice under his own name in April, as the hotel register
showed. On May 19 or 20, just after Mrs. McPherson’s disappearance,
he was in Salinas, where he went to pay a traffic fine. Salinas is a town
roughly one hundred miles south of San Francisco. He said he tele-
phoned Mother Kennedy immediately on hearing the ncws, and had
written her several letters of consolation and sympathy since. The last
time he saw the evangelist, he said, was on Sunday, May 9, after the
evening service, when he greeted her briefly as she stood on the platform
while the congregation was filing out. Mother Kennedy also was present.

Captain Taylor reported to the waiting press that he could find no
reason to connect the radio operator with the disappearance; in fact,
Ormiston’s secretiveness and use of assumed names seemed plausible
if he expected his wife to accuse him of infidelity and name a third
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party; adultery in California is a statutory crime, and is rarely invoked
in a divorce action.

Ormiston explained his motives to the reporters cordially. “I am here,”
he said, “to help in the search for Mrs. McPherson. I know absolutcly
nothing about her disappearance except what I have read in the news-
papers. I believe with Mother Kennedy that Sister McPherson is dead,
drowned in the ocean. There is no foundation for any theory that I know
anything about her disappearance.” ’

Mother was equally assertive. She characterized Ormiston as “a nice
boy” and a good radio technician. “He certainly behaved himsclf while
he was with us at Angelus Temple. I had a telephone message from him
several days after Aimee’s disappearance; I think it was from Salinas
and he was on his way to Seattle.” At the persistent rumors of a “ro-
mance” Minnic scoffed: “Aimee was nobody’s sweetheart! Mary Pick-
ford is the Sweetheart of the. World, but Aimec was the World’s Sister.
Of course, my daughter was perfectly free to form any association she
wished, so far as the law was concerned, but she did not have the desire.
My daughter led a spotless and blameless life, and all reports to the
contrary are absurd and simply an attempt to besmirch her reputation!”

Captain Taylor asked Ormiston whether he would talk with Cline,
who was not at the beach. The visitor expressed complete willingness
and rode into the city in a police car. Cline was busy when they reached
headquarters and they waited, When the detective chicf finally was able
to sec them, Ormiston, it developed, had wandered away. A call to his
hotel brought the information that he had checked out. Cline heard
Taylor’s report and shrugged; so far as he was concerned, Ormiston was
climinated as a possible source of help. He told reporters so.

The Ormiston lead was not the only one exploded that day. The Culver
City identification of the evangelist by Licutenant Barnard also was
shaken when Miss Irene Hillstrom, pastor of the Temple’s Venice branch,
revealed that she drove past the M-G-M studios on May 18 with another
Temple worker, and said she was positive that Licutenant Barnard and
his wife had mistaken her for Mrs. McPherson. Demonstrating how
easily such a mistake could be made, she posed at the Temple in her
pulpit uniform, her hair combed, like Sister’s, high on the head, holding
an open Bible, in a strikingly McPhersonesque attitude. She offered no
explanation as to why she had not spoken up sooner.

That evening, over the Temple radio, Mother Kennedy struck boldly
to squclch the gossip that was doing her daughter’s reputation—and po-
tentially the Temple—so much mischicf. She posted a reward of $25,000
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for her daughter’s safe return, not in expectation that it would ever be
claimed, she explained, but “to set at rest the rumors and call the bluff
of irresponsible persons and publications.” The announcement continued:

Never for one moment have we the slightest hope or reason to hope
that she is alive. We believe her body is in the sea and her soul is
with her Savior, Whom she loved. . . . To the person or persons
who will bring my daughter, Aimee Semple McPherson, to the Angelus
Temple unharmed and as well as she left us Tuesday the 18th in-
stant, we will give a check for $25,000. There is the offer, and until it
is claimed let silence reign.

That day, while Kenneth Ormiston was being questioned in the Ocean
View Hotel, beach police picked up John F. Arbuckle, apparently a
member of the Temple patrol. The aged man was wet with sea water,
shivering with cold, and crying. He told police he had been out of a sick
bed only two weeks, after a siege of double pneumonia. The police took
him into custody for his own good.

Phantasmas in the Phantasmagoria

But silence did not reign; instead, the clamor became polyphonic. Mother
Kennedy fulminated in statements too long to be printed except in brief
part, and this led her to fulmmate again against “irresponsible news-
papers.”

The newspapers were interested: circulation figures were up. But the
respectful attitude of the press was changing as rumors became more in-
sistent that the evangelist’s disappearance was a colossal publicity stunt.
The headline writers, coerced by the rigid necessities of their trade to
use the short, graphic word, had quickly dropped “evangelist” and the
clumsy “Mrs. McPherson” and all over the West newsboys shrilled
“Aimec!”

The first newspaper openly to express disbelief in the Foursquare
Gospel pastor’s demise was not in Los Angeles. On May 28, the second
Friday after Aimee had gone swimming, the Sacramento Union, five hun-
dred miles north of Echo Park, declarcd, “Confidential information en-
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ables the Sacramento Union to state that Aimee Semple McPherson is not
dcad.” This blunt statement was claborated cryptically:

Information was received yesterday that an automobile belonging
to a man under suspicion of being implicated in the mysterious dis-
appearance was found and identified at a point m the [Central] Valley.
From the inception of the search for the body of Mrs. McPherson,
the press of the state and local authorities have been dubious about
the drowning of the pastor,

The Union telegraphed Sheriff Traeger in Los Angeles asking that he
request Yolo County authorities to search the Pleasants ranch in ncarby
Winters. Tracger referred the wire to his homicide department, who re-
ported there was insufficient evidence to justify such a move, and informed
the Union that Los Angeles authorities were satisfied Sister McPherson
was drowned.

Secretive strangers prowling the ranch at Winters (most of them
were reporters trying to interview Rolf McPherson; others were private
detectives hopeful of collecting the $25,000 reward) so frightened Mirs.
Pleasants that she hurried to Sacramento and appealed to Governor
Richardson, fearing a kidnaping plot. Mother Kennedy ordered Rolf to
be brought home. The boy was convoyed by Harry D. Hallenbeck, a
close friend of the Temple lcaders, in a hair-raising flight from pursuing
reporters. The news hawks even resorted to spreading a kidnaping alarm
until they discovered that Hallenbeck was a deputy sheriff and packed a
pistol. At the Temple, Rolf was interviewed just once, then was isolated
under the jealous surveillance of Emma Schaffer. For the interview Rolf
proudly wore his first long pants, sent to him by his mother just before
she vanished.

The focus of interest shifted suddenly to San Francisco when a private
detective said he had seen Mrs. McPherson, on the previous Saturday,
leave the Southern Pacific Railroad station at “Third and Townsend
Streets and get into a closed car without license plates, driven by a man.
The detective followed the car to the California Hotel, 1390 California
Street, where the driver went inside and returned with a second woman,
dressed in brown. The detective slipped into the hotel to ascertain the
identity of this woman; when he came out, the car and its passengers
had disappeared. The California Hotel was the residence of Kenneth
Ormiston’s parents.

Mother Kennedy snorted at this report, lumping it with the “thousand
and one wild rumors.”

“For people who are so sure they sce Sister McPherson,” she dared
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the scandal-mongers, “there is now the reward of $25,000. They ought
to look well and then step up and take her, for that is what we want—
our girl. Money is no object. We know she is with God.”

The probable source of the reward money she indicated by her con-
fidence that the sum would be “oversubscribed.”
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Cline revealed that the police had traced only one bank account main-
tained by Mrs. McPherson in her own name, a savings account in a
Venice bank. The balance was $540, and the bank manager said there
had been no recent withdrawals, and the balance had never been larger.
Angelus Temple accounts were found in two other banks; during the ycar
the balances fluctuated between $500 and $10,000 as receipts from
church collections and other sources were deposited and paid out imme-
diately against loans and running cxpenses. Everything was in order.

Mother made two trips to the beach on Friday the 28th, the day after
she had greeted Ormiston there. On the first trip she was upset to find
reporters cross-cxamining Mrs. Oberman about seeing Sister in conver-
sation with a man. Mrs. Oberman was firm in her account; she said the
man was tall, dressed in gray, and she noticed a peculiarity in his gait.
She said Aimee walked backward toward the water and waved to the
man; he waved back, then stepped on a tram going toward Venice.
Shown a photograph of Kenneth Ormiston, she studied it carefully and
scemed very interested, but she declined to make any identification from
a photograph.

“But I am positive,” she said, “that I can identify this man if he is
brought back to the beach and is allowed to walk through the sand to
the point where he talked to Mrs. McPherson.”

Mother and Emma both declared her story absurd.

At noon R.C. Crawford, a decp-sea diver employed by the city,
descended under’ Lick Pier, but the heavy ground swell soon forced
him to come up. Mother Kennedy was disappointed, and she returned
during the afternoon, hoping the scarch could proceed. Again disap-
pointed, she remained at beach headquarters and personally thanked the
members of the patrol as they came off duty at 6 o’clock. The devotion
of this band of about a hundred, who were scanning twenty-five miles of
coastline, so touched Mother that she had all but collapsed, and with
tears streaming down her checks was driven back to the Temple barely
in time to conduct the evening services.

Her entrance was dramatic. As she appeared in the doorway at the
head of the ramp leading down to the platform, there was a crash and
roll of drums (a set of timpani for which she had grudgingly paid $385
years previously) and the white-robed choir arose with the four thousand
Crusaders in the audience, holding up their right hands in salutation.
Down the ramp marched Mother, her right hand held high, Bible clutched
under the other arm, her silken robes billowing. Amid a storm of applause
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she took her place at the pulpit, radiant and smiling. “Carry on!” was
her watchword to the Temple’s youth.

That day the Reverend Bob Shuler, Sister’s gadfly critic and closest
competitor as a pulpit spellbinder, returned from Memphis. Tersely he
pointed out that he had not been in Los Angeles on either of the two
Sundays immediately before Mrs. McPherson’s disappearance, hence
he could not have said from his pulpit “the skids are being put under
Angelus Temple,” as insinuated by Mother Kennedy.

Saturday afternoon diver Crawford descended into the debris-littered
water under Lick Pier. Mrs. Kennedy, wearing earphones, listcned to
his report of progress step by step while spectators pressed around.
Crawford found no clue, but Mother expressed confidence that the sca
would yet give up its victim,

That day a telegram came to the Los Angeles: police from Ocala,
Florida: HAVE JUST HEARD OF AIMEE SEMPLE MCPHERSON’S DISAP-
PEARANCE. WAS HER HUSBAND BUT NOW DIVORCED. I WAS FORMERLY IN
THE WORK WITH HER AND WILL BE GLAD TO GIVE INFORMATION OR
ASSIST IN ANY WAY. PLEASE MAIL ME LOS ANGELES PAPERS FOR THE
PAST WEEK. HAROLD S. MCPHERSON.

The emergence of the former grocery clerk, the all but forgotten cx-
husband of rich, glamorous Aimee, was as transitory as it was surpris-
ing. Captain Cline could think of no help to be had in Ocala, Florida.
Mother Kennedy pursed her lips: “I have nothing to say about my former
son-in-law’s kind offer.”

Immediately there circulated rumors that McPherson would claim
custody of his son Rolf. Mother Kennedy hotly denied this, and defended
her daughter as a good mother who regularly kept Rolf’s father informed
of his son’s welfare.

Encounter in the Night

The motor car mentioned by the Sacramento Union as having been
identified in the Central Valley became the focal point of a puzzling de-
velopment in this second week of the evangelist's disappearance. The
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machine was a blue Chrysler coupe, California license number F-31052,
registered to Kenncth Gladstone Ormiston. On the evening of Wednes-
day, May 26, it was in the Highway Garage in Salinas, having been
brought in for washing by a man with a limp; he said he would pick it
up in a day or two. Thursday, May 27, Kenneth Ormiston spent in Los
Angeles talking to detectives. In the late afternoon of Friday, May 28,
the car was claimed by the man who left it. Several hours later the same
man returned in the car to fill up the gas tank; beside him sat a woman
wearing large sun glasses or goggles. The car drove away southward,
the driver having declined to say where he was heading.

Around dawn the next day the blue coupe stopped at the Andrews
Hotel in San Luis Obispo, a town some hundred miles south of Salinas.
The driver and his companion registered for a room at 6:15 a.m. as “Mr.
and Mrs. Frank Gibson of Sacramento.” They remained in the room all
day, and checked out at 5:15 p.m., an hour so unusual the desk clerk
particularly noticed the man as he paid the bill. The woman acted fur-
tively both on entering and on leaving the hotel, but such behavior was
not without preccdent in the clerk’s experiencc and he gave it little
heed.

At about that hour, a tip reached the Los Angeles Times that Kenneth
Ormiston was headed south with a woman. That paper called its cor-
respondent in Santa Barbara (which lies about halfway between San
Luis Obispo and Los Angeles) and told him to pick up a policeman or
highway patrolman and stake out the road; if the blue Chrysler showed
up, they were to bring it in for identification of the occupants.

The correspondent, Marshall Selover, city editor of the Santa Barbara
Morning Press, was tied up with other work; he turned the assignment
over to a young reporter, Wallace Moore, who had covered Mrs. Mc-
Pherson’s revival in Fresno in 1922 and was confident he could recog-
nize her, -

Moore set out alone in his Dodge brougham; he did not pick up a
policeman, After leaving the office at 8:30 p.m., he drove three and a
half miles north of the city and parked on the Modoc Road, a crossroad
joining the Coast Highway. He waited two hours. At a little before 11
o’clock, a blue Chrysler, license F-31052, came into sight; it was a new
car and its smart jauntiness drew his approving attention. A man was
driving; a woman sat beside him.

Moore followed the car three or four miles, then hailed the driver
and asked him to stop, which he did at Pedrogosa and Bath Streets, just
inside the city’s northern limits. Moore got out, stepped over to the
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driver’s side of the coupe, and identified himself. “Who are you?” he
asked through the open window.

“Frank Gibson. Why?” replied the stranger. His manner was pleas-
ant and relaxed.

“Where are you from?”

“I’m a hardware man from Sacramento. Why?”

“Where are you going?” said the reporter.

“Going to Los Angeles. We're going to the Alexandria Hotel there;
reach us any time after nine o’clock tomorrow morning if you want to
ask any more questions.”

The man wore an overcoat buttoned up, Moore observed, and either
a hat or a cap. By the dim glow of the dash light and a nearby strect
lamp the reporter studied the woman, sitting stiffly as far as she could
draw away from him. She wore a narrow-brimmed red hat with a high
crown, dark glasses, no gloves, and cither a coat or a cape, he wasn’t
sure which, fastecned to the chin. He hesitated; in gencral build the
woman seemed to resemble the evangelist as he recalled her, but this
woman appearcd older, although the dark glasses and the scmi-darkness
made it difficult to judge her features.

He nodded and said, “How do you do?”

The woman neither stirred nor spoke a word.

“Well,” the reporter told the driver, “you are driving a car fitting the
description of the machine Kenneth Ormiston and Mrs. McPherson are
supposed to be riding in.”

“My God!” exclaimed Gibson. “We’d hate to be mistaken for those two
people!” )

Moore edged toward the ticklish question. “Is this companion—is
this woman your wife?”

Instantly the manner of the driver changed; he grew tense, seemed to
relax with an effort, grew tense again, and for a moment Moore thought
he was going to open the door and lunge out fighting. The reporter
backed off. The man finally snapped angrily, “Of course!”

“Oh, well,” said Moore hastily, “I guess this isn’t Mrs. McPherson,”
and went back to his own car, parked just ahead of the blue coupe.

In his windshield mirror Moore saw the Chrysler start up, suddenly
swing into Bath Street, and double back northward.

That was the last seen of that blue coupe until the next December.

Moore went back to his city editor and reported that the woman,
in his opinion, was not Mrs. McPherson. The Press carried the story in
its morning edition, stating, “The woman did not resemble Mrs. Mc-
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Pherson cxcept in general build.” Emphasizing this point, the copy
editor inserted a boldface subhead above this sentence: “Does Not Re-
scmble Aimee.” The driver of the mysterious car, however, was said to
rescmble closely photographs of Ormiston. Within twenty-four hours
furtive women wearing dark glasses and red hats, riding in blue auto-
mobiles, were being sighted all over northern California.

Wallace Moore’s encounter in the night occurred at about 11 p.m.
on Saturday, May 29. At 10:48 p.m. on May 29, the hopes of the Tem-
ple scarchers at Ocean Park soared when the highest tide since May 18
came in; but no sea-battered remains washed ashore. Also on May 29,
Captain Ed Harrison, the Santa Catalina diver, died in a Los Angeles
hospital of a ruptured appendix and pneumonia, induced, doctors be-
licved, by his strenuous diving in the cold water off Ocean Park in search
of Aimee McPherson’s body. He was mourned by a widow and two
children.

Last Farewell

Sunday taxed the police all along the ocean front. The Memorial Day
holiday brought a crowd of 25,000, and intricatc plans were laid for
handling the morbid throng in case Mrs. McPherson’s body was recovered:
the body would be brought to Lick Pier and the pier cleared, until an
unmarked hearse could transport it to a mortuary. Meanwhile, an air-
plane would fly over Angelus Temple and waggle to inform Mrs. Ken-
nedy. )

Mother presided at Memorial Day services in the Temple before
overflow crowds, preaching from the “Light and Darkness” sermon notes
left by Sister on the sand. While she was prcaching an airplare hired by
the Temple scattered red and white roses over the spot where Sister
was last seen. Reverent followers lined the water’s edge, kneeling, heads
uncovered, while a loudspeaker tuned to the Temple service brought the
sobs of the congregation there as basso Thomas Johnson sang “Asleep in
the Deep.” When Mother’s voice uttered the words “light out of dark-
ness,” a heavy mist rolled in rapidly from the occan, blotting out the
entire scene. This was accepted as a supernatural omen, the curtain of
oblivion closing over the tragedy.
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There was no oblivion. Two days later, thousands in the city were
startled by the report that a lawyer in Long Beach was in contact with
Aimee Semple McPherson’s kidnapers.

R. A. McKinley was a cousin of the twenty-fifth President. He had
been blinded by a gun explosion in Cubd in the Spanish-American war,
came to California from Idaho, and in 1916 was admitted to the bar.
In 1926 he had a scratch practice in Long Beach, a scaside city flank-
ing Los Angeles on the. south; his clients ran mostly to bootleggers and
petty offénders. '

On Monday, May 31, at 9:30 a.m., Long Beach Detective Captain
Worley received a telephone call from McKinley, who asked Worley
to come over to his office in the Pacific-Southwest Building because he
had some important information. Accompanied by another detective,
Licutenant Alyea, Worley went right over. It was the Memorial Day
business holiday and McKinley was alone. The blind lawyer greeted the
policemen with, “Worley, you know I get more information from the
underworld than any other man in Long Beach.”

Worley agreed this was true. McKinley then told him that two men,
calling themselves Miller and Wilson, had come into his office half an
hour before. After assuring themselves that he was really blind, they
said they had come to him because he could neither identify nor follow
them. They were holding Aimee McPherson, they said, for a ransom
of $25,000. They wanted McKinley to go to Mother Kennedy and ar-
range for payment of this sum and obtain her promise of immunity from
arrest, no questions to be asked; for this they were willing to split with
him, giving him $5000. He could inform the police if he liked and they
expected he would, but if he tried to double-cross ‘them neither his life
nor Mrs. McPherson’s would be “worth a nickel.”

Worley declined to make any move until they talked with District
Attorney Keyes and Captain Cline. However, he did call Mother Ken-
nedy and imparted to her a little of what McKinley related.

“I don’t believe it,” was Mother’s response. She was on her way to
attend Ed Harrison’s funeral; she had contributed a wreath.

On their way out of the building, Worley and Alyea asked the elevator
operator whether he had brought up two men that morning. Yes, he
had; he couldn’t remember what they looked like, but he thought they
got off at the second floor. McKinley’s office was on the second floor.
The gate at the foot of the.stairway was locked, as was customary on
Sundays and holidays, so the only entrance to or egress from the build-
ing was by the elevator.
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The next morning, June 1, Worley, Alyea, and McKinley were at
Keyes’ office by appointment; Cline and the district attorney were wait-
ing. McKinley retold his story. Cline was not interested, said he didn’t
believe there were any kidnapers, it was all a myth, Mrs. McPherson
was drowned. Besides, Mrs. Kennedy would never put out $25,000 with-
out absolute proof that her daughter was alive.

Alyea protested. Didn’t they think the lead worth investigating?

“It would be a terrible thing,” the detective admonished, “if this woman
was bound and gagged and being tortured, it would be a terrible thing
not to investigate and try to apprehend the criminals and get her away
from them.” '

Cline repeated, “There’s nothing to it.”

Worley suggested that Mrs. Kennedy might.write out some questions
which only she and her daughter could answer correctly and these could
be passed along to McKinley’s contacts; if they brought back the right
answers, that would be proof they were holding Mrs. McPherson.

Keyes listened to the discussion in silence. Finally he told Worley to
go ahead; there would be no comeback on him if the scheme misfired.
Cline then called Mother Kennedy at the Temple and cxplained the
stratagem to her.

“I don’t belicve it,” Mother said again, but she would do anything to
stop the wicked rumors.

McKinley went back to his office in Long Beach. Cline, Worley, and
Alyea went to the Temple and were handed four questions which Mother
jotted on a slip of paper:

1—Describe hammock at home in Canada and where it was.
2—Describe my dog at home on farm and give name.
3—Describe dining-room stove at home.

4—Who was Wallace at our home?

Cline looked hard at the name Wallace, but said nothing. Worley and
Alyea drove to Long Beach and gave the questions to McKinley. The
attorney cautioned the policemen not to hang around, saying he was blind
and helpless, and the kidnapers, if they suspected a trap, could shoot him
down with impunity. Bernice Morris, McKinley’s secretary, who per-
force had been told what was afoot because she served as his eyes, was
thrilled. Excitedly she begged, when the kidnapers brought back the
answers, to be permitted to take them to the Temple herself.

The mysterious Miller and Wilson did not appear at the appointed
time. But late that night, between 10 and 10:30 o’clock, they slipped
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into the office and took the questions away with them, McKinley reported.
The elevator operator confirmed that two men got off at the second floor
at about that time.

Mother Kennedy was of two minds. Harassed by the public clamor,
but strong in her persuasion that her daughter was dead, she turned to
the one person whose friendship and counsel she leaned on, Judge
Hardy. The judge was inclined to discount the whole episode, but on an
off chance he called the Burns office and hired operatives to shadow Mc-
Kinley and his office day and night, in the hope of getting a glimpse of
Miller and Wilson. Judge Hardy told the police nothing about this private
enterprise.

The day after McKinley’s revelation, the kidnaping theory was given
a fillip by a police officer’s finding on’ the street a scribbled note in a
woman’s handwriting, apparently thrown out of a moving car. “Help.
They took me to cabin in Bouquet,” it read. Search of Bouquet Canyon,
beyond Saugus forty miles northeast of Los Angeles, revealed a shack
that showed signs of having been occupied recently: there were two beds,
onc in each room of the shack, made up with clean linen but tousled;
on one bed was a pink crepe de Chine nightgown.

The crank letters were raining. One Minnie showed to reporters with
relish. “Mother darling,” was its succinct message, “pay the money.”
Mother laughed. That was the last thing Aimee would write, she said.
To prove to Temple followers, if not to the public, that there were no
“new witnesses,” she took statements from Emma Schaffer, hotel man-
ager Langan and the Temple woman who had heard a cry while sitting
on Lick Pier, and released them in affidavit form. They added nothing.
She took no statement from Sylvia Oberman.

To clear the record, Captain Cline started a final, sweeping investi-
gation by questioning Mother Kennedy and Emma Schaffer all over
again. Mother said she welcomed his action: “I hope he will look into
everything. He will find we are not pcople who owe money, that we pay
our bills and conduct our business affairs along business lines. Our
finances are all right. We are not broke. Oh, why,” she blurted as tears
welled in her eyes, “can’t they let Sister alone! If the President of the
United States had gone in swimming as Sister did, it would be said he
drowned! We know she is with God!”

Suddenly Cline departed northward for San Francisco, to look, he
said, into two mysteries: the whereabouts of Kenneth Ormiston, and a
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statement given to the newspapers by Mrs. Francis B. Marshall, of the
Wayfarers Pentecostal Mission in San Francisco.

Mrs. Marshall, who had long known Mrs. McPherson, said that on
Saturday, May 29 (the day “Mr. and Mrs. Frank Gibson” spent in a hotel
in San Luis Obispo), she saw Sister in a car with several other people
on Market Street. She was startled and called out to the evangelist, but
the car sped away. The next day, she said, she received a telephone call
from a man whose voice she recognized as that of one of Sister’s high-
ranking assistants; he dictated a message which he requested her to give
to the press “to stop ridiculous rumors.” The message:

Aimee Semple McPherson is not dead. She is not kidnaped. She was
not drowned. She is not sick. There is a reason for her remaining in
seclusion which must not be known now. She has a right to live her
own life in privacy. She will return to Angelus Temple about June
sixteenth with reasons for her actions.

Cline got no further information from Mrs. Marshall, but she stuck
to her identifications.

The clusive Ormnston had been sending lectters to Captam Taylor
since he wandered away from the Central Police Station in Los Angeles
on the 27th. The first, mailed in San Francisco at 3 p.m. on May 28,
under a special-delivery stamp, reached Los Angeles at 9:30 a.m. on the
29th. It announced:

I returned to S.F: and have been thinking that perhaps those two
worthy gentlemen from the Sheriff’s office [Deputies Hanby and
Humber] or some of the ambitious newspaper boys will feel that I
have again mysteriously disappeared. Kindly assure them that such
is not the case—that I had your assurance that nothing further was
desired of me—that I was free to return.

Having explained his casual leavetaking, the writer went on to say
that he expected to continue to use assumed names for reasons Taylor
was aware of, and would be moving around, had no fixed address, “but
in consideration of your very kind treatment of me, I feel that the right
thing to do is to keep in touch with you.” He hoped Taylor would not
mform the newspapers and put reporters on his trail again; because he
wished to avoid the San Francisco press; he was not staying with his
parents, but was in communication with them.

The second letter, on the stationery of -the St. Mark Hotel in Oak-
land, across the bay from San Francisco, was mailed later on the 28th,
at 11:30 p.m.
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The letterhead is self-explanatory. “The name is K. Gladstone—
these being my first two names. I see the Frisco crowd has gone crazy,
too. Poor Sister (according to the papers) has been seen in half a
dozen places there today. I do hope her body is recovered quickly.

On May 31, Taylor received a third letter, dated “Hotel St. Mark, May
30th, 1926. Sunday morning.” (This was the¢ morning after Wallace
Moore’s night adventure with a blue Chrysler coupe and its two occu-
pants.)

Newspapers say I drove through Salinas southbound yesterday with
a “strange woman,” It’s just movie bunk. I loaned my car to my
good friend Gibson & he took his wife south—I think as far as L.A.
—so there’s your “strange woman.” As for me, I'm still here in Oak-
land but think I will move on tomorrow to a fruitful territory for my
radio work.

This letter, mailed at 4:30 on the afternoon of the 30th, was followed
on May 31 by a special-delivery letter considerably longer and more
vchement in regard to the Santa Barbara incident. It fumed:

It is utterly absurd the way the newspapers continuc to use my name,
and the mass of lies they print concerning me and my movements.
Apparently they have absolutely no regard for the truth. . . . The
famous “mystery car” and the mysterious “veiled lady” and all the
gibberish these newshounds have cooked up—my gosh! I think yellow
journalism is committing one of the greatest crimes of all time.- I
have sent a brief statement to several of the papers which I hope
they will have the decency to print,

On the day this energetic communication reached Captain Taylor
(June 1) the San Francisco Chronicle received a letter signed by Ormis-
ton appealing for “a little fair play. I have not ‘mysteriously disappeared’
nor am I missing.”

Cline’s researches confirmed that “K. Gladstone” had been registered
at the St. Mark Hotel on May 28, 29, and 30, but nobody at the hotel
recalled what he looked like. The senior Ormiston told Cline he had not
heard from his son for a week and did not know where he was. The
detective chief appealed to Kenncth through the newspapers to come
forward and be questioned Recciving no response, he left a letter at
General Delivery and returned to Los Angcles. His temper was wearing
thin. He announced that the police investigation was at an end. “We're
through. We belicve she is drowned and will not run down any more
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wild rumors and clues,” his ultimatum said. In his opinion the “Re-
vengers” letter and the McKinley contacts were simply attempts by
somebody to bunco the Temple out of money.

District Attorney Keyes confessed that he was mystified, but, having
thought it over since his threat to intervene, he had decided that until
some evidence of a crime was produced he did not propose to take
action.

“If by any chance Mrs. McPherson is alive,” he pointed out, “she is
perfectly at liberty to do what she wishes and go where she chooses.”

Mother Kennedy, also, was eager to close the dreadful incident. On
June 3 she described herself as resigned to God’s will, if her daughter’s
body should never be found. She took Rolf to the beach that day, and
together they cast white carnations on the ocean from Lick Pier, stand-
ing midway between the Fun House and the Giant Flip.

On June 4 Minnie said the beach-patrol headquarters would be
closed, but the search would continue. And at the urgent solicitation of
Cline, she announced that the $25,000 reward offer would be withdrawn
at midnight; Cline was concerned with shutting off the cranks.

The next morning the city was shaken by a report that Mrs. McPher-
son was in Edmonton, Alberta, located there by “Inspector Middleton
of the Royal Northwest Mounted Police.”

“Oh,” wailed Mother Kennedy, “now a million Aimee McPhersons
will be seen over the country within a month!” But, she added on second
thought, “If Mrs. McPherson is in Edmonton, I want her brought back
here right away!”

The excitement turned out to be a farce of mistaken identity; Miss
Zelma Argue, sister of the Reverend Watson B. Argue, interviewed the
stranger supposed to be Aimee and reported with authority that she was
not the evangelist.

Said Cline again, “She is dead.” But stung by "allegations that the
Temple was becoming afraid to risk its money, Mother Kennedy hastily
renewed the $25,000 reward offer—for one more week only.

Thercafter for nearly two weeks lassitude overcame the press and
public. After the lapse of a full month since her daughter had disappeared,
Mother announced plans for an elaborate memorial service to be held
at the Temple on Sunday, June 20. This day of rejoicing for Sister’s
victory won (so Mother decreed it should be viewed) was organized and
advertised with enthusiasm. There were to be delegations from the branch
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churches and special music at three services, morning, afternoon, and
evening.

In the midst of the preparations, the newspapers picked up the thread
again fleetingly in a dispatch from Coos Bay, Oregon, where a badly
decomposed’ body had washed ashore; authorities hoped to establish
the identity through the fillings in the teeth. Mother Kennedy went about
her business; Coos Bay, she said, was a thousand miles away, and
Aimee had no fillings in her teeth.

On June 18, exactly one month after the pastor had vanished, Coroner
Frank Nance for a second time turned down a request that he issue a
death certificate. “I am yet to be convinced that Mrs. McPherson is
dead,” he ruled formally. “I also doubt if Miss Schaffer has told all she
knows.”

On June 19 in the daily batch of unsought communications reach-
ing Angelus Temple was a special-delivery letter, addressed to Mrs.
Minnie Kennedy. It had been mailed the day before on a railroad train
between El Paso, Texas, and Tucson, Arizona. It was dated June 18.
Two pages long, closely typewritten, it was signed “The Avengers,” and
it referred to the May 24 “Revengers” ransom note and renewed the
demand for $500,000. Minnie was told she had one week to raise the
money; another letter would instruct her how to make the payment by
a method that was a “corker.” There were allusions to developments in
the case which anybody might have read in any one of hundreds of news-
papers, but the letter also contained two startling elements: (1) a lock
of reddish auburn hair, said to be Aimee’s, and (2) answers to two of
the four test questions that Mother Kennedy had given to Attorney Mc-
Kinley.

To “Describe hammock at home in Canada and where it was” the
answer was, “A woven wire one between two apple trees.” The an-
swer to “Describe my dog on farm at home and give name” was, “The
hound was black and named Gyp.” Both answers were correct. The
letter also said, “Her middle right-hand finger has a scar on it you ought
to recognize,” and the kidnapers suggested that they might chop that
finger off and send it along if Minnie needed any more convincing. When
she was a child, Aimee’s right middle finger had been accidentally gashed
by a corn hook in the hand of a hired man on the family farm near
Ingersoll, Ontario.

The “Avengers” reassured Mother that her daughter, although “suffer-

ing with hysteria and the heat,” was well, having “been taken good care
c
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of by a woman who has been with her constantly.” If the ransom was
not forthcoming, the kidnapers said, their only alternative would be to
“sell her to old Felipe of Mexico City. We are sick and tired of her in-
fernal preaching, she spouts scripture in answer to everything.”

To the thousands gathering at Angelus Temple early in the morning
of Sunday June 20 this Ictter was not divulged. The turnout for the final
farewell to their beloved founder, asleep in the bosom of the Lord or in
the tenebrous recesses of the sea, was worthy of her who even in death
proved a champion crowd-getter. An estimated seventeen thousand per-
sons sorrowed under the hand-painted, sky-blue, cloud-flecked dome
of the Temple during the day, and millions followed the three services
by radio.

At the morning session five thousand white satin badges emblematic
of the spirit of the lost leader were distributed. Mother recapitulated
the unparalleled effort made to recover Sister’s body, and consoled the
weeping flock: “We did not think it would be recovered. Her young
body was too precious to Jesus.”

The delegations from the branch churches swelled the afternoon at-
tendance, each led by its pastor, in many cases a woman. They brought
masses of flowers which they banked around Sister’s pulpit chair; Mother
said the chair would remain empty permanently. In the evening she told
emotionally of Sister’s early struggles, and displayed Sister’s blue pulpit
cape as a relic. A photograph of Sister hung above the pulpit, and Roberta
and Doctors Shreve and Argue assisted in the eulogies and the hymn-
singing. Memorial music was furnished by the Temple band, quartets,
choir, and soloists._

A memorial collection was taken, to defray the expense of complet-
ing the Bible School building. One by one the heads of the departments—
the ushers, the orderlies, the Prayer Tower group, the Foursquare City
Sistcrs, the Brotherhood, the elders, the commissary, the Cradle Roll
officers, the choir, the orchestra, the Bible School students, the cleaning
squads, the praying janitors, the book store, the publications office,
the radio staff, the Children’s Church members—one by one they stepped
forward and pledged their offerings. The branch churches each gave
their bit. By telephone from radio listeners, by mail from every state and
overscas, came gifts. Rumor had it that $40,000 was collected during
the day. Somber amid the great rededication, faithful Emma Schaffer,
grim-lipped, hollow-eyed, sat swathed from head to foot in funereal
black.
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Sensation-sated Los Angeles read accounts of the farewell and turned
with relief to fresher topics. The delicious lull lasted three days.

At 7:30 a.m. on Wednesday, June 23, Captain Herman Cline was
ringing the doorbell of the Temple residence. What, he demanded of
sleepy Mother Kennedy, did she know about the news he had received
that her daughter had escaped from kidnapers in Arizona or Mexico?

Minnie heard in a daze. “I don't believe it,” she said firmly. “I just
can’t believe it!”

The telephone rang. Cline had arranged the call. It was long distance,
from Douglas, Arizona. Minnie took the receiver while Cline listened in.

Five minutes later the household was in an uproar, Rolf tearing
into his sister’s room to wake her and tell her the news, Roberta stam-
mering in amazed excitcment. Hoverirg on the stairs, Emma Schaffer
wept silently.

What Minnie heard, coming over the prosaic wires of the Pacific Tele-
phone and Telegraph Company, was the undeniably living voice of her
daughter, Aimee Elizabeth Kennedy Semple McPherson.



World Radio Histor



THEME 11

Resurrection and Ribaldry

“Jf an angel should come down
from Heaven and tell my people that
Sister is not the child of God—they
wouldn’t believe it.”

—AIMEE SEMPLE MCPHERSON
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A Truancy Report

Frederick Conrad Schansel was the custodian of a slaughterhouse a
mile and a half outside the border town of Agua Prieta, Sonora, Mexico.
The day had been hot, the temperature hovering around 100 all after-
noon, and Schansel had turned in peeled down to his underwear and
little of that. Shortly after midnight he was awakened by the barking
of his dogs. Stepping out of the shed that was his home, he dimly made
out a woman, pressed against the gate.

“Do you have a telephone?” she called.

Schansel shook his head. “No phone. Who you?”

“Can you tell me where I can find a telephone?” the woman repeated.
“I'must reach the police.”

“What’s matter? What you done?”

“I haven’t done anything! I want help—the police! Do you have an
automobile? A horse?”

The puzzled caretaker had neither. “Who you?” he queried again.

“The world knows who I am.”

Schansel grunted derisively. He was used to American women who
crossed the line to get drunk. Nevertheless, she seemed to need help.

“You come inside, rest,” he suggested in guttural English. “It'1l be
morning pretty soon.”

His midnight caller eyed the Schansel underwear unfavorably, “Do
you have a wife? Are there ladies in there?”

“No,” replied the stolid German. “You come in. I get dressed.”

Yelling to the dogs to stop their din, he went inside. When he returned
in the full propriety of overalls, the woman was struggling up the road
toward the village. He saw her stumble once or twice. When she entered
the town, where the lights of the saloons were still blazing, Schansel
turned around and went back to his interrupted slumber, never imagining
that this midnight summons was to carry him and his underwear into
international renown.

55
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Ramon R. Gonzales of Agua Prieta—former barber, former presi-
aente or mayor of the town of Cananea, former dealer in cattle feed, now
proprietor of the respectable O.K. Bar purveying wine and beer to thirsty
visitors from prohibition-arid Arizona—closed up his place at 1 a.m. on
June 23, 1926, and walked to his home a few blocks away on Second
Street. The electric light in the hall was turned on; his wife Theresa al-
ways left it on until he came in; it vaguely illuminated the pleasant fenced
garden in front. Gonzales undressed and lay down on the bed. Theresa
was in bed but awake. Ramon smoked a cigarette while listening for a
friend who had promised to drop by and let him know when they should
start on a trip to an outlying rancho in the morning. The hall light was
left burning.

Out of the night Gonzales heard a woman calling. “Hello! Hello!”

“Hello!” called back the startled Gonzales, adding in Spanish, “Come
in!”

A dim figure. appeared outside the window, and a woman’s voice
asked whether he had a telephone. The Gonzales home had no phone.

“Do you think I could find a telephone in the next block or close
by?” the stranger asked. Her voice sounded excited.

Ramon answered, ““You wait here. I get dressed. I come out.”

A minute later, when he came to the front door, the woman was not
in sight. Theresa, noticing that the garden gate was ajar, went to close
it, and gasped, “She is here!”

Running out, Gonzales saw the woman prone on the garden path, half
in and half out of the gate, her head toward the street, one arm thrown
up. She appeared to be unconscious.

Gonzales lifted her; the body was cold and limp. He could fecl no
pulse. To his staring wife he said, “I think the sesiora is dead!”

The best course in such an emergency obviously is to notify the authori-
ties. The town presidente, Ernesto Boubion, lived across the street. Gon-
zales ran there, but the mayor was not at home. Gonzales ran back and
called to his wife to fetch a lamp; by its light he observed with relief that
one of the woman’s eyes was half open and the eyelid twitching.

The couple lifted the inert form to the porch and Theresa placed a
pillow under the head crowned by a mass of auburn hair neatly confined
in a silk net. She wore no hat. They threw a quilt over her, and Theresa
set to work rubbing her arms with alcohol. For an hour she worked;
finally the woman revived.

In his limited English Gonzales asked where she was from. Los Angeles,
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she replied weakly. Thinking she might have come in a party, he asked
whether she had a husband. No; she shook her head. Any family? Yes,
mother and two children in Los Angeles. Then she broke into a rapid
monologue that was lost on her Spanish-speaking hosts.

Sighting Presidente Boubion entering his house across the way, Gon-
zales called him over. By now it was well after 3 o’clock.

“What shall we do with this lady?” asked the worried Gonzales. “She
seems to be a stranger here.”

“Get an interpreter,” ordered Boubion, whose English was no better.

The American bartender at the Gem Saloon spoke Spanish, but he
refused to come over while there were still customers to serve. Get
Johnny Anderson, the jitney driver, he suggested. Gonzales hunted up
the taximan who made a business of carrying tourists back and forth
from Douglas, on the Arizona side.

Anderson found the strange woman lying on the porch, covered with
the quilt, her hair disheveled. After some conversation in English, the
jitney man informed the three Mexicans in Spanish that this woman was
saying she was Aimee Semple McPherson, the evangelist in Los Angeles
who was supposed to have drowned in the Pacific Ocean five weeks ago;
she said she was kidnaped and had escaped from her abductors some-
where in the desert about noon the day before and had been walking
ever since.

As the crow flies, with a brisk tail wind, across mountains and deserts,
from Occan Park to Agua Prieta is five hundred and fifty miles inland.

Boubion instructed Anderson to take her across the line into Douglas
and let her ‘talk to the police there. Gonzales and Anderson lifted her
into the jitney and it drove away.

The presidente turned to Ramon. Had the sefiora drunk any water?
Yes, said Ramon, when she first came to, she asked for a drink and
Theresa brought her a glass of water. She drank it.

“One glass?” asked Boubion.

No, corrected Theresa; while Ramon was hunting the jitney man, she
gave the lady another glass.

“Two glasses.” Boubion regarded his neighbors in thoughtful silence,
turned on his heel, and stalked to his own house,

Aimee Semple McPherson? To Gonzales the name meant nothing.
e was thinking about those two glasses of water.

At 3:45 am., June 23, 1926, George W. Cook, night watchman,
truant officer, and special policeman on duty from midnight to 4 o’clock,
C*
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was standing in front of the Douglas police station waiting for his relief.
Johnny Anderson drove up in his jitney and parked across the street.
He came over to Cook in considerable excitement and said he had a
woman in his car who claimed to be Aimee McPherson. Cook stepped
over to investigate: women picked up in Agua Prieta in a dazed or un-
certain condition at 3 o’clock in the morning were not unusual; he put
them down on the report sheet as “drunk” or “full of dope.”

Slumped on the front seat of the car, in apparent collapse, was a
woman with auburn hair strewn over her shoulders. Weakly, nervously,
she identified herself as Mrs. McPherson, and said she wanted to get in
touch with her family in Los Angeles as quickly as possible. Anderson
interrupted with sketchy details of her asserted escape from kidnapers
in Mexico and her flight across the desert until she hit Agua Prieta. To
Cook thc woman seemed to be speaking the truth, and she certainly
looked dead beat; he told Anderson to take her to the city’s only hos-
pital, the Calumet and Arizona; he would go along in his own car and
arrange for her admission.

Just then O. E. Patterson, Cook’s relief, drove up, was given the facts,
and followed the jitney to the hospital in a city car. On arrival, Patterson
stepped to the door of the taxi and with Anderson helped the exhausted
woman out of the car. Cook, walking slowly behind them as they sup-
ported her, one on either side, saw her ankles give way two or three times
as she stun_lbled the thirty feet up the drive; each time she would “brace
up” and take a few steps, then her-ankles would buckle again.

As police officer on duty, Cook accompanied the group to a private
room where he saw the woman depositcd on the bed by her escorts.
The men then stepped into the hall while Nurse Margaret Attaway
undressed the patient. Then Cook went into the room again to get the
facts for his report. Apologetically he told the patient he would have to
smell her breath.

With a smile the woman in bed opened her mouth wide and puffed
into the patrolman’s face. No smell of liquor there, he assured her. (Later
he was to specify that the breath smelled like “I don’t know whether you
call it a constipated breath, but like my own breath when my stomach
is empty or a person is upset.”) He picked up a pair of dusty kid slip-
pers under the bed and asked her if they were hers. Not hers, the
woman said, but shoes given to her by Rose, one of her kidnapers, and
she had been wearing them. Cook looked them over and noticed scuff
marks on the soles. He looked around for the clothing the woman wore
into the hospital, but it had been taken away. The patient held out her
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wrists and Cook saw red splotches or welts which she said were marks
caused by the rope with which she had been tied. Nurse Meriba Shinn
then entered with a glass of lemonade the patient had asked for, and the
woman drank it. Cook departed to make his report.

The drama of Aimee’s restoration to the world seemed to be getting
off to a depressing start—her first landfall a slaughterhouse and the first
policeman she encountered a truant officer who smelled her breath, But
as in any well-knit play, with the entrance of the star the pace quickened.

While bathing her patient, Nurse Shinn removed two or three cactus
thorns from one ankle and remarked two small blisters on her toes;
otherwise her physical condition seemed good—no sunburn, lips not
parched, cracked, or swollen, tongue not swollen, color normal, no
signs of emaciation or dehydration. The medical chart showed her tem-
perature 98, pulse 72, respiration 20.

By now other police officers were reaching the scene—Chief Percy
Bowden and Sergeant A. B. Murchison, as well as Patterson—and a re-
porter, William McCafferty, editor of the Douglas Daily Dispatch. Mc-
Cafferty had covered Sister McPherson’s revivals in Denver, and all
doubt as to her identity was dispelled when he positively recognized her,
and she him. They shook hands delightedly. :

To the police clustered around her bed she told her story in greater
detail, begging them to get in touch with the Los Angeles police at once
and ask them to break the news gently to her mother; she feared the
shock would be too great if she called direct. Also, warn Los Angeles
that from remarks she had overheard while a prisoner she believed the
same gang planned to abduct other prominent citizens, including Mary
Pickford. And please, please, tell them to guard Roberta. All the officers
noted that she appeared exhausted and nervous, but spoke clearly and
energetically. Bowden and Patterson confirmed the welts on her wrists.

At 6 oclock a telephone call was put through to the Los Angeles
police; Captain Cline was aroused and took the news himself, dressed,
and hastened out to Angelus Temple. Just after 7:30 a connection was
made with the Temple residence and Mrs. McPherson spoke with her
mother; McCafferty listened to the conversation at one end while Cline
listened at the other.

Weeping and repeatedly becoming hysterical and incohercat, Aimee
assured her mother that she really was alive and unharmed, mentioning
facts of family history, should there be any doubt of her identity: that
Minnie Kennedy had had a sister named Nickerson; that Minnie’s maiden
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name was Pierce; that Aimee’s childhood pets were a black cat with a
white tail called White Tail and a pigeon named Jamie; and how Aimee
as a little girl was cut on the finger with a corn hook in the hand of a
hired man. Minnie Kennedy, from the moment she heard the familiar
voice, was never in doubt.

By 8 o’clock McCafferty had an extra on the street screaming the big-
gest news story Douglas ever had, and Aimec, abundantly identified,
had finished her breakfast of poached egg, oatmeal, and an orange, and
was sitting up in bed curling her hair with an iron borrowed from Nurse
Shinn. The one certainty the returned evangelist could look forward to
during the next few hours was an onslaught of reporters and photog-
raphers; and while the Lord had blessed her with beautiful hair, He had
neglected to put a natural wave in it.

The Story of a Crime

The reporters descended, literally from the sky, in chartered airplanes.
From the west, the north, the east, by train and automobile. Aimee’s
disappearance at Ocean Park had happened just too late for the last edi-
tions of the afternoon papers; her reappearance occurred just too late
for the morning papers, and the afternoons had their sweet inning. From
Maine to Saskatchewan, from Miami to Walla Walla, all day the extras
rolled out as details of the famous evangelist’s harrowing expericnce
were relayed from her willing lips.

“Let the reporters in!” she remonstrated with the nurse when the latter
protested she should rest. “I just can’t refuse to tell them my story.
They will tell it to hundreds of thousands.” Again and again fresh
waves of cameramen and news writers surged into her room, and again
and again she dramatically recounted her astonishing ordeal.

Douglas, a copper-smelting town of 13,000 in the Arizona desert,
declared a holiday. The thrilled townsfolk drenched Calumet Hospital
with flowers. Mayor Kenton was photographed at Sister’s bedside.
Throngs milled in and out of the hospital until the nurses could hardly
move about their dutics. Outside hundreds of curious loitered in the blaz-
ing sun, watching the coming and going of peace officers and state and
city officials. On the veranda outside Aimee’s front room groups knelt
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and sang hymns or chanted prayers of thanksgiving. The telegraph com-
panies and the railroad hustled in extra telegraphers and cleared cir-
cuits to transmit a deluge of words. And everywhere went up a surge of
sympathy for a woman cruelly used, and of wrath -against her abductors.
Newspapers from coast to coast headlined her agony. WOMAN EVANGE-
LIST ESCAPES ABDUCTORS, read the front page of the New York Times.
AIMEE TORTURED FOR HUGE RANSOM, cried the Los Angeles Examiner.
EVANGELIST RELATES STORY OF TORTURE BY KIDNAPERS; ANXIOUS TO
GET HOME, headlined the Los Angeles Times.

Los Angeles reporters, the first big-city newspapermen to reach the
scene in numbers, found Aimee reclining against a pile of pillows on a
tiny white cot. Her hair streamed around her shoulders, her face was
pale and rather drawn, but she appeared checrful. The room was banked
with flowers. The evangelist wore a pink silk dressing gown over a white
silk negligee, gifts of Douglas friends. As the reporters pushed into the
room, she was telling callers kneeling beside the cot, “God has resur-
rected me from the dead.”

She greeted the news delegation cordially, and her first questions were
for her*family and Angelus Temple. “Angelus Temple is my life!” she
exclaimed. “Nothing else amounts to anything.”

From what she had overheard, she was convinced that her abduction
was part of a plan by a billion-dollar crime syndicate to kidnap movie
stars for ransom. She exhibited burns on her fingers inflicted, she said,
with a lighted cigar when her kidnapers tried to compel her to divulge
information that would help them collect $500,000. Her feet, the re-
porters gathered, were covered with blisters raised by her long flight
from a shack somewhere in Mexico, while her ankles, reposing snugly
under the sheet, were said to be bruised and torn by ropes. The Examiner
staff man excitedly wired, “Her shoes were virtually cut to shreds!”

Facing the cameras, the evangelist feared she had aged and looked
haggard. Reporters reassured her.

“Why, I look twenty years older!” she protested. “Just look at the
wrinkles and circles under my eyes! Aren’t they terrible?”

To the reporters deep lines were more apparent around her mouth, and
they recorded her statement that she had lost weight during her cap-
tivity.

Pressed to tell her story, she stipulated that she be allowed to tell
it straight through, without interruptions, and warned that she would
not be able to account for dates, times, or places, because she had been
chloroformed, gagged, blindfolded, and kept locked up entirely out of
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touch or communication with the outside world. The story, the reporters
agreed, pictured one of the most sensational abductions in police annals.

The evangelist started with her going to Ocean Park on May 18, and
told the incidents leading up to the time when she went in swimming,
confirming what Emma Schaffer had told again and again. At that point,
her story diverged from Emma’s.

While the secretary was making the telephone call to the Temple,
Aimee said, she swam out almost to the end of Lick Pier, circled, and
swam back. A lifeguard class was being drilled just where she came out,
she said, and she paused, standing about knee-deep in the water. (Emma
had said there were no lifeguards on the beach.) Suddenly she heard a
woman call, “Oh, Mrs. McPherson!”

She was surprised, because she belicved nobody knew she was at the
beach except the Temple. Her accoster was a woman with black hair
and brown eyes in a full face, husky, weighing about 180 pounds, and
dressed plainly. There was a man beside her, heavy-set, clean-shaven,
with brown hair and fair complexion.

“Oh, Mrs. McPherson,” the woman pleaded. “My baby is dying. I
would be ever so happy if you would just come over and pray for my
baby.” She said the baby was in an automobile parked by the bathhouse,
and they both urged her to come right away.

“I told them I must first go to the hotel and get my clothes,” she con-
tinued. “This seemed to disturb the man and woman. They told me they
could not wait. But before I went further, I wanted to know how they
had found out I was at the beach. They told me they had gone to the
Temple and I had just left. They said Mrs. Kennedy had told them I was
at the beach and that she was ceitain I would be glad to administer to
the dying baby.

“This sounded so much like Mother Kennedy I believed them. The
woman had a large black coat over her arm and this she threw around
my shoulders. We walked across the sand over to the boardwalk that
runs parallel to Lick Pier. Just as we neared the bathhouse, the woman
left us and ran ahead to a sedan automobile parked alongside the bath-
house with the engine running. When I reached the car there was an-
other man in the front seat at the driver’s wheel. The woman sat far
back in the rear seat with a bundle of blankets in her arms. This, of
course, I thought was the baby. :

“I was barefooted with only my bathing suit and the coat around
me, and I hesitated about getting into the machine. I placed cne foot on
the running board.
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“Just as I did, the man stepped up behind me and pushed me headlong
into the machine. Before the wink of an eye, the woman had thrown the
blanket over my head. I didn’t have time to make any outcry, and the
first thing I realized a sponge was pressed against my nostrils. It gave
forth a sickly odor.

“That was the last I remembered until I came to, desperately ill, per-
haps hours and hours later. It seemed to be dawn.

“A woman was bending over me. I recognized her at once as the same
woman who had approached me at the beach. I was lying on an old
iron bed, vomiting severely. It was a terrible room, a small one. There
was only one window, boarded up almost to the top. The only furniture
was a chair, the bed, a table, and a dresser. I imagined we were some-
where near Calexico, as I heard them speak of the place. It was a two-
story house, as I heard footsteps above me. The only light was from a
kerosene lamp.

“Then I heard the woman call, ‘Steve,” and a man walked in. It was
the very same man who was with the woman on the beach and who
pushed me into the auto. He did most of the talking and appeared to be
the ringleader. He told me frankly what had happened and that I was
being held for ransom, although he did not tell me the amount at that
time, :

“*‘You've taken enough of our girls, and turn about is fair play,” he
told me. I imagined he was connected with the white slavers or dopesters.

“From overhearing their conversations I gleaned that they were hold-
ing me for $500,000. I begged them to take me home or telephone my
mother, but they scoffed at me. I paced the floor like a tiger. It was
terrible—the suspense and worry about Angelus Temple and Mother
and the children. Then one day they came into the room with a piece
of paper.” '

In an aside, the evangelist explained, “The woman was always there.
She was called ‘Rosie’ and she always called me ‘dearie.”

Thus disposing of the proprieties, she resumed her narrative.

“They asked me to write a letter to my mother and told me they wanted
$500,000 ransom. I told them it couldn’t be raised.

“ ‘Why, you've got a million dollars,” Steve told me. I told them I
didn’t have that much money, that the money was tied up in Angelus
Temple and all I had was a deed of trust. They began to question me.
They wanted me to describe our hammock in Canada and I told them
it was a wire hammock between two apple trees. Then they wanted me to
describe our dog. They also wanted a description of the dining-room
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stove and a description of Wallace. I refused to give them these descrip-
tions, as I had broad suspicions and was afraid if I answered more it
would only further their scheme.”

Then it was they tortured her. “ ‘I'll make you talk!” Steve told me.”
One of them grabbed her and Steve burned her fingers with a lighted
cigar. The evangelist held up scarrcd fingers to attest to this barbarity.

“I told them to go ahead and burn me,” she continued. “I never moved
my hand. When they saw they couldn’t frighten me, they stopped. That
was the only time they mistreated me. Once I screamed, but they gagged
me and threatened me with violence if I did it again. But they didn’t
harm me.”

Days passed in nightmare procession while she lay on the cot in the
white nightgown she had on when she came to; her bathing suit had
vanished. Finally the woman gave her an old dress to wear, much too
large. The weather, she said, was unbearably hot. Most of the time
she was bound hand and foot, but Rose was always in the room with
her. One day two men came to the house. They appeared to be elated,
and Aimee surmised that they had established contact with her mother.

“It was night when they came,” she recounted. “I was blindfolded and
taken outside. They threw me into the rear of an auto, bound and gagged,
and placed a blanket over me. We drove for hours. I heard another ma-
chinc following. Finally the auto stopped. They took me to an old shack
with one poor room in it. They threw down soldiers’ cots for us to sleep
on. Rosie slept on a cot next to me.

“Two days later I saw the two men again. They once more demanded
that I write a letter to my mother. I refused, and they cut two locks
of hair from my head.

*‘If this doesn’t convince your mother, then we’ll cut off your finger
with the scar on it and send it to her,” Steve told me.”

She never saw the two men again, but before they left they brought
to the shack an old Mexican whom they called Felipe and threatened
to sell her to him if she remained stubborn. Rosie stayed in the shack
with her, and kept assuring her that she would be restored to her mother
on Friday.

Tucsday afternoon she was left alone for the first time, when Rose
went for supplies.

“She bound me with straps and rope and left me on a cot. She left.”
Aimee described the scene to the rapt listeners. “As I lay on the cot,
I noticed a tin can on the floor with a jagged lid. It was square like the
cans we use for maple sugar in Canada. I rolled off the cot to the floor



RESURRECTION AND RIBALDRY 65

and managed to squirm to that can. By rubbing the straps and ropes
against the jagged edge of the can, and pulling and tugging, I managed
to cut them.

“Then freedom for the first time! But I could hardly stand when I got
to my feet. Strength finally came to me. I prayed for help and it came. I
got through the window, it wasn’t much of a drop, and I started running.
I imagine, from the position of the sun, this was about eleven o’clock in
the morning. It was hot. I stumbled, as I ran, many times. Finally I
sighted a mountain, which later I learned was Niggerhead. You see, all
the time I thought I was in the Imperial Valley. I ran on for hours.
Finally I came to a fence. My hope went up when finally I came to a
road.

“Night descended. I was afraid to sleep, but many times I dropped
from sheer exhaustion. Big blisters came on my feet and the pain was
terrific. After a while I came to a little shack with a tin roof, and I went
to the door and knocked and called. My voice sounded so little. It was
vacant, so I came back to the road, and it was getting cold, so I put
my dress over my shoulders and wrapped it around me and I lay down.
I scraped the dust up in a little bundle for a pillow, thinking I would
sleep, and then I would hear a rustle and I thought it was a rattlesnake
and I would get up and go on.

“T went on and on until I saw a glow in the sky and thought it must
be a village or town. It looked like Heaven in the distance. I saw lights
flashing. Finally I saw a shadow, and as I approached it I saw it was a
building. Habitation at last! A man came out, attracted by the barking
of his dogs. He was dressed in BVDs. I begged him to help me.”

There followed details of her slaughterhouse interview, her staggering
into Agua Prieta and collapsing in Ramon Gonzales’ front yard, and her
arrival in Douglas.

“That’s all there is to it,” she concluded. Just then another reporter
arrived, and she started her story over again with tireless verve.

Evincing distress at the rumors that had linked her name with that
of Kenneth Ormiston, she implored the correspondents please to do
everything in their power to “clear up any misapprehension” that might
exist in the public mind. Of course she had not seen Ormiston, she said;
he was merely the radio operator at the Temple, that was all there was
to it.

A reporter asked a stock question—did she expect to marry again?

She shook her head; she did not believe in remarriage for divorced
persons. “My life will always be for Jesus,” she said.
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Again she inquired anxiously about her family and the T emple. Were
the crowds holding up? Told that the crowds were as large as ever, she
scemed pleased. “If everything is all right at the church, now I can rest
easy.” She beamed. “Do you think I will be welcomed back?” A quest-
ing glance accompanied the sudden query, then she turned to the heap
of congratulatory telegrams that was steadily growing higher.

Newspapers published this account in a thousand towns and cities. The
radio spread it to the remotest corners. But there was an ominous foot-
note. Amid the nationwide rejoicing and calls for swift retribution on
the criminals, the sheriff of Cochise County, J. F. McDonald, told a
reporter for the nearby Bisbee, Arizona, Review that the clothing worn
by the evangelist on her estimated fourteen-hour flight across the Sonora
wastelands puzzled him.

The country Mrs. McPherson crossed was hilly, composed of rocks
and shale, covered with mesquite, cactus, and a plant suggestively named
catclaw. Now catclaw, the sheriff pointed out, is hard on clothing; it
tears and clings to anything it touches. The sheriff and his deputies had
been over in that cactus-bristling region and they came back with their
boots scratched and clothing covered with dust. But the clothing worn
by Mrs. McPherson was not torn and bore no dust or perspiration stains.
He had the clothing, the sheriff added in his soft, desert-man’s voice. Yes,
he had it, locked in the vault of the First National Bank.

Footprints by the Wayside

Sheriff McDonald had becn in Tombstone when his deputy, Walter Mor-
ris, telephoned the news at 10 o’clock on the morning of June 23. Cattle
rustling, bank holdups, and barroom mayhem the sheriff had coped with
for years, but the kidnaping of a famous woman preacher was some-
thing new in border lawlessness. He jumped in his car and hustled over
to Douglas, reached Calumet Hospital at 11:30 and found the evangelist
receiving a stream of callers. He questioned her and picked up her cloth-
ing from the nurse. Then he drove into Mexico and scouted.

Before sun-up Sergeant Murchison of the Douglas police, assigned to
the case by Chicf Bowden, had started into the desert by car with police-
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man Paiterson. In Agua Prieta they were joined by Sylvano Villa, the
chief of police there. Their objective was to pick up the trail of the kid-
nap gang and make quick arrests, and they were armed for action. At
about 9 o’clock they were followed by another desert rat, C. E. Cross,
mine employee, who had ridden that country as a cowboy since 1889.
Murchison himself bad punched cattle in Cochise County for twenty
years, since before Douglas was built. With Cross were Jack Moore and
George Spear, Bisbee newspapermen.

Murchison had made one significant discovery: prints of a woman’s
shoes leading from the road toward the Schansel slaughterhouse and back
again to the road, about a mile and a half east of Agua Prieta. A couple
of miles farther east on the road paralleling the international boundary,
more prints made by a woman’s shoes were found; these led eastward
on one side of the road, crossed over and led westward (toward Agua
Pricta) on the opposite side for a short distance, then stopped. In their
erratic wandering they led to a rough wooden shack with a tin roof
used as a rain shelter by Mexican rurales patrolling the boundary. This
shelter was called a garita, which means a sentry box or outdoor privy;
it was not much larger.

Toward noon the trackers returned to Douglas, and Cross met Aimee
in the hospital for the first time; he noted the red welts on her wrists.
Murchison questioned her more closely, this time eliciting two significant
details: first, that in her estimated twenty miles of flight she did not at
any time cross either a road or a fence; second, that the adobe shack from
which she escaped had a wooden floor.

The statement about the road and the fence narrowed the field of
investigation sharply. Eastward from Agua Pricta ran the international
border fence, six to seven feet high. This extended to Niggerhead Moun-
tain, a landmark rising five hundred feet above the mesa some ten miles
east of Agua Prieta. Aimee said she made her way toward the moun-
tain at first, later turning her back on it when she encountered a road,
which she followed and which ultimately conducted her to Agua Prieta.
Meandering alongside the border fence, on the Mexican side, was a
well-defined road called the Gallardo Road.

From Niggerhead mountain running directly south was the Gallardo
Ranch fence, barbed wire, four strands high. This ran to the Cenesas
Ranch, a distance of cight or nine miles; it was broken by a gate and
cattle guard at that point, then continued on southward. Beside this
fence ran a blurred trail, called the Old Road, hardly more than a cattle
path in the scrub,
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A good road, plainly marked and frequently traveled, ran from the
Cenesas Ranch northwest to Agua Pricta.

Thus the shack from which Aimee escaped must have becen inside
the triangle enclosed by the international fence on the north, the Gal-
lardo fence on the east, and the Cenesas—Agua Prieta road on the south.
Had she approached Agua Prieta from either directly south or south-
west, she would not have had Niggerhead Mountain at her back at any
time. Had she entered the triangle from the east, north, or south, she
would have had to cross either a fence or a road. The only point at
which she could have entered the triangle without crossing either fence
or road was—Agua Prieta.

The hue and cry was raised: apprehend the kidnapers! But now, in-
stead of tracks in the dust, the search turned to locating the kidnap shack,
around which the abductors were certain to have left telltale traces.
Murchison set out again at 1 p.m. with Harold Henry, a reporter for the
Douglas Dispatch; but first Murchison went to the First National Bank
and got one of the shoes Aimee had been wearing. He went back with
Henry to the slaughterhouse and compared the imprint of the shoe with
the tracks in the fine, clinging sand of decomposed granite. The shoe

tted the tracks perfectly; even the trademark “New Era” on the rubber
heel was duplicated in reverse in the footprints, sharply and clearly. The
heel was not worn down,

They tried the same test on the tracks around the garita, two miles
farther along the border road, but here there were no heel marks that
could be identified; otherwise the prints and the shoe appeared to match,
both size 5. West of this point they observed tire marks of an automobile
that had turned around at an island in the road and headed back tcward
Agua Prieta; the tracks looked like the latest on the road, Murchison
thought, but he attached no significance to them; probably some rancher
had driven out that far and turned back.

Meanwhile Cross and Sergeant Patterson were scouting along the
border road clear to Niggerhead Mountain. At a point about seven miles
out of Agua Prieta, in a sandy wash, they found tracks which appeared
to have been made by a woman’s number 5 shoe, but there were no
identifying heel marks.

Thus all day Wednesday, June 23, the search went on for a Rose and
a Steve and their unnamed accomplice. Peace officers on both sides of
the line formed posses, cowpunchers and ranchers and miners and re-
porters rambled around on their own volition, Mexican authorities called
in Yaqui Indians, reputed to be the keenest desert trackers in the South-



70 THE VANISHING EVANGELIST

west; no more tracks were found and no shack fulfilling Aimee’s descrip-
tion.

This did not surprise Sergeant Murchison. Before he set out armed
with Aimee’s statement that her prison hut had a wooden floor, he knew
there was no such shack in the area. Inside the triangle were only three
isolated huts—an occupied adobe house belonging to a Mexican vaquero
named Francisco Perez, an old mescal plant built of poles with a thatched
roof, and the line riders’ garita. An adobe shack with a wooden floor
simply did not exist in the architecture of that countryside; Mrs. Mc-
Pherson’s description must be wrong. Nevertheless the search went on:
Murchison was not going to risk criticism on the score of want of zeal,
especially in view of the prominence of the lady in the case and her
undoubted command of the channels of publicity,

The lack of progress was reported to Aimee in her hospital bed; it
failed to dampen her spirit. “Won’t it be a glorious day,” she cried to
the reporters, “when Mother and the children arrive here tomorrow!” She
fingered a telegram that had just come in from Merle Armitage, a Los
Angeles impresario, offering her $10,000 for an appearance in Holly-
wood Bowl,

“Coming Back, Back, Back . ..”

The return to life of her daughter stunned Minnie Kennedy. There could
be no doubt that the person speaking from Douglas was Aimee. But how?
What had happened? Minnie groped for an answer.

“I can hardly believe it!” she repeated several times to Captain Cline.
“If they kidnaped her and held her for ransom, why didn’t they come
forward when we offered the $25,000 for her return?”

The reward offer, once extended, had expired finally on June 12; the
public pounced on the intriguing fact that nobody in Douglas or Agua
Prieta could claim a dime.

“It doesn’t secem possible they could snatch her up unseen,” Mother
went on. “She never listencd to strangers, much less carry out their
wishes.” She was shaken by a fit of trembling, and for a moment Cline
thought she was about to collapse; but she recovered, and with the
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familiar Kennedy determination said, “How she was enticed into the
hands of kidnapers is something she alone can explain to my satisfaction!”

From her desk she took a letter and handed it to the detective; it was
the “Avengers” ransom letter. There it was, she said, a lock of hair, the
answers to two of the questions relayed through McKinley, it tied right in
with what Aimee said.

“When did you get this letter, Mrs. Kennedy?” Cline asked.

“I just received it last night, the 22nd,” she replied.

Cline’s trained eye caught one peculiarity: the letter had come by
special delivery, the post-office stamp “Fee Claimed” was on the lower
left-hand side of the envelope; but there was no special-delivery stamp.
In the space overprinted by the cancellation stamp were two two-cent
stamps. They did not quite match the gap and the wavy cancellation lines
on them did not join up with those on either side. He put the letter in his
pocket.

“Tell me, Mother Kennedy,” he said, “who is James Wallace?”

“Well, I will tell you, Captain,” Minnie answered, “only I did not
want the public to know. James Wallace was Aimee’s half-brother. He
has been dead many years.”

By now reporters were flocking in, telephones were jangling, jubilant
church members were arriving at the house and massing in the Temple.
The Temple residence was flung open to everybody as Mother snatched
a bite of breakfast with reporters surrounding the table.

“Those gypsies!” she exclaimed. “Aimee knew a Steve and a Rose.
But they loved her; she had done a great deal for them. They would never
have done a thing like this!” She thought a moment. “That other gypsy—
I don’t know his name—he came to the house, to the back door, when
Sister disappeared and there was so much excitement. How he knew about
her disappearing I don’t know. But he asked, ‘Has Sister disappeared?’
His face was white and he was scared. Later he came back and asked
whether she had been found. I just wonder. . . .”

She told the reporters about the “Avengers” letter. “It made the state-
ment that they had really kidnaped Sister out of spite for the Temple,
and wanted to break the work of the Temple and ruin Sister’s reputation.
We thought they might have tclegraphed to Canada and got the informa-
tion to answer the questions. Qur workers advised me not to pay any at-
tention to it.

“I recognized her voice on the phone immediately,” she chattered on.
“I'said, ‘What happencd?” But right away I knew that was the wrong thing
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to say, for she broke down and couldn’t speak. How they got her into
that car and away without attracting attention is something I cannot ex-
plain. She is strong and she has a powerful voice.”

Yes, she was going to Douglas on the noon train, she and the children.
“And when Sister gets back,” she called to the press crew, “we are going
to have every one of you out to the house for a big dinner, and don’t you
forget it!”

Rolf and Roberta seemed bewildered by the turmoil; shyly they
avoided questioners. Flitting in the background, Emma Schaffer, still in
mourning, eyes reddened by tears which reporters attributed to excess of
joy, hovered like a symbol of grief.

Mother Kennedy headed off the newsmen. “No, you just can’t talk with
her. She is so nervous and she just can’t talk very well. She isn’t that
sort, you know. She doesn’t know anything.”

“Did she see the man and woman who kidnaped Sister?”

“No, she did not. She never saw them at all,” was Mother’s firm reply.

One reporter did intercept Emma in the alley behind the house. Did
she sce the two kidnapers described by Sister?

Emma turned a startled face. “No, I never seen them,” she blurted,
and darted away.

In the Temple, workers were busy removing funereal trappings left
from Sunday’s memorial service and decorating the auditorium with
fresh flowers. The streets were black with autos. The bulletin board re-
appeared on the sidewalk, this time with a telegram reading: MINNIE
KENNEDY. YOUR DAUGHTER IN GOOD HANDS AND EVERYTHING BEING DONE
FOR HER. WE ARE AWAITING YOUR COMMAND. DOUGLAS CHAMBER OF
COMMERCE.

Bible School students danced up and down Lemoyne Street. By after-
noon four thousand frantically happy Temple workers were gathered in
the auditorium. Paraphrasing the words of the Pentecostal hymn, “Com-
ing down, down, down, the glory of the Lord is coming down,” they
clapped hands and sang:

Coming back, back, back,
Our Sister in the Lord is coming back!
There is shouting all around
For our Sister has been found,
There is nothing now of peace or joy we lack!

Shouted choir leader Nichols, “She has been delivered out of the
hand of the enemy by the Lord Himself! No one else could have done it!”
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Sheriff Traeger broadcast a description of the kidnapers and dis-
patched deputies to the San Fernando Valley to interview a gypsy named
Steve who lived outside Glendale. Everybody in the district knew and
liked Steve Uwanowich and his daughter, Mrs. Rosie Moreno. They were
followers of Sister; she had baptized Rosie’s two boys, naming one Robert
Semple after her always mourned husband who had died in China.

Steve took the deputies inside his neat house. The walls were covered
with photographs of Sister, garlanded with artificial roses; Steve was
proud of the display. Sister used to visit them in the early days after the
Temple was built, he recalled. “The last time Sister came to our house
was on Saint John’s Day, our holy day, January seventh, nineteen-twenty-
four. I haven’t seen her since she got back from Europe. When I heard she
was drowned, I went over to the church right away and saw Mother Ken-
nedy. She cried when she told me about it, and I cried, too. ‘Brother
Steve,” she said, ‘you must stand by us now that Sister is gone.’ I promised
Iwould.”

He recalled that he donated $1000 for one of the windows in the Tem-
ple, and with other gypsies gave the evangelist a plot of ground in Elysian
Park valued at $7000 to $8000; she held Easter sunrise services there.

“No gypsies harmed Mrs. McPherson,” he said. “They loved her too
much, Why, two hundred of us bought chairs in the Temple for twenty-
five dollars each.” Besides, there were no gypsies around Los Angeles
except himself and his family; there hadn’t been for six months.

Federal authorities could not understand how a woman bound and
gagged in an automobile could be smuggled across the border under the
eyes of the authorities on both sides. Governor Abelardo Rodriguez of
Baja California, the state in Mexico bordering Sonora on the west, said
he had assigned special police to the border as soon as the evangelist dis-
appeared, and he was positive she could not have been carried by force
into his territory. The Mexican consul general in San Francisco, George
A. Lubert, announced that a check of all identification tags since May 18
failed to show that any woman resembling Mrs. McPherson had crossed
the Mexican border in a car at any point. In his opinion she could not
have been smuggled across by force under the eyes of immigration officials
and two other government agencies that patrolled the boundary. “I hold
her story of her escape and subsequent arrival in Douglas to be without
good foundation,” was his conclusion.

These wayside utterances in no way deterred the Los Angeles authori-
ties. District Attorney Keyes, shocked as was all the city by the crime,
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said the full power of his office would be employed to bring the kidnapers
to justice. He ordered a deputy, Joseph Ryan, to accompany Captain
Cline to Douglas and investigate “to the bottom.” On an hour’s notice
Ryan packed a suitcase and hurried to the Southern Pacific Railroad
station, where he found reporters harassing Cline. Did Cline believe Mrs.
McPherson’s story?

“Well, boys,” the detective conceded, “it sounds impossible. But ex-
perience shows that sometimes the impossible happens.”

Ryan swung aboard the special Pullman and joined fourteen reporters
and newsreel men, under the escort of the Southern Pacific’s news bureau
chief. Mother Kennedy and Rolf and Roberta occupied a stateroom.
Ryan brushed aside the newsmen; as he entered the station, he had been
handed a written message from his chief, Keyes, reading, “Make no
statement.”

The Law Takes a Look

Like most Angelenos, Joseph W. Ryan was born elsewhere: in Brook-
lyn, where he attended the Schermerhorn grammar school. He gradu-
ated from high school in Los Angeles, took his law degree there, and in
March 1923 was admitted to the bar, just three months after Aimee Mc-
Pherson opened Angelus Temple. He was twenty-nine, keen-witted,
energetic, and ambitious (some of his colleagues felt he was too am-
bitious), had his hopes set on a political career, and was married to the
daughter of Captain Herman Cline.

Ryan had never met Mrs. McPherson, although like everybody in Los
Angeles he had heard all about her. On the train, Cline introduced him
to Mrs. Kennedy, and the three reviewed the situation from all angles.

“It’s too bad Sister couldn’t have returned a couple of days earlier
and saved the necessity of taking that memorial collection,” said Mother
Kennedy; she didn’t know what to do with the money now.

The ransom letter was discussed, and Minnie told Cline she was
satisfied that the lock of hair. was her daughter’s. Mrs. Kennedy ap-
peared to Ryan to be taking the development with singular equanimity,
neither elated nor apparently nervous. The phlegmatic attitude of the
two children also drew the deputy’s attention,
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“Aren’t you glad your mother is alive?” he asked them.

“Uh-huh.” They nodded. .

“Aren’t you glad you are going to sce her again?”

“Uh-huh.” '

A reporter wondered what Roberta intended to be when she grew up.

“Oh, I 'suppose we’ll be evangelists,” the girl answered listlessly. “We
don’t want to be evangelists.”

Such bland indifference struck Ryan as suspiciously odd. What the
young deputy could not appreciate was that from babyhood Rolf and
Roberta had lived in a world of drama as part of the background furni-
ture of two strong-willed, assertive women—their mother and their
grandmother. Drama was an cveryday commodity with them. They were
being taken to another scene and it was bound to be dramatic and that
was that; they could not work up any special display of emotion about
it at the bidding of curious adults,

When the train reached Douglas at 8 a.m. Thursday, a crowd was
gathered at the station, singing hymns and praying. After speaking a few
emotional words to the greeters, Minnie, with the children, was driven
in a waiting car to the hospital, Cline and Ryan and the reporters follow-
ing in jitneys. Behind them strcamed a long caravan of the automobiles
of the citizenry. :

The evangelist had been awake and busy since an early hour. At 5 a.m.
she telephoned the editor of the Bisbee Review to protest against the print-
ing of Sheriff McDonald’s statement about her clothing. His descrip-
tion was not true, she said, and she must correct their use of the word
“mystery.” There was no “mystery” about her experience and therefore
it would never be “solved.” With a glowing “God bless you” she rang off.

The hospital physician, gratified that she had slept well, placed her
on full diet. She atc everything offered for breakfast. )

The first member of the Los Angeles party to enter her bedroom was
her mother. e T _

“Mother! Mother darling!” Aimee cried, holding out her arms. Chok-
ing back sobs, the older woman flung herself into her daughter’s arms
and they both wept, at the same time carrying on a whispered con-
versation. The rest of the group hung back tactfully during this reunion,
and although Ryan and the reporters later admitted that they tried their
best to overhear, they caught nothing; Minnie’s white hat with broad
yellow ribbon obscured Aimee’s face, and Mother’s was buricd in Aimee’s
hair. Then Aimee held out her arms to her children, waiting at the foot



76 THE VANISHING EVANGELIST

of the bed. Obediently they stepped to either side and received hugs and
kisses. Roberta seemed embarrassed; Rolf looked bored. Bedside photo-
graphs followed, the cameramen refusing to wait; then Aimee was in-
troduced to Cline and Ryan.

“Oh,” she cried, extending her arms eagerly, “if you knew how I have
longed to sce a policeman! Now I know I am safe!”

Briefly she retold her story to her mother. During the recital Minnie
sat beside the bed, clutching her daughter’s hand, staring at her. Aimee
was eager to talk; she wanted to tell everybody everything. When Cline
asked whether she- would repeat the entire story with a stenographer
present, she assented gladly. A shorthand stenographer was borrowed
from Camp Jones, a nearby United States Army cavalry post, and for
three hours Cline and Ryan were taken through the absorbing narrative
of abduction, torture, and flight to freedom that had already enthralled
millions of newspaper readers. In all essentials, the account was un-
changed; there were more details, and some were amplified or altered
slightly. '

Cline interrupted with questions now and then. He was curious about
the nature of the anesthetic used to produce unconsciousness from 4
o’clock in the afternoon until the next dawn. Aimee could tell him only
that she was familiar with the odor of chloroform from having been given
it once in China, but she could not say that chloroform was used by her
kidnapers.

Cline wanted a description of the room in the first house to-which she
was taken, where she was confined most of the time.

“Well,” answered Aimee readily, “the wallpaper had a small border
running around the top. The ceiling was not papered. It had some cracks
in it. There was an iron double bed, a dresser, well used, brown-colored
with the varnish pretty well worn off, and a mirror, a rather wide mirror,
and a rocker and a chair. That was all, except the cot.”

“Did you place any mark or writing of any kind in the room?”

“No.”

“There was a rug on the floor?”

“There was no rug on the floor. There was one door and one window
and the bathroom door. There was no clothes press, just a little curtain
over the corner of the room.”

“Was it a modern house?”

“No, I would not say so, but it did have a small bath.”

“And a lavatory?”
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“Yes.,’

“With a flush toilet?”

“Yes. But no electric light, only kerosene lamps.”

This gave Cline one positive clue: the house was unusual in that,
having no electricity, depending on oil lamps, it was nevertheless equipped
with indoor plumbing.

Ryan was realistically inquisitive about the all-night and all-day ride to
the sccond shack, during which, the evangelist insisted, she was never
allowed to get out of the car. There were “other arrangements” provided
on that trip, she replied with somc hauteur. Ryan did not press his

uery. -

! Aimee estimated she was in the second shack only three or four days.
That shack had no bathroom—‘other arrangements.” The floor was
wooden. The woman, Rosie, ticd her hand and foot beforc she went to
fetch supplies on the last day, in spite of Aimee’s plea that she was too
enfeebled to stand. Rosie bound her hands behind her, although she
begged to have them tied in front. She heard the car drive off; it sounded
like a small car, not a Ford, more like a Chevrolet.

Dramatically, acting out the narrative while sitting up in bed, Mrs.
McPherson described.how she rolled off the cot and agonizingly sawed
through the bonds on her wrists against the jagged edge of the can.

“Then I got the feet undone myself and left the rope right there and
did not stop in the manner of my going, although I could hardly stand.
Strength came to me and I got out the window. I didn’t stop to look
at anything; I saw it was the desert, but I didn’t stop to look which way I
went, I just went.”

“Did you try to get out the door?” Cline interposed.

“No.”

“Do you know whether the door was locked or not?”

“It was closed.” _

“Do you remember when Rose left whether she locked the door?”

“I do not know.”

“Was the window up or down?”

“The window was open.”

“There was no screen on the window?”

“No, no screen.”

“It was just the desert you saw?”

“Just cactus.”

And so on to her reaching Agua Prieta, which means “dark water.”
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One addition to this final portion of her narrative was the inclusion of
the words, “I began to get very thirsty.” It was the first time she had
aliuded to thirst in telling of her escape.

Cline endeavored to obtain an accurate description of her three cap-
tors, without marked success, and also brought up the subject of Ormis-
ton. Mrs. McPherson denied ever having sent him $1500 to buy an auto-
mobile in Seattle; the only money ever paid to Ormiston, she said, was his
salary as radio operator. She never heard her abductors say anything
about having made arrangements to collect the ransom through an at-
torney in Long Beach, although from what she had been told it seemed
to her now that her jailers must have been the same two men who called
at McKinley’s office. She did hear them say once, “They must think
we are a couple of fools to go to a place like that and get caught,” and
something about a man wearing a badge or ribbon. This appeared to tie
in with the rendezvous that fizzled in the Palace Hotel in San Francisco.

Ryan asked whether she had seen the “Revengers” letter of May 24;
she replied she had not. Nor had she seen the “Avengers” ransom letter
of June 18. And she had not seen any newspapers while she was held
prisoner. Ryan asked whether she realized that many of the matters she
was telling them, such as the threat to cut off her scarred finger, were
also in the June 18 ransom demand. She knew nothing about the ransom
letter except what he told her.

The interrogation was typed up into thirty-five pages of questions and
answers, and was telegraphed word for word to the nation’s waiting press.
At the close Ryan and Cline posed for photographs standing genially be-
side her bed. Then they went to the First National Bank and examined the
clothing.

The dress was gray gingham, an almost shapeless house dress, new,
and had never been washed. The inside of the white collar and white cuffs
was barely soiled. One pocket was torn. From the other pocket Ryan
drew a silk hair net.

The shoes were cheap black kid slippers, each fastened with one but-
ton; the buttons were intact. The uppers showed slight wear and the
soles were scuffed; the leather on the insteps was bright and bore mark-
ings like grass stains. For the rest, there were lisle stockings, a cotton
princess slip with a blue bow at the neck, a cheap combination under-
garment, and a corset, size 37, stamped with the name “Bon Ton” and
a serial number. Ben Levy, proprietor of Levy’s department store in
Douglas, was unable to identify any of the clothing as coming from his
stock. He pointed out that everything was new; the stockings showing
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creases from lying folded in the box. The corset appeared to be the only
help toward providing a clue: thc serial number might be traced. Cline
had his photograph taken holding up the clothing for inspection.

Ryan had been sent to Arizona as the representative of the People of
California to get the facts, and the facts were becoming extraordinarily
complicated. The “Avengers” letter fascinated him. Time and again he
read it, weighing every word. Two pages long, it was typed inexpertly:

June 18, 1926.
Mrs. Minnie Kennedy,
Angelus Temple,
Los Angeles, Cal.
Dear Madam:—

Exactly one month has clapsed since we grabbed Aimee McPherson
and now is the time for action. We nearly bungled it once, but we've
moved her to a safe place now and have doped out a plan of ransom
payment that is absolutely safe to us. You wont be able to trap us if
you act in bad faith, We doubt if you will attempt any funny business
though when you are convinced this is no hoax or Sunday school
picnic and that we really have your daughter. Do what you like with
this letter (we realize you got to use it to raise the dough) but the
next one must be kept absolutely to yourself and its instructions fol-
lowed exactly or there will be grave consequences to your daughter.

First, in order that you may know without doubt that Aimee is
alive and in our hands, we are enclosing a lock of her hair. We
tried to get answers to your silly questions but because she knows
about the half million ransom she wont answer them. Says she would
rather die than cripple the church to such an extent. But before she
knew what it was all about we tricked her into a couple fool answers
something like ‘A woven wire one between two apple trees’ and the
hound was black and named Gyp. She shut up then realizing what
we were after but if you insist a lighted cigar against a bare foot often
gets results. Her middle right hand finger has a scar on it you ought
to recognize, suppose we chop it off and send it along to kill your
doubts? Weve got her alright and trust by now youll believe it and
know that we mean business. She has been taken good care of by
a woman who has been with her constantly, an ex-nurse who knows
her business. She is suffering with hysteria and the heat and is pretty
weak but physically and mentally theres nothing wrong with her that
wont mend soon once shes home, But though we’ve treated her re-
spectfully in fairness to her position and value to us, what the future
holds for her is entirely up to you. Our alternative is to sell her to old
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Felipe of Mexico City. We are sick and tired of her infernal preach-
ing, she spouts scripture in answer to everything.

We took her for two reasons—: First To wreck that damned Temple
and second: to collect a tidy half million. We have held her for a
month during which time her name and standing have been just
about ruined. We had to fight hard to kill that ‘drowning’ idea of
yours but a little palm-oil brought forth plenty reports of her being
seen all over the place and the newspaper hounds were only too
anxious to play it up. They seem to have an axe to grind too and sure
helped us grand. You’ve taken some of our girls Damn you, and
given us many a jolt, but guess we are square now eh?

Now as to the ransom. We've been stumped for a method of
collecting that would be safe, because you spilled it to the police
before, 1ts plain no ordinary methods will work with you, so weve
sure doped out a corker, and while it has taken time and delayed things
a bit it is apple pie for us. You got a week to raise the money, and
on June 25th you will get the final letter with the instructions how
to proceed to get the money into our hands and how to get your
darling daughter into your hands.

It might interest you to know just what happened on the beach a
month ago today. Well we had inside workers who kept us informed
as to her whereabouts, and that day she went to the beach looked
like our chance. We watched until she was alone, then a man and
woman stepped up to her with a heart-breaking tale of a deathly
sick baby in a car across the street, and that Mother Kennedy had
sent them down to the beach to find Aimee and ask her to pray for
the kid. She kicked and insisted on going to the hotel to dress first
but the argument of dying kid together with the use of a long coat
the woman carried persuaded her to come as she was. When she got
into the car to pray for the imaginary kid, a quick shove, a gag with
some dope on it and a couple of blankets thrown over her, and away
we went. Simple, wasnt it?

Now get busy. Have the $500,000 ready in big bills. Watch for the
final letter of instructions which will reach you next Friday. That
letter you must keep absolutely confidential but you will alright
when you read it. Follow the instructions exactly and on that same
night you will have your Aimee back and we’ll have the dough. If
anything slips Felipe gets her,

Till Friday,
THE AVENGERS

This prolix missive, with the account of the beach events laboriously
appended, seemed odd to Ryan; criminals usually avoid strewing clues
wholesale or wasting words in their desperate communications. Some
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phrases—*grave consequences,” “in fairness to her position,” “her name
and standing,” “absolutcly confidential’~—and the occasional imitative
snatches of slang sounded like no thieves’ lingo he had ever heard
around city jail. The reference to a previous demand for $500,000 sent
and received, the statement that the prisoner would be released Friday,
the McKinley quesnons answered (these questions, like all the anterior
events mentioned in the letter, had been publnshed in the newspapers) —
sentence by sentence Ryan picked the note to pieces and laid the frag-
mented bits beside the narrative Mrs. McPherson had told to the news-
papers and to him. That bit about “Mother Kennedy had sent them down
to the beach to find Aimee”—what was it Mrs. McPherson had inter-
jected at this point in her statement to Cline, when she turned to Mrs.
Kennedy with an aside? “Mother”—that was it—*“you have always told
me that they should always bring a card with your signature, and I
should always ask for it; if I had, it would have been all right.” Was
this an allusion to something long understood between the two women—
or was it perhaps a cue? . . . Ryan grew excited as he reflected. “A
heart-breaking tale of a deathly sick baby” . . . “would rather die than
cripple the church to that extent” . . . He scemed to detect a familiar
rhetoric. Or did he?

Papa Cline counseled the young man to kecp an open mind; there was
still a lot they didn’t know.

“Why,” asked the experienced crime analyst, “should a woman in
Mrs. McPherson’s position say she was kidnaped if she wasn’t? What
could she gain by it? How long could she make her story stand up?
The supposition is fantastic.”

“Well, I'll ask you a question,” parried Joe. “You saw those shoes, the
grass stains on the instep. I ask—what is so rare as a blade of grass on
the desert in June?”

Belief and Disbelief

Ryan and Cline had come back to the hospital after examining the
clothing in time to witness Mrs. McPherson holding court for the news-

reel cameras on the front lawn; she insisted they get in the picture. The
D
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newsreels of those days were silent, and there was much movement.
Aimee emerged from the hospital wearing a gray silk dress and white
shoes and stockings (clothing brought by her mother) and walked slowly
to a wicker chair placed before the cameras. She smiled wanly and
waved to the cheering crowd; it was explained that these were her first
steps out of bed. (The nurse, a few minutes before, had entered on her
medical chart: temperature 99, pulse 118, respiration 20.) Aimee as-
sumed affectionate poses with Mother Kennedy and the children ‘and
spoke a few words in pantomime. Then she stood up and collapsed in
a faint. Police Officer Gordon Newman earned supporting-role billing
by gathering her in his arms while the newsreels cranked and carrying
her into the hospital, where she was put back to bed.

Mother supplied a patter of comment for the newspapers. “I can’t
help but feel our years of hard work will be hurt as a result of what has
happened,” she said. “We were always so careful and conservative. It
is so unfortunate it had to be Sister. If I had been at the beach, this
would never have happened!”

“I can’t realize it,” she told another interviewer. “The shock just
numbed me. It was like a blow that knocks a person down; it scemed a
dream, just like she was resurrected from the dead. [Mother. Kennedy
accepted her imagery readily from her word-resplendent daughter.] Here
is Sister a wreck! She will probably never be the same!”

Minnie’s first move was to get her talkative daughter into her cus-
tody, in a suite at the Gadsden Hotel. Aimee joined her family there
in the afternoon, explaining that the turmoil she caused at the hospital
was unfair to the patients. Also, reporters could be excluded from the
suite.

In high spirits, she headed her own search into the desert for clues
to her trail of flight. Cline and Ryan accompanied her, as well as a posse
of police and newspapermen. They crossed into Agua Prieta, and Aimee
insisted on first visiting the Gonzales house; where she graciously thanked
the good Theresa for her kindly ministrations; the good Ramon was
tending bar, so Aimee could not thank him. Then they drove, by easy
stages and frequent halts, to investigate the terrain toward Niggerhead
Mountain. The feeling was friendly all around; Ryan got out 2t one point
to have his photograph taken with a Brahma bull which he misnamed a
yak, but the bull proved camera-shy.

Aimee recognized the gullies around the slaughterhouse and pointed
out familiar objects as far as the garita, where footprints matching her
shoes led eastward a short distance, crossed the road, and went back
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toward Agua Prieta toward the point where the automobile turned
around. Beyond the footprints she could recognize no landmark except
Niggerhcad Mountain in the distance. Driving to that elevation, the
party was overtaken by dusk, and as the moon rose Aimee wandered
vaguely over the lower slopes of the mountain endeavoring to identify
some feature in the bleak landscape which she said she had traversed
in the same moonlight forty-eight hours before. The flinty monotony of
hill and arroyo meant nothing to her. She confessed candidly to Ryan,
“It all looks alike to me.”

On her return to Douglas she thought she might be able to trace the
cabin in the morning, but frankly she wasn’t sure of anything,

“I have been wondering,” she mused, “if that house into which my
captors took me last could have been a camping outfit of light canvas
or. wood?”

A reporter handed her a piece of burlap. She shook her head.

“No, it couldn’t have been that. I can see through this, but I couldn’t
see through the walls of that house.”

Yans were laid to start out again at 4 a.m. Mother Kennedy had re-
turned from an independent but equally fruitless search of the desert,
on which she took Rolf; the boy showed tremendous enthusiasm for the
game of shack hunting.

The next day, Friday, Aimee made three exploratory trips. The first,
in the company of Ryan, Cline, her mother, Cross, and Mexican police
officials, was on the American side as far as the San Bernardino Ranch,
sixteen miles cast of Agua Prieta. There she was shown two huts; she
could identify ncither.

The party then returned to Douglas and crossed into Mexico, where
they covered an area of thirty-five square miles, east and southeast of
Agua Pricta. Aimee could recognize none of the scenery, and although
she was shown a number of crude shelters, both inside and outside the
critical triangle, no adobe shack with a wooden floor was found. At
the outset of this trip she had offered to demonstrate that she could walk
twenty miles without water and suffer no harmful effects, but reporters
maliciously observed that after three-quarters of an hour of desert heat
~—although she left the car and walked only a few yards now and then—
she reached for the canteen. Mother Kennedy several times ostentatiously
scuffed her white shoes in the dust to show they were not soiled.

At noon the party returned to Agua Pricta for lunch, Cross, the desert
tracker, suggested that possibly Mrs. McPherson was confused in her



84 THE VANISHING EVANGELIST

directions. He had examined every foot of ground over which she was
supposed to have walked around Niggerhead. The country was rolling,
with outcroppings of flat rocks and earth baked hard as cement, on
which no tracks would appear; but in between were little gulches, or
washes, with sandy soil at the bottom into which a person’s foot would
sink and leave tracks visible for several days, unless the wind obliterated
them. No such tracks were found, he said. As for the shack: “I do not
know of an adobe house such as the one described by Mrs. McPherson
within a hundred and fifty miles of Agua Pricta, and I know every house
in this vast area.”

Pedro Demandivo, chief of the Mexican border patrol, said he did not
expect to find such a cabin as Mrs. McPherson described. Probably, he
said with courteous shrug, she was too hysterical to note the cabin care-
fully. Anyway, he had sent out his men looking for the kidnapers, on the
orders of Presidentc Boubion, within one hour after the evangelist’s
identity became known; they searched all Wednesday and Thursday.
“These men know every foot of ground within fifty miles,” said the chief,
“and none of them knows such a cabin. If one did exist, we would know
about it within two days after it was built.”

And Antonio Gabiondo, chief of the Mexican customs guards, was
scornful. “I have three sons and they all own large tracts of land around
Agua Prieta,” he said. “Almost all the land over which the search has
been conducted is owned by my family. Do you think that if such a shack
existed we would not know of it, we who have lived here all our lives?
It is a preposterous assumption!”

A woman reporter for the Los Angeles Examiner talked quietly with
Ramon Gonzales and was impressed by his intelligence and gallantry.
She asked him candidly whether he credited Mrs. McPherson’s story,
and he replied, through an intcrpreter, “I do not wish to say anything
against the lady, but I think the lady is a liar.”

Reporters questioned the nurses at the hospital. Nurse Shinn told
about Aimee’s nervousness, which the truant officer Cook also had
noted. “She was all right when she was talking,” said Nurse Shinn, “but
when she stopped talking she would close her eyes and twitch and jerk.”
Her rapid pulse just before she faced the newsreel cameras also was
mentioned. But her complexion, in the nurse’s opinion, was little affected.
And after she entered the hospital, except for a glass of lemonade she
did not drink anything or ask for water; in fact, the nurse particularly
noticed that no drinking water had been placed in the room half an hour
after Sister was admitted. As for the collapse that morning: “I know
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she fainted, or appeared to faint, but she came right out of it when we
got her inside, sat up and undressed.”

Upon her return to the hotel, Aimee was informed of the rising cloud
of doubt. She flushed with resentment,-and turning to the correspondents
trailing her, with Cline standing at one side, she read them a lecturc on
the ethics of their business. .

“I am a good woman,” she exclaimied in a voice pulsing with emo-
tion. “My heart and soul are tied up in Angelus Temple! There is noth-
ing in the world I wouldn’t do to stop these untrue and soul-searing ru-
mors!” She appealed to the reporters’ good sense. “Please tell me your
feeling about my story. Doesn’t it sound logical? Isn’t it a picture that
could be visualized only by someone actually passing through it and not
merely in imagination? Why, how in the world could I ever accomplish
such a thing as hatching this up? Isn’t it true that I am probably the best-
known woman in this country, after spending seventeen years campaign-
ing as an evangelist around it, and there is hardly a man or woman who
wouldn’t recognize me?” Trembling with anger, she threatened to “file
several libel suits” when she got back to Los Angeles.

“Before the God in Whom I have every faith and utter belief,”” she de-
claimed, “every word I have uttered about my kidnaping and escape is
true! If I have been unable to answer any question propounded by a
score of mewspapermen, detectives, attorneys, friends, even my own
mother, I have told them ‘I do not know’ or ‘I do not remember.” My
story is true! I have permitted every reporter to ask any question and
where I knew the answer, I gave it!”

At about 3 o’clock that afternoon, Sister set out a third time with
Ryan, Cline, her mother, and the usual entourage of reporters and police-
men. They traveled along the road from Agua Pricta clear to Cenesas
Ranch to explore another possibility. During the carly hours of her
flight, Aimee said, she headed toward Niggerhead Mountain; after she
came to a road, she turned left on it, putting the mountain behind her,
and followed this road until the lights of Agua Prieta came into view.
Hence, if she was facing Niggerhead until she struck the road, she must
have been walking northward from somewhere in the vicinity of the
Cenesas Ranch during the first stage of her escape. The distance from
Cenesas to Niggerhead and thence westward to Agua Prieta was about
twenty miles, the distance it was estimated she covered in her fourteen
hours of wandering.

This expedition, however, proved fruitless like the others; no shack
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meeting her specifications was found around Cenesas, no tracks or other
clucs, and she returned to the hotel at about 8 o’clock visibly dejected.

A few minutes later, Ryan, entering the Gadsden, met her jubilantly
waving a sketch that had just been brought in by Leslie Gatliff, a Douglas
policeman, and Constable O. E. Ash.

“They have found the shack!” Aimee cried.

“God bless them,” echoed Ryan, “if they have!”

“Oh, I hope and pray,” continued Aimee, “that they may be right! Oh,
if only they are!”

This shack, closer examination was to reveal, was not the one de-
manded by Sister’s occasion. Situated south of the Cenesas Ranch, it
had four rooms, a galvanized iron roof, and a dirt floor jointly tenanted
by chickens and Mexican children.

But what Ash, Gatliff, Deputy United States Marshal T, F. Sims and
the Douglas newspaperman Henry had found in a private exploration,
and was of far greater moment, was a trail of footprints seemingly made
by a woman’s number 5 or 514 shoes on the west (Agua Prieta) side
of the Gallardo fence, about three miles north of Cenesas Ranch. These
tracks, discernible in the sandy bottom of the gullies, would disappear
on hard ground, then rcappear in a wash farther along. They pointed
toward Niggerhead. They straggled along about three hundred yards,
then ceased altogether. Sims estimated they were two or three days old.

The Southern Pacific’s Golden State Limited pulled out of Douglas at
9:13 Friday evening with Aimee Semple McPherson an additional oc-
cupant of the special press car. Just beforc entraining she posted a $500
reward for finding the prison shack, a gesture the Los Angeles Examiner
immediately topped with the offer of $10,000 for capture of the kidnapers
and another $1000 for locating the shack. Police Chief Bowden of
Douglas deplored these rewards; they were bound to set off a rash of
identifications, he felt. Not that he doubted Mrs. McPherson’s story, he
made plain. On the contrary, he believed it “because I don’t see how
any woman could create such a startling sequence of events in her
mind.”

Two thousand persons congregated at the station to bid the Temple
party good-by. Aimee was sprightly in a light gray dress and brown hat,
with corsage of sweet peas and rosebuds. Mother Kennedy had put off
her usual white silk for a black and white traveling suit. Both women,
and Roberta, too, carried huge bouquets, the gifts of local admirers. In
an automobile behind this flowery femininity rode Cline and Ryan, say-
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ing nothing except that as far as the Los Angeles police were concerned
the hunt for the shack was ended.

Eight railroad detectives surrounded Aimee’s automobile and herded
the crowd away from the steps of the Pullman; there had been rumors
of threats against her life. From the rear platform Aimee turned her
smile upon the throng and in the voice known for its tingling rasp and
throb thanked them superbly for their many kindnesses, promising that
she would build a church in their city, a choice of building sites having
been offered already. She introduced her mother and her children, and
then Ryan and Cline, telling the applauding townsfolk that they had
been “simply wonderful.” Then she led the singing of a hymn, read a
Bible passage, and prayed until the train pulled out.

“Oh, Douglas, God bless you!” was her farewell as she leaned over
the car railing, clasping the crimson roses that were the town’s last tribute.
Behind the receding crowd she saw the lights of Agua Prieta, those friendly
beacons that had guided her out of darkness to the gate through which
she rc-entered life. Not until weeks later did she realize that those
friendly beacons were the glare of Agua Prieta’s cabarets, barrooms, and
dance halls,

The summer had been very dry around Douglas. The day after
Aimee departed, rain fell in torrents, and all traces in the desert were
obliterated.

Entry into Jerusalem

Disenchantment had no place along the right-of-way of the Golden
State Limited chugging through the night. At every stop, crowds pressed
around Sister’s car, clamoring to sce her. When the train halted at Bisbce
Junction, twenty miles from Douglas, she was already fast asleep. But
she was told that a crowd was waiting, and in three minutcs was dressed
and out on the platform, giving her audience the joy of her radiant pres-
ence. By snatches through the night, she slept. At 1:10 a.m., when the
train pulled into Tucson, she was awakened by Captain Cline.

“Are some of my people here?” she responded cagerly, Cline asked
ker to dress and step into the car.

There B. P. Greenwood, a building inspector of Tucson, was waiting.
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Cline asked whether he recognized the evangelist. Greenwood, a cau-
tious man with a strong sense of probity, studied her, then asked her to
walk along the car aisle. Aimee complied. Could Greenwood identify
her? Cline asked again.

Well, replied the inspector, she certainly looked like a woman he
had given a ride to, on the Tucson-Douglas road, last Sunday, and also
like a woman he saw on the street in Tucson four weeks previously.

“If it wasn’t Mrs. McPherson,” he concluded, “she was close enough
like her to be her twin sister.”

Aimee was flabbergasted. She had never been in Tucson in her life,
she protested, except to pass through in a train. She reminded Green-
wood of the element of uncertainty that hovers over all identifications.
When he refused to change his opinion, she appealed to his chivalry.

“You must realize,” she said, clasping and unclasping her hands, “that
I am fighting for my life!” '

Greenwood was unshaken. What clinched it, he said, was her thick
ankles. He recognized them.

Instantly Aimee ceased to fight for her life and rallied to the defense
of her ankles. “That is preposterous!” she gasped. “My ankles are not
thick!” And an hour after the train had left Tucson she was still telling
the newspapermen and women how absurd such an allegation was, as
they could see for themselves. The reporters, who wished she would go
away and let them sleep, thought the identification well founded; among
themselves they said Aimee’s ankles were heavy, some even maintaining
she had barrel legs, which in an era of short skirts was a blemish quickly
noticed. :

At the next halt, Maricopa Junction, at 3:24 a.m., a crowd was wait-
ing, but Aimee did not appear. But at Yuma, in the morning, where the
train halted eighteen minutes, she accepted a frantic ovation from a
crowd that struggled hysterically to touch her hands or clothing.

“Praisc the Lord,” she shouted with an all-cmbracing smile, “the
hour of resurrection has come!”

At Colton, near San Bernardino, five thousand persons scrambled to
get close to the car while she spoke over the radio, hooked up to every
station in Los Angeles and many up and down the coast. For radio
listeners the last vestige of doubt as to her identity was dispelled when
she stepped to the microphone and announced briskly, “This is Aimee
Semple McPherson, of Angelus Temple, Los Angcles, California.”

A roar went up from.the crowd. She shouted back, “Praise the Lord!
God bless you all! I am just bubbling over with joy!”
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A telegram was handed to her. It was from Douglas and said the
shack had been found. (This was a ncw development and a new candi-
date shack.)

“Praise the Lord!” she screamed again and read the message to the
crowd. “Oh, dear friends, it was bad cnough to go through the ordeal,
but to have your word doubted is worse! There couldn’t be any thinking
person who would think for a minute that these stories doubting the re-
port of my kidnaping are true. How many in this crowd belicve my story?
Those who do, raise your hands!”

A forest of arms shot up.

Emotionally she prayed for “all the police officers who have stood by
me so loyally,” and asked forgiveness for her kidnapers. “Dear Lord,
ever bless these wicked people who have caused these things to happen
and bring them to repentance. Oh, this is a glorious day!”

Then the train sped on, with cameramen, reporters, crowds and hal-
lelujahs and waving of flags marking every mile of the triumphal route.
At Shorb Station, hysterical welcomers rushed her car, and Ryan, Cline,
and the reporters caught every word when the slender, alert evangelist,
who looked surprisingly tiny beside her burly railroad guards, announced
her plans for a round-the-world speaking tour:

It won’t be a vacation. The world has been hearing about me for
a month, reading a great many things that were not true. I feel that
if I go myself and meet these people, talk to them, they will know
I am just a woman who has been led by God’s providence through a
terrible experience, and who is still devoting her whole life and soul
to the work.

In Los Angeles, railroad officials had prepared for a crowd at the
station that might, it was thought, exceed the twenty-five thousand who
had welcomed Sister home from the Holy Land in May. Every precau-
tion for safety was taken. Besides the guards on the train, a pilot engine
preceded her locomotive. Aimee, it was believed, would be too weak to
address a crowd. But by 1 p.m. a thousand persons were on hand and the
street was cleared of automobile traffic. At 1:30 four thousand were
gathered, and the multitude swelled by the minute. Thousands of Four-
square Gospelers arrived in chartered buses. Sixty policemen formed
a cordon around the siding where Sister’s car was to be shunted. Bat-
talions of firemen, assisted by a dozen cowboys from the Temple’s
mounted posse, regulated the throng, which by 2:45 numbered fifty
thousand, packing the pavements for two blocks around. For aDIPile
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along the track approaching the station, rooftops and fences were black
with spectators.

Twenty minutes before train time, the crowd grew overwrought with
anticipation, men and women laughing, weeping, praying. The friendli-
ness in the air was electric; scoffers were in a minority, or sagely were
keeping silent. “Aimee!” was on everyone’s lips. Venders wormed in and
out peddling ice cream and little American flags. Cameras appeared
everywhere.

When the train came into sight, bells, horns, and sirens mingled with
the human roar. Several hundred Temple members, drawn up inside the
train yard as an honor guard, fluttered gold and yellow banners. The
Angelus Temple band and choir struck up “Wonderful Savior.” The
train halted: Aimee’s Pullman was detached and slowly shunted into
position. When Aimee appcared on the platform, a shout went up and
the throng surged forward, pushing over an iron fence. “Aimee! Aimee!”
screamed thousands. A man running beside the car made a flying leap
to grasp her hand, missed, and barely saved himself by clutching the
handrail.

“God bless you!” cried the startled evangelist. “Please don’t get your-
self killed just to see me! Come up to the Temple any night, I'll always
be there!”

Standing beside her daughter, Mother Kennedy wept. “They love her
so!” Overhead an airplane droned, dropping roses. As the Pullman halted,
the Fire Department band blared “Praisc God from Whom All Blessings
Flow.”

Waving, shouting, excited, the Titian-haired preacher appeared worn
but glowing. Her costume was a gray georgette crepe with a green and
white knotted tie, gray stockings, and low black shoes. First to greet
her was Emma Schaffer, garbed in white, toying nervously with a bou-
quet. They kissed tenderly; Emma seemed on the point of bursting into
tears. Next in line was a fire captain who pinned on Sister a gold badge
cmblematic of her rank as honorary chief. A delegation of firemen
handed her an armful of American Beauty roses. Several times she tried
to speak, but cheers overpowercd her voice. Finally she held up her
hand in a gesture for silence, and the crowd around the car hushed;
farther off they kept cheering.

“I am so, so happy!” she yelled. “This wonderful demonstration! God
be praised! I have never had people look so good to me as you do! You
are wonderful! God bless you all! Everybody has been wonderful to me!
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1 want to thank everyone—the police officers and the firemen and God,
from Whom all blessings flow!”

Standing just inside the car door, the fat Pullman conductor rocked
from side to side and wheezed “Hallelujah!”

Aimee drew Captain Clinc forward. “Captain Cline has been wonder-
ful!” she told the crowd. “He has helped me. I want you all to know_it,
and I wish to thank him!” Cline bowed and smiled.

Clasping Ryan’s elbow she edged him into view. “He also has been
wonderful!” she cried. “He has been a rock to which to cling!” Ryan
bowed to the applause. “I wish to thank him, and I wish to thank the
newspaper men and women. They, too, were kind to me! They have my
gratitude! Praise the Lord! Everyone now— Praise the Lord!”

The response boomed back: “Praise the Lord!”

Sister was ceremoniously enthroned in a high-backed wicker chair
laced with red roses and carnations. Four stalwart firemen lifted this
sedia gestatoria to their shoulders and bore her along an aisle formed
by members of her Pasadena and Long Beach churches; her disciples,
carrying Bibles and waving flags, strewed flowers in her path. Behind
the leader came Emma, then Mother Kennedy and the children, Brother
Arthur, representatives of the Temple departments, and the two pulpit
substitutes, Argue and Shreve. The delirious crowd almost overwhelmed
the chair, clutching at Sister’s dress and snatching the blossoms; rose
petals stuck like beauty patches on the sweating faces of her bear-
ers.

At last Aimee stepped into her automobile, covered with flowers, fol-
lowed by Mother Kennedy, Roberta, and Rolf, and the parade to Angelus
Temple got under way. North on Central Avenue to Fourth Street, to
San Pedro, to Aliso, to Los Angeles Street; into the Plaza district, where
the Chinese and Mexicans set off firecrackers and other noise-makers
in her honor (the first branch of the Temple she established was in the
Plaza quarter); past denscly packed sidewalks into Sunset Boulevard and
westward to Echo Park. More than one hundred thousand onlookers
viewed the procession, many of them just curious, some scornful, but
most of them enthusiastic well-wishers. Inside Angelus Temple five thou-
sand persons were waiting, whilc another five thousand stood outside
Sister’s home. With difficulty forty policemen opened a path from the
car to the front door; and thirty-ninc days almost to the hour after she
vanished in the ocean, Aimee stepped tremulously across her threshold.
The time was 3:15 p.m.
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The crowd called for her, and in a moment the French window of her
upstairs bedroom parted, and Sister stepped on the balcony.

“Oh, Ilove you so much!” she gasped in a voice husky with repressed
tears. “I am so glad to be back! My voice is still a little weak and I need
rest and food, but I can’t resist your appeal.”

She read a Bible verse, then asked, “How many have been faithful
and believed through all this?” A sea of hands appeared. “Praise the
Lord! God bless you!” she breathed thankfully. “I have come back to
you—I know you will not let them take me away again!” She swayed,
caught hersclf, and called, “I'll be with you in the Temple in just a few
minutes!” Two policemen supported her tenderly back to the arms of
her mother and the window closed.

Sister did not keep her people waiting. Ten minutes later she entered
the Temple, carrying the customary sheaf of red roses in her arms, and
strode down the ramp to the platform. The audience of nearly six thou-
sand stood and cheered, shouted, stamped, screcamed hallelujahs. She
led the singing of “Old Hundred,” then fell on her knecs beside the micro-
phone and offered a prayer of thanksgiving. After more singing, she told
cverybody, “Turn to your neighbor and say, ‘Happy day!” ” Then came
the great moment when she recounted for her own people her harrow-
ing experience.

The narrative was the same as that given to the newspapers, but now
it was acted out with drama, humor, and pathos. The comical embarrass-
ment of the Douglas truant officer who smelled her breath for liquor was
good for the mimicry at which she excelled; she demonstrated how he
paced up and down beside her bed, getting up courage to ask her to blow
in his face.

“ “Well, that’s that!”” she quoted him as saying. “ ‘Whatever they say,
they can’t accuse you of that!” ” The audience howled.

She ridiculed the rumors spun about her disappearance and her re-
turn. She poured vials of sarcasm on the Tucson building inspector, and
told how reluctant even the Douglas police were to accept her identity
because she had been falsely reported in so many places. “ ‘Are you
really Aimee? ” she gasped as she said they gasped; then she commented
with smiling resignation, “I guess I'll be ‘Aimee’ from now on!”

At the close she asked how many present believed her story. Almost
cvery hand went up.

Other auditors had to be satisfied. Just after 5 p.m., Sister emerged
alone from her home and got into a car with Cline and Ryan; she was
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wearing a heavy coat with a large hat pulled down over her face, and
she appeared exhausted. The car drove out to Ocean Park beach. At
Washington and Rimpau Streets she asked the driver to stop while she
bought the evening newspapers flaunting pictures and headlines of her
triumphal entry into the city. The newspapers’ account of the reported
discovery of the captivity shack (about which she had received the tele-
gram on the train) specially interested her. The shack was said to have
been found by the Douglas newspaperman Henry and Constable Ash.

“The windows of the cabin were barred,” Ash was reported as say-
ing. “One window showed evidence that it had been broken. The cans
of which Mrs. McPherson spoke were found inside, and the one on
which she said she cut the ropes with which she was tied is believed to
have been a forty-gallon drum. The bonds were not found, however.”
Photographs were said to be on the way to Los Angeles.

“Just as soon as you receive those photographs, let me know, Captain
Cline,” Aimee said. “I want to see if I can identify them.”

Noticing a statement that her clothing was not damaged during her
desert trip, she appealed sincerely to the detective. “You know, if I had
been a bad woman and had some motive, I would have faked this thing,
wouldn’t I? I would have walked through the brush and rolled down on
the ground and torn my dress and scuffed up my shoes. That would have
been the thing to do if one was faking, wouldn’t it?”

Cline nodded and said nothing.

A cold fog hung over the descrted beach when they pulled up in front
of the Ocean View Hotel. In the doorway stood a news photographer.
“Don’t notice me,” Aimee told him brusquely, as she led Ryan and Cline
over her route stage by stage. Her movements were never hesitant, there
was no reluctance, her gestures were prompt and vigorous. She walked
across the sand about halfway to the water, sat down, motioned Ryan and
Cline to sit beside her, and spoke earnestly for several minutes. Then
she arose and walked toward Lick Pier, gesturing and explaining.

Suddenly a woman screamed, “There’s Aimee!” Immediately people
came running, from the houses, the shops, from side streets; in a few
minutes two thousand spectators were crowding around. Aimee con-
tinued her description of the kidnaping with animation in their midst.

“The man stood about here,” she said, “and the woman [she reached
out and pulled an onlooker out of the crowd] about here. It was here they
placed the coat over me. The coat was too large for me. I could feel the
sleeves dragging down—you know how that feels.”

Ryan and Cline were surprised when she led them to where the kid-
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napers’ car was parked. The location was in front of 22 Navy Street,
two blocks from the hotel, about a hundred feet inland from the prom-
enade, on the south side of the street, in front of an occupied beach cot-
tage with a veranda. Houses were all around. In Douglas she had said the
car was parked beside Lick Pier—in an area that turned out to be a no-
parking zone.

A man introduced himself as in charge of the lifeguards who tried to
recover her body. Aimee shook hands and thanked him fervently: “May
God bless you!” Then she returned to the hotel and with Cline and
Ryan drove back to the Temple. As the car pulled away, people were
still sticking their heads inside and endeavoring to touch her.

Reporters noted throughout the day that she showed the effects of
an ordeal. Her voice lacked vibrancy and power, although it could still
fill the Temple; her face was lined, and frequently she seemed harassed
and fretful. But there was no want of assurance in her manner.

Thoughtful observers, catching their breath after the torrential emo-
tionalism unloosed by her joyful reappearance, wondered, that evening,
at the ambiguous pledge given by Captain Cline, the city’s chief of de-
tectives, to conduct an investigation “that will be fair to everybody.” This
seemed a surprisingly restrained statement from a police officer on the
trail of a gang of kidnapers. Also thought-provoking was the two-edged
encomium bestowed by Judge Hardy on the Los Angeles Examiner for
its offer of rewards for apprehending Sister’s abductors and locating the
kidnap shack. “The public wants the truth, and I think they will get it
now,” said the judge. “If left to the law-enforcement agents alone, I am
afraid the truth might not come out.”

That Saturday evening Aimee repeated her story to another overflow
audience in the Temple, with the same effectiveness. District Attorney
Keyes instructed his deputy, Ryan, that he desired a meticulous report,
with Cline on hand—not at his office, but in the privacy of his home,
secure against the obtrusion of meddlesome reporters—on Sunday
night.
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Strike the Lyre!

The Sunday newspapers carried columns of description of Sister Mc~
Pherson’s recapture of the city and center of her evangelistic influence.
No Hollywood premiere, costing thousands of dollars, cver received one-
tenth as much attention. The imprimatur of sheer bigness was stamped
by M. F. McCarthy, Southern Pacific special agent in charge of the se~
curity precautions at the railroad station; the reception, he said, outdid
anything known in Los Angcles, including the visits of President Wilson,
former President Taft, and King Albert of the Belgians. The police could
recall no equal turnout of people in the streets.

Aimee did not appear at the morning service in the Temple, although
thousands waited for hours; it was explained that she was saving her
strength for the afternoon and evening, after passing a fairly restful night.
Brother Argue dispensed the morning message, cracking ministerial
jokes and disdainfully dismissing the rumors that were again filling the
city.

Y‘We here at Angelus Temple know our Sister is back, and that’s suf-
ficient for us,” he cried. “We know the joke is not on us, and it is not on
Sister McPherson!”

At the afternoon service the city’s reporters and news photographers
gathered in phalanxes. Six thousand devout adherents jammed the build-
ing, and ten minutes after Mother Kennedy opened the divine office,
Sister made a dramatic entrance with Roberta and Rolf on her arms. The
congregation stood and applauded minute after minute.

Her appearance had improved, although subtly she seemed changed
from her pre-disappearance presence. She was thinner. In face, however,
she looked ten years younger overnight; tell-tale lines of strain and fatigue
had been eradicated—by the beauty specialist, she confided with a smile
that seemed to embrace each person individually, “so I might look my
old self again for you.” Instead of her customary roses, she wore a corsage
of lilies-of-the-valley.

Energetically she took charge of making room for some small fraction
of the throng standing hopefully in the kot sun outside; she requested
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Temple workers to give up their seats, and marshaled standees until
seventy-five hundred were crushed in the space designed to hold fifty-
four hundred. In the Bible School next door sat fiftcen hundred more,
listening to loudspeakers, while several thousands lingered on the pave-
ment behind police ropes.

During the opening hymns Sister sat idolized, enshrined in her pulpit
chair under a canopy of flowers. At intervals girls brought glasses of
orange juice, which she drank thirstily; once she closed her eyes and
seemed about to faint, but she looked up and smiled brightly when one
of the girls approached, while seventy-five hundred pairs of eyes focused
on her solicitously.

Her sermon was “The Conquering Host,” and to her followers it
sounded a call to man the battlements against hellish dangers. From
the opening words, the reporters sensed she was pouring her immense
forensic powers into a studied effort: the burden was like an impas-
sioned appeal to a jury. Point by point she buttressed her tale of ab-
duction and escape with plausibilities; point by point she tore into the
innuendoes and falsities she credited to her critics and to those others
who, without malice, simply refused to believe, and stcp by step she
swept her auditors resistlessly toward the foreordained conclusion: “My
story is true!”

“I think perhaps it would be unwise to give a lengthy sermon this
afternoon,” she started huskily; “not until I get a few more beefsteaks
inside of me—I haven’t had any yet—nothing but orange juice. I find
my breath a little short. I am not sick, I am just weak from loss of sleep
and worry.”

The congregation stirred sympathetically.

Striking poses obligingly for the photographers, she thanked the press
for its coverage of her welcome home. There was a time, she said, when
she feared adverse publicity. “But that’s all over now. We ate alive from
the dead! The work is going on! Praise [flashlights boom] the Lord!”

Comparing herself to Job and to Danicl, who were betrayed by false
witnesses, she shouted, “Daniel was saved from the lions’ den, but not
from the lyin’ tongues! There’s a lot like that going on today! It’s bad
enough to be kidnaped without having lions roaring at you! Daniel was
surrounded by lions—the lion of unbelief—the lion of persecution—the
lion of opposition, slander, falsehood! The Devil has lots of lions—either
way you spell it!” :

To satisfy doubters who believed it was impossible to walk twenty
miles across a desert without suffering sunburn, Sister showed how she
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shielded her face from the sun by pulling her skirt over her head to form
a sunbonnet, “just like we do in Canada”—a precaution which she could
not have taken decently, even alone in the wilderness, but for the fact
that “I had been furnished with a long slip.”

As for stories about her garments’ being undamaged, her shoes not
scratched by cactus and thorns, she pointed out that desert cactus grows
in clumps, and it is a simple matter for a person to step between the
plants and avoid catclaw. She dramatized how she fell in the road, how
she vainly called for help, how ominous sounds in the darkness terrified
her. Her tongue became swollen, she said, her lips cracked, she was
tormented by thirst. Why, she went on, this whole business—her kid-
naping and the scandals circulated during her absence and since her re-
turn—was a plot hatched by the Devil, not to extort dollars, but to wreck
Angelus Temple.

“For three years there has been a great revival. Theusands have found
their way to Jesus. You have seen big, strong men stumbling down the
aisles. The Devil had lost his grip—just standing there, pulling his mus-
tache (if he has one) and saying, ‘What am I going to do to stop this
revival? If I was the Devil, I would sure put on my thinking cap to see
how to stop this revival! He never could get into this church because we
loved each other too well and stood too closely together. So he finally
said, ‘If I can get hold of Sister McPherson, if I could just get her away,
the thing would crumble!” He said, ‘There she is, and I have caught her
alone—the secretary has gone to telephone.” He said there was a little
child sick and dying, and would the undershepherd come and pray.

“So the little shepherd covered her dripping swimming suit with a
coat. The little shepherd lifted up her foot and put it on the car. A
blanket is thrown over her—something is pressed to her face. Then the
Devil called all his wolves—and she is reported in sixteen different places
at once! Well, if they say they saw her in sixteen places, the more the
merrier! How many of you have ever been stopped on the street by a
stranger and asked, ‘Aren’t you so and so? I thought so—practically all
of you.,”

Pausing just long enough to let her hearers yell agreement, she hur-
ried on.

“Then came the wolves—the hounding pack—tongues lolling out, just
ready to lay hold on the sheep! ‘We’ve got her bound and gagged! We’re
going to stop this revival! We’ve got them on the run!? ”

Dramatizing, darting from side to side, she was all over the platform;
her audience sat fascinated.
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“I thought of those three others in that conquering host—Shadrach,
Meshach and Abed-nego. Those three Hebrew boys loved the Lord. The
Devil began to lay his plots against them. They were cast into a fiery
furnace and their shoes weren’t even scorchcd! I have becn in a fiery
furnace too! Daniel was delivered. Job was delivered. The three Hebrew
boys were delivered. And the same God that delivered them is the same
in this present year of the Lord! Hallelujah!”

Why, she demanded, should she run away and hide? “In all this sur-
mise about me there has never been one logical motive advanced to ex-
plain any voluntary disappearance on my part. There was absolutely
nothing that I wanted my followers would not give me gladly. I was a
queen in my kingdom, and I am not boasting.”

The audience were lifted out of their seats; they stood and shouted
for joy in the same place where just scven days before they had
mourned her as dead. Confident and smiling, Sister rode the gale, fresher,
more electric, more glowing, than when she stepped on the platform. The
waves of adulation beat on her thrillingly. Whatever the world might
say, the press could report that this jury was convinced; her people were
secure.

That evening, in fine form, in the again dangerously overcrowded audi-
torium, she repeated the performance. She assured her flock that she was
recuperating rapidly; she had eaten half a sandwich, she said, and drunk
a glass of orange juice that evening, her first solid food for many days.
The congregation murmured in sympathy.

The Reverend Bob Shuler, in crowdcd Trinity Church that evening,
picked up Aimee’s self-comparison with the Three Holy Children who
passed through flames without singcing. Well, he subjoined, when a
person can walk twenty miles in the desert without being sunburned,
that was either a miracle or—something else. Ryan and Cline he chal-
lenged to make “a real investigation,” and he categorically denied he
had ever said, anywhere, “the skids are being put under Angelus Tem-
ple.” When a woman, he went on, “can produce the mayor of the city,
the sherifl’s men, the fire department, the police department and fifty
thousand people to greet her,” why . . . And he discoursed darkly
about mob psychology. “Aimec Semple McPherson,” he warned sol-
emnly, “was born knowing all there is to know about mob psychology.”



RESURRECTION AND RIBALDRY 99

Clues and Misclues

The next morning (Monday) District Attorncy Keyes announced curtly
that his office was doing no investigating. He had received Ryan’s report,
and the deputy would be on loan temporarily to the police. The prose-
cutor declined smilingly to amplify this apparent kiss-off of a subject
that the whole town was arguing about, and caught the train for San
Francisco.

Promptly Monday morning Cline turned over the “Avengers” letter
to the United States Attorney’s office. Ryan, the press found out, was
endeavoring to trace Aimee’s corsct through the serial number, and
EVANGELIST’S CORSET VITAL CLUE made a newspaper headline calcu-
lated to induce any passer-by to delve for details.

In Douglas, Chief Bowden scotched all reports that he had ever said
the captivity shack had been found; that story was Constable Ash’s;
Bowden had no part in it. But a fresher, satisfactorily vague and exciting
rumor, to the effect that Mexican police had a “Steve” and a “Rose”
under surveillance in Nacazarra, Sonora, deflected attention from Bow-
den’s denials. This report said Mexican authorities would convoy the
undesirable pair to the border, where they would be picked up by United
States agents. Within a couple of days this lead also fizzled out. And day
after day the photographs of the shack supposed to have been located
by Constable Ash and a reporter failed to reach the police in Los Angcles.

Aimee spent Monday morning with Detective Captain Taylor in her
home, running through more than three thousand rogues’ gallery photo-
graphs in an attempt to identify her captors. She was unable to recognize
any face, although the photographs of herself and Taylor poring over
heaps of assorted miscreancy made excellent illustrations for the news-
papers. :

The persistency of the papers in alluding to “clues” to her “mystery”
nettled the pastor. Since her tale had been ratified by the votes of in-
numerable upraised hands, why did the press and the public remain
obtuse? Her people believed her; why shouldn’t everybody?

“Instead of making such an cxhaustive investigation of my story,” she
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suggested with asperity, “why don’t the officials make an investigation of
my possible enemies? The statement made a few weeks ago from a cer-
tain pastor’s pulpit that ‘the skids are under Angelus Temple’ might
casily be construed as a threat.”

The sinister inference was plain: Shuler had a hand in her abduction.

“Why should I disappear?” she went on. “To rest? I was not tired.
Amnesia? I never suffered from that. Publicity? That is absurd. Love?”
She laughcd. “The man I would marry hasn’t appeared on the scene as
yet, and Mr. McPherson would have to cash in before I ever marry
again; I do not believe in marrying with a previous husband alive.”
Verbally she sketched her ideal mate. “He must be tall—six fect or more
—good-looking—must be a preacher—a good and holy man—and he
must play the trombone.” Her fate was not at stake, certainly, she con-
tinued, but she was demanding a clean bill of health for the sake of her
children and her work. “My character has always been spotless. My life
has always been the church. I will not rest until I convince even the
doubters of the truth of my story in its every detail!”

Meanwhile, the work of the Temple would go forward under her di-
rection. Briskly she announced plans to construct a seven-story hotel
for Bible School students, with a penthouse home for herself on the
roof. Then she set out for an overnight rest at seaside Palos Verdes with
her mother and children. Just as she was stepping into her car, a
message arrived that Police Chief Sterling Oswalt of El Centro had “par-
tially identified” Sister as a woman who was found wandering in EI
Centro June 11. Aimee laughed scornfully. “Another of those wild
rumors! I have heard hundreds of them since I returned home, and I
suppose there will be many more!” She whirled away.

At the Temple, three hundred and fifty disciples gathered for an all-
night prayer and jubilec meeting conducted by Brother Arthur, assisted
by Brother Argue. At midnight the meeting was going strong.

Aimee’s luncheon guests at La Venta Inn at Palos Verdes on Tues-
day were—reporters. The luncheon was on the heavy side. “First square
meal I've had in more than a month,” she explained as she topped off
with two helpings of strawberry shortcake. Betraying increasing annoy-
ance at the rumors persistently circulating, she challenged her critics to
step up and accuse her in person.

“These blackening insinuations against my character must end! I chal-
lenge any person who thinks he or she is in possession of any scandal
about me to meet me face to face and tell me what he or she knows.
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Otherwise I shall take legal action to shut them up! I will not stand by
silently and see my character besmirched.”

Already two $100,000 libel suits were being drawn by her attorneys,
she intimated, although she would not name the partics under fire.

Mother Kennedy revealed she was hiring detectives to investigate
independently of the police. The solution of the crime, she predicted,
would be found “right here in Los Angeles. Rose and Steve were only
tools in this thing.” Reporters fancicd they heard an echo of Judge Hardy’s
expression of faint confidence in the law-enforcement powers.

Yet all was not acrimony during the sojourn by the sea. Aimee posed
for the cameras on a windswept cliff overlooking what one newspaper
caption termed “the kindly sea that did not claim her.”

“It is so long since I have seen the ocean! It thrills me!” said Aimee.
Barcfoot Rolf dogged her steps happily; Rolf adored his exciting mother.

No shack photographs reached Captain Cline that day or later, but
unknown to the watchful press a document of more than nominal im-
port did arrive in the city. It was addressed to District Attorney Keyes,
and was a confidential memorandum from Sheriff McDonald of Co-
chise County.

When he arrived at Calumet Hospital from Tombstone on June 23,
McDonald wrote, Mrs. McPherson was receiving callers, and it was im-
possible to get a complete and definite statement on account of the in-
terruptions:

I did, however, question her very carefully regarding the appearance
of her abductors, but could get nothing more definite than the fol-
lowing descriptions:

Number one, woman named Rose, age 40 to 43 years, weight 185
pounds, large arms, black bobbed hair, eyes dark brown, even teeth,
deep voice, businesslike.

Number two, man named Steve, broad shoulders, weight 200
pounds, height six feet, ruddy complexion, dark clothes.

Number three, name unknown, flat-chested, dark complexion, bushy
eyebrows, upper gold tooth, gray clothing.

I thought possibly that as Mrs. McPherson is a public speaker and
must have a considerable knowledge of English that she would be
very apt to remember their manners of speech and detect any slang
expressions or grammatical errors by her abductors. She could give
no information along this line. . . .

The day on which her hike was made was hot and she should have
perspired freely. She wore corsets which should have showed signs
of perspiration, yet I found no indications of excessive perspiration on
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her clothing. Furthermore, I cannot understand why she did not dis-
card the corsets. The heat would have made their presence known
to her and however excited she may have been it would seem she would
have thought of taking them off and throwing them away. . . .

I have helped revive people who had been exhausted on the desert
and have been near the point of cxhaustion myself. One symptom
is always present—INSANE CRAVING FOR WATER. [The sheriff
underlined his own capitals.] In no part of her story does water seem
to play an important part. In my opinion the first request from
Schansel at the slaughterhouse would have been for water,

Finally, the shack in which she was said to have been held captive
has never been found. . . . I have no desire to cast any reflections on
anyone, but my conclusions are that Mrs. McPherson’s story is not
borne out by the facts.

This letter Ryan added to his thickening dossier.

Just before noon the next day, which was Wednesday, Cline received
a telephone call at his office. Speaking rapidly, Minnie Kennedy told him
that Aimee and she were boarding the train for Arizona. She gave no
reason for the sudden departure. So far as Cline was concerned, the
women had a right to go anywhere they wished. But Ryan was furious;
Cechise County lies outside the jurisdiction of California authorities, and
just across the border lies Mexico.

Locked in a Pullman drawing room with the shades pulled down,
Aimee and Minnie slipped out of the Southern Pacific station where
four days before fifty thousand frenzied welcomers had cheered her.

At the same hour, in San Francisco, jovial Asa Keyes was telling
reporters, “Our office has dropped the case.”

Transmontane Thunder

At Angelus Temple nobody would admit that Sister was on the way back
to Douglas. All reporters learned was that Aimee had returned from a
horseback ride a few minutes beforc she and Minnie Kennedy departed
for the station; that they had been on the long-distance telephone, pre-
sumably to Douglas; and that Aimee appearcd jubilant. Reporters
boarded the train at way points after the word got out. Sister denied
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there was any mystery surrounding the trip; at the urging of friends in
Douglas, they were simply going back to have another look for the
shack. Several shacks had been spotted as likely possibilities, she as-
serted, but only she could identify the right one. She would cross the
border into Mexico and search, and she wanted no rctinue this time,
she added sharply.

“My only wish is that when I start across the linc again all the news-
papermen in the world don’t trail along. I'll be glad to announce it if I
find the shack. If I don’t, I'll announce that, too. I believe the shack will
be found some time, although this trip may not produce anything. I feel
the newspapers in Los Angeles have been very unfair to us.”

This was a sudden change toward the press.

At Douglas, although their approach had been well heralded, the
Temple leaders detrained at 7:30 Thursday morning before fewer than
a hundred gawking spectators, most of them depot loafers down to
watch the train come in. There were no hymns, no hallelujahs, no roses.
Reporters were present in force and in earnest, but Aimee elbowed past
them to the waiting car of the Reverend J. E. Howard, pastor of the
Baptist church, and closed the door with a bang. “I do not wish to be
molested,” she snapped.

The press men pounced on Mother Kennedy and queried her about
the “Avengers” ransom letter, which the United States prosccutor’s
office was hinting would cause a grand-jury inquiry. Minnic waved the
letter aside as inconsequential; she knew nothing about any “tampering”
with the stamps. When she first saw the letter, on June 21, it was opened
and there was no special-delivery stamp on the envelope, she was sure.
She didn’t hand the letter over to Captain Cline until Wednesday, June
23, because everything she had given him had immediately appeared
in the newspapers. As for the memorial service, it wouldn’t have made
any difference had she seen the letter sooner. Anyway, the Temple re-
ceived dozens of special-delivery letters every day, so why pick out this
one for special attention? Minnic smiled in deprecation: probably the
postal inspectors had it confused with some other special delivery. The
hair in the letter looked like Aimee’s, yes, but she couldn’t prove it.

“I Jooked everywhere in her room, on her combs and brushes, but 1
could find none of her hair,” Mother said. “If I had thought Aimee was
alive, wouldn’t I have waited and taken up the collection after she came
back? She could get ten dollars to our one any time.”

Aimee sat stiffly in Howard’s car until all other cars had left the sta-
tion. Even then she did not go directly to thc Gadsden Hotel, where
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Mother had reserved rooms, but drove around town for half an hour in
an attempt to clude rcporters and spectators. Unsuccessful in this, she
flatly refused to cross the border if any reporters followed her. How
could she concentrate, she said, with a lot of crazy reporters tagging
along asking fool questions? She was quite rude to the representatives of
the press whom she had praised fulsomely one week before. Finally she
relented to the point of permitting one reporter and one photographer to
accompany her, on the condition that they pool their material with those
left behind.

First stop in Agua Prieta was at the office of Presidente Boubion,
where Aimee was received courtcously and closeted with the mayor and
an interpreter for half an hour. Then the party moved into the desert
and cruised nearly ten hours, scouring over a hundred and sixty miles of
rough terrain. No cabin that Aimee could identify was found. She looked
over several possibilities, and partially identified two: one was a six-
room building on the Cenesas Ranch, half of it occupied by a Mexican
woman, four children, and twenty-four chickens; the second was a onc-
room shack on the Mills Ranch, on the United States side, with a beaten-
carth floor. ‘At both places Aimee demonstrated how she climbed
through the window. She also posed for photographs with her skirt
draped over her head. The sun was sweltering.

Before starting out, she announced she would drink nothing, but ob-
servers saw her help herself several times to the Thermos jug of ice
water in the car. Twice, at points more than twenty miles from Agua
Pricta, she offcred to walk back, just to show she could, but Mother and
others dissuaded her. Minnie plainly suffered from the heat. Several
times she remarked on the curious softness of the voices of the dwellers
in that enormous solitude. Empty the desert was of corroborating signs
to bolster Aimee’s story. Most of the time she seemed confused, unable
to identify any landmark more than three miles from Agua Prieta. Dur-
ing the brief halts of the caravan, she left the car and walked perhaps
half a mile altogether, and she returned to the hotel at 7 o’clock in the
cvening looking haggard.

Mother had announced they would remain two days, but shortly after
8 o’clock she canceled their train rescrvations tor Friday and they hur-
ried to the station to catch the Golden State Limited leaving at 9 p.m.
Aimee went directly into the sleeper without acknowledging the thin
crowd assembled beside the track. There were no railroad guards this
time. Mother Kennedy turned on the car steps and maundered through
a few words. Sister might return soon, she suggested. “I believe her re-
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turn would be a lovely thing. All of you who believe with me that Sister
McPherson’s return to Douglas would be lovely, raise your hands.”

Five hands went up, the one held highest being the hand of the jitney
driver who had collected $30 for chauffeuring Sister all day. The whistle
blew. Mother struggled up the steps and the train pulled away.

The cause of this precipitous retreat was evident to the reporters left
behind: one hour before train time, the evangelist had received alarming
news from Los Angeles, where two grand juries were looking into her
disappearance. Assistant United States Attorney J. Edward Simpson, in
charge of mail-fraud prosecutions, was being quoted publicly as saying
that suppression of the “Avengers” letter, with its clear proof that Sister
was alive when the memorial service was held, was a plain case of fraud.
Regarding this and similar letters which Minnie Kennedy had reccived,
he permitted himself to be quoted:

Whether genuine demands for ransom, the work of a crank, or what-
ever they may be, these letters were clearly written and sent for a
fraudulent purpose.

The Los Angeles Examiner, publishing this statement, printed beside
it, without comment, the text of the statute on mail fraud. At the same
time, with not wholly unperceived irony, it retained on the front page
its offer of rewards for finding Sister’s kidnapers or the shack.

The Los Angeles County grand jury had entered the picture unex-
pectedly, calling in Keyes (just back from San Francisco), Ryan, and
Cline. The first intimation of this development was a statement by Ryan,
made in the district attorney’s office, that sufficient evidence was in hand
to warrant going to the grand jury. Keyes was out of the room when
Ryan said this; on his return he contradicted his deputy, saying there
was no evidence that any crime had been committed. Ten minutes after
this minimization, the prosecutor nimbly entered the grand-jury room
with Ryan and remained half an hour. On emerging, Keyes was smiling.

“As far as I am concerned, this is not an important case,” he said. “At
least”—his smile broadened—*until the kidnapers are caught.”

Tight-lipped and tense beside his chicf, Ryan kept silence.

The action of the grand jury had been initiated by the foreman, Wil-
liam H. Carter, who told reporters that so many rumors were flying
around that the jurors wanted to get the facts so some report could be
made to the public.
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Not only the city but half the state (with the rest of the nation looking
on in amazement) was in a welter of confusion. Police had to be sta-
tioned around Angelus Temple to break up the fights constantly flaring
between Sister’s adherents and those whom they denounced as her de-
tractors. And Ryan came in for much guying professionally, City Hall
laughing over a rhymed squib composcd by a court clerk, in which the
joke was aimed at impetuous Joe. Irreverently this jingle ran:

THE INTERVIEW

Joe Ryan down to Douglas went,
Where he by Asa Keyes was sent,
And told to solve a mystery
Unmatched in modern history.

Joe opened up the interview

By saying, *“‘Aimec, howdy-do;

Your mother swore that you'd been drowned
And recently with Jesus crowned.”

But Aimee, not to be outdone,

As quick as lightning sprang this one:
“Yes, I've been dead, as she suspected,
But I have just becn resurrected!”

And Aimee took Joe by the hand,

Said, “Joe, you're my rock in a weary land!”
And Joe replied, “Fine, Aimee, but—
Where in the hell can I find that hut?”

Then Aimee said, “Don’t doubt me, Joe,
That hut’s somewhere in Mexico—
An adobe hut with a wooden floor,
And a flushing toilet, furthermore!”

Joe scratched his head and kind of sighed,
And then distrustingly replied

(Quite sure that tale was bound to totter):
“Where in the hell did they get the water?”

But Aimee wasn’t to be caught

By Ryan’s sudden, wise onslaught;
She shouted, with a burst of glee:
“They got it from the Holy See!”
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Joe paused and meditated then

Before he started in again:

“How could you keep so clean and pure
In blistering desert temperature?”

“Oh, Joe, that’s easy,” Aimee said,
As she tossed back her auburn head;
“As I was strolling through the night
God bathed me in a flood of light!”

Poor Joe began to feel downcast,

He saw he’d met his match at last;
Posthaste he asked, ere she could think:
“Where in the hell did you get a drink?”

But Aimee was all primed to shoot,
And answered Joe as he sat mute:

“You must be lacking, Joe, in brains—
You ought to know that Jesus reigns!”

Still, with exuberance of youth,

Joe kept on seeking for the truth,

And said: “Please tell me, if you choose,
Where in the hell did you get those shoes?”

Then Aimee kind of hemmed and hawed
As at her petticoat she clawed,

And finally, with heat, she raved:

“I made them from some souls I saved!”

Yet Joe was not quite satisfied

With all that Aimee had replied,

And so he ventured, with great stress:
“Where in the hell did you get that dress?”

So Aimee tossed her head once more
And said (beginning to get sore):
“Joe, I would have you understand,

I got it in the Holy Land!”

Joe then appeared somewhat confused
As he sat there and softly mused:

“I'd not precipitate a row—

But surely ’tis not holy now!”
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Strong-hearted Joe, still much dismayed,
As Aimee bowed her head and prayed,
Inquired once more, quite cold and calm:
“Where in the hell’s that corset from?”

And Aimee then, with flash of fire
Revealing her long latent ire,

Said: “That’s hidden from your view—
A thing you'll never look into!”

The interview was o’er at last,

Joe saw that he was far outclassed;
He felt his trip had been in vain,
As he rushed down to catch a train.

And here’s the wire he sent to Keyes

When he abandoned desert skies:

“To solve this riddle you had hope—

But where in the hell did you get that dope?”

Frame-up!

Hardly had the Golden State Limited cleared Douglas that evening of
July 1 when Erncsto Boubion released to the press his report on the
activities of Mexican authorities in the case. He had been shut in his
officc alone with the evangelist for half an hour that morning, no other
person present cxcept an interpreter—and the interpreter was an Ameri-
can. The presidente municipale may have sensed that he was in an ex-
poscd position, hence his haste to make his report public. With unruffled
dignity he divulged that during the morning conference he had informed
Mrs. McPherson plainly that Mexican officials did not believe her,
whereupon she implored him to withhold or entirely suppress his pre-
parcd statcment “because it differs so materially from my story.” Differ
it did.

Police Chief Sylvano Villa, born and reared in Agua Prieta, started
trailing at daybreak on the day of thc evangelist’s reappearance, the
mayor’s report set forth:
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A woman’s footprints were first picked up at the Gonzales house.
Backtracking, Chief Villa and his men read the tale in the dust in
the early hours before anyone else had passed over the road.
Only one automobile had passed over the road. These tracks led to
a wash slightly less than three miles east of Agua Prieta. Here the
dusty road again told the whole story. Footprints of a woman led
from the automobile to the garita. Then the tracks returned to the
automobile, where the woman must have entcred the machine, as the
tracks stopped and the automobile started out again back in the di-
rection of the city. Some distance from the slaughterhouse where
Mrs. McPherson was first seen, the automobile stopped again and
the woman's tracks again began. For one hundred and seventy-five
yards they were followed by my men to about the spot where Mrs.
McPherson says she stopped and called for aid. Then the tracks left
the slaughterhouse and headed for Agua Prieta, where they were
lost.

The automobile followed by my men came from across the line.
It was driven to the garita and there turned around. A woman got
out and walked to the shelter, and, as the footprints showed, went
into the shelter for some reason. . .. The tracks and footprints
found by my men in the dust of the road were the only tracks on
the road where Mrs. McPherson says she was. I therefore believe
that they were her tracks. If she did make them, then she cculd not
have been wandering around all over the desert here, but would
have been the passenger in an automobile which drove her across the
border and from which she got out and walked back from a point
near the slaughterhouse, after having left the machine once before
several miles beyond.

With this summation in their hands, Douglas Police Chief Bowden,
Sergeant Murchison (elevated to the grade of assistant chief), and
Mayor Hinton went into a huddle to draft their report; it was learned
that it coincided wtih the Boubion statement in every respect, and added
details which did not come within the Mexicans’ purview.

This was grist for the press, and at Yuma reporters piled aboard the
Golden State Limited. They found the doors of the McPherson Pullman
locked and porters on guard to repel boarders. Indignant representations
to the Pullman conductor finally gained the press men permission to
enter the car, and persistent banging on the locked door of Aimee’s com-
partment caused it to open a crack. Minnie Kennedy peered out. She
was taken aback at the number of the interviewers and answered ques-
tions through the slit.
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No, nobody could talk with Sister. Yes, they had heard about the
grand jury’s interest. “We will be willing to go before the grand jury any
time we are wanted.” The ransom-letter investigation while both she
and Sister were out of town was very unfair. As for Boubion’s ungallant
conclusions, Mother slyly rubbed the palm of her hand, smiled, and said,
“That’s Mexico, Mexico. . . .” Then the door clicked shut.

A few minutes later, as the reporters continued to pound, they were
told they could speak to Sister.

Aimee sat staring stonily out the window. Mother did most of the
talking. Now and t.hen Aimee glanced at her mother and checked a reply
forming on her lips. She seemed docile, a trait no reporter had ever seen
in her before. Minnie sniffed at the suggestion that they had planned to
run away; Captain Cline knew all about their departure. How could
their trip possibly interest the Los Angeles authorities? Minnie urged
the reporters to look carefully at her daughter’s white silk poplin dress—
the same dress she had worn all day on the desert, and it was hardly
soiled. Her shoes were not scuffed, she was not sunburned, and there
were no perspiration stains on her clothing, Minnie pointed out.

“Stand up so these men can see,” she instructed her daughter. Aimee
stood and turned slowly, letting the reporters inspect her, front and
back, head to foot. She endured their stares silently, then sat down and
looked out the window again. Minnie prattled on, until Aimee flashed
righteously, “I can tell you one thing—we are going to clamp down on
reporters from now on! Our work is too important!”

At last Minnie pushed the reporters out the door, where from other
passengers they learned that the two women had remained secluded
during the entire trip, taking their meals in their stateroom. Only once—
at Bisbee Junction, first stop out of Douglas—did Aimee show herself.
About fifty members of her Foursquare Church of the Air were on the
platform, and the evangelist threw up the car window and spoke a few
words to them rather ungraciously.

The reporters speculated: belabored on so many sides, was Aimee
losing her nerve? They could hardly credit that; her whole career was an
exemplification of her oft-shouted slogan: “In the vocabulary of a
Canadian, the word ‘can’t’ does not exist!” She had. never shrunk from
any contest or opposition; she had been rash to the point of folly, but
never uncourageous, Now she appeared not defeated but frightened, like
a whipped child. The same reporters she had loaded with gratitude a
week before she glared at with hostility.
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A crowd of several hundred persons waited at the station in Los
Angeles Friday morning, but the evangelist and her mother hailed a taxi
and hurried to the Temple. There Minnie telephoned Captain Cline and
he drove over at once. A conference among the three lasted more than
an hour, and Cline, on leaving, repeated that the women had a right to
go anywhere without consulting him.

To reporters waiting outside the barricaded front and back doors of
the Temple home, Minnic passed a mimeographed statement regarding
the ransom letter:

The letter was given to me either Monday afternoon or Tuesday
morning, I am not sure which. There were two two-cent stamps on
it when it was handed to me. I had been disturbed with many letters
containing all manner of messages—some purporting to have word
from my daughter in the. spirit world, others with information she
was here, there, cverywhere. I noticed with distress the answers to
the questions, but figured they were questions anyone could have
answered had they lived in our Canadian neighborhood.

. Formal denial was entered that any “memorial fund” had been raised;
it was just a “carry on fund.”

Absolutely no money was asked for a monument—it was all for the
Bible School. I cannot remember the exact sum in cash, but it was
small compared with the amount quoted in the newspapers, the bulk
being in pledges which anyone is at perfect liberty to withdraw and
cancel if he is not pleased that Sister is alive.

Mother appended the bland statement that she was “glad to welcome
a grand-jury investigation.” Pinned to the mimeographed release was a
typewritten slip:

Mrs. McPherson says her statement given to Captain Cline is cor-
rect and other stories are not so. We realize there are many and will
continue to be many stories played. Over that we have no control.

The Los Angeles Ministerial Association, acutely embarrassed by
the abrupt annulling of their condolences over the supposed death of a
former colleague, debated issuing a retraction in form. Jumping the gun,
eight pastors publicly tossecd a series of questions to the authorities,
prompted, they said, by “insinuations that perhaps this whole matter
might be covered up, dropped, or in some subtle way eliminated without
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the facts being delivered to the public.” Among the points raised were
the cxact time when the kidnapers sought out Mother Kennedy at the
Temple and were directed to the beach; why Mrs. Kennedy never men-
tioned this incident all during the time her daughter was believed to be
drowned; whether the statements made in Douglas by police and desert
experts were to carry any weight; and to which store Mrs. McPherson
sent her kidnapers to buy just the kind of corset she preferred?
In conclusion therc were two shrewd thrusts:

The fact that Mr. Ormiston dropped from sight during the reported
drowning of Mrs. McPherson is still in the public’s mind. Is this fact
of such trivial importance that it needs no official attention?

When our district attorney states that he has received no evidence
of a kidnaping, is the public to take that statement as meaning he
does not accept Mrs. McPherson’s story as evidence?

This lashing-out flung into the open rumors that were convulsing the
city. Bob Shuler added to the cxcitement by reading, in crowded Trinity
Church, ten similarly embarrassing questions addressed to the district
attorney, which concluded:

Is it customary for a district attorney to remain passive and in-
active when it is charged that three kidnapers lured a woman into
an automobile . . . demanded ransom of $500,000 for her rclease,
and defied the laws of the State of California and the County of Los
Angeles?

If Aimee was supposed to be on the run, her appearance in the Tem-
ple Friday evening put an end to that supposition. Before she spoke,
Mother Kennedy cleared up, to her own satisfaction, the matter of how
much money really was collected at the famous memorial service by
bringing to the platform faithful Brother Arthur, He was introduced to
the audience and radio listeners as the Temple’s auditor and chairman
of the board of directors. Resting a ledger on the pulpit lectern, he read
the entries for the June 20 love offering—$4690.56 in cash and $29,500
in pledges, payable in one year, making a grand total of $34,190.56.
That, Mother Kennedy said, smiling sadly, was a long way from the
$40,000 the newspapers kept talking about, and she repeated that anyone
was free to withdraw his pledge if he was not truly pleased that Sister had
been restored to them.

Aimee followed the financial statement with an incandescent sermon,
during which she likencd herself to Joseph and her kidnaping to his sale
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into bondage by the jealousy of his brethren. “Joseph was the victim of a
frame-up, a real frame-up—as good as some people know how to make
today!” she screamed.

Her disciples looked at each other. Aimee had extended a handle and
they seized it. Frame-up!

Martyrdom!

With Saturday came a lull. True, the Foreign Ministry in Mexico City
received an agitated telegram from Agua Prieta authorities recommend-
ing that representations be made to the United States government re-
garding “the shadow that has been cast on the treatment of distressed
Americans in Mexico.” And in Douglas, Chief Bowden mailed a bulky
envelope to Cline, containing the stenographic statements of five wit-
nesses, including the nurse who attended Sister in Calumet Hospital.
While from Albuquerque, New Mexico, United States Attorney Mc-
Nabb, who had been in the East on business and was hastening back to
Los Angeles, intimated that he had a clue as to the whereabouts of the
typewriter on which the “Avengers” letter was written. (Later he said
that the machine he had in mind was one of four spotted, but when his
investigators tried to borrow it for testing, it had vanished.)

Also on Saturday the foreman of the county grand jury assurcd Los
Angeles through the press that the district attorney had promised not to
shelve the case. Ryan’s mail, that day, amid the clutter of self-serving
letters signed and anonymous, yielded a page torn from the Los Angeles
Times of June 25 (a day Ryan had spent hunting shacks in Mexico)
showing a photograph of Mrs. McPherson taken in the hospital in Doug-
las on June 24, in which a wrist watch appeared on her arm. Had the
kidnapers given her a watch as well as a corset to fit? “A listcner in
Radioland” wondered.

During Saturday morning the cvangelist and her mother remained
cloistered, sending out two brief communiqués. One, by Aimee: “Al-
though we spent hours in the desert we were unable to locate the shack.
However, I recognized a good deal of the country as that through which

I ran after I escaped.” The other, by Minnie, served notice that they
E
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could not receive interviewers “because of the attitude of the press. We
have been constantly annoyed by telephone calls and have hardly had
time to perfect our plans for the Sunday services.” Toward noon the
alert reporters caught Minnie clandestinely re-entering her home and
flabbergasted her by inquiring why she had just visited the downtown
office of the Nick Harris detective agency, a firm which had a reputation
for gathering evidence in divorce cases.

“You found out?” grumbled Mother, and stumped into the house,
flinging back, “If only the investigation would center more on trying to
find the kidnapers than on the details of Mrs. McPherson’s experience!
The longer the delay, the farther they may be getting away!”

Saturday morning Arthur L. Veitch, a lawyer, accompanied by Nick
Harris, showed up at the United States Attorney’s office for a conference
with the mail-frauds prosecutor, Simpson. They identified themselves as
Mrs. Kennedy’s representatives and remained for a two-hour discussion.
Simpson betrayed his annoyance; he had invited Mrs. McPherson and
Mrs. Kennedy to his office, not a lawyer and a detective. Minnie con-
firmed that she had hired Veitch that morning. Sister’s personal lawyer,
Roland Rich Woolley, was scen entering and leaving the Temple home.
A dull day, Saturday.

But Sunday brought compensations to the hundreds of thousands of
partisans who had adopted the scrimmage as a new spectator sport.
United States Attorney McNabb reached Los Angcles full of prose-
cutor’s talk about “startling evidence.” A rumor that kept thousands
of listeners glued to their radios was that Aimee planned to appeal to
Kenneth Ormiston to get in touch with Cline. This aroused Aimee to
retort that for her personally to appeal to Ormiston would be “ridicu-
lous and out of the question”; nor, she said, had she promised Cline or
anybody else, during the halcyon hours of her early thankfulness, to
assist in any such way.

Cline half admitted he was hunting the radio man, and Nick Harris
(employed, he put it, by the Temple to make “an impartial investigation,
lct the chips fall where they may”) made known that he too was seeking
Ormiston, because the sooner that fugitive was forced to tell whatever
he knew, the sooner the rumors would be squelched.

The star of the Sabbath performance was, of course, Sister. She
preached three times at the Temple, addressing overflow audiences and
thousands more by radio. At the morning service she made no mention
of the kidnaping, but both afternoon and evening she tore into her



RESURRECTION AND RIBALDRY 115

critics, the newspapers, and rumor-mongers in a virtuoso performance
marked by all the high spirits of a dog fight.

That hullabaloo about a lctter, she scoffed—*It is peculiar what silly
little things the newspapers can quibble over! Somebody says somebody
changed a stamp on a letter—that’s worth at least four columns! How
did it get changed? Perhaps a little child wanted the stamp for a collec-
tion. Who knows? At least, we do not know how it got changed—if it
was changed. When a letter comes into your hands, it is your own letter.
You can take the stamp off if you like—although nobody knows about
the changing of this certain stamp here!

“‘Did it come Saturday or Sunday?’ someone asks. It might have
come in on Saturday or Sunday and ncver been opened until Monday
or Tuesday, for we have too many letters to care for the instant they
arrive. ‘Did you hold that letter up to raisc $40,000?” No! Not at ali! To
begin with,” $40,000 was not raiscd. Furthermore, the moncy was not
raised for 2 monument to Sister McPherson—some great marble shaft
with an angel poised on one toe on top; but it was all for the great Bible
School. Boo! That’s good for four columns! It secems. so utterly absurd!

“‘I know,” someonc says, ‘but there was the presidente who saw an
automobile’s tracks that turned around.’ I don’t care if a thousand cars
turned around! I know my story is true! Folks,” she snarled, bringing
her lips close to the microphone, “are paying more attention to the
word of one Mexican than I have evér known them to! Things seem to
be just turned around!”

Hallelujahs steamed up to the dome and over the air.

“‘But he did say it,” ”” she hurricd on. “Yes, he did, according to all
reports. That’s the word of one man. On the other hand, here is a beauti-
ful blueprint. [an usher lugged forward a king-size map of the Agua
Prieta vicinity on an cascl] drawn for me by the deputy United -States
marshal, the chief of police in Douglas, and the sergeant of police who
formed a posse and backtracked 1mmed1ately and found the footsteps,
as nearly as they could, of my pathetic journey but my escape, for which
I thank Jesus!”

With a pointer she indicated markings which were indistinguishable
to the audience. Why couldn’t she find the shack? Naturally she couldn’t
recognize the outside of any hut, because “when I left I had no time to
admlre the architecture or landscaping, I was in a hurry. ‘Sister, darling,’
some arc saying, ‘haven’t you any sense? Don’t you realize that anybody
clever enough to plan that crime could do away with the shack and any
evidence?’ That is true.”
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A shiver ran through the congregation. Of course the shack could not
be found! The kidnapers had destroyed it!

How foolish to imagine she could slip out of sight, she went on—she
who was known to millions by sight and voice. “How foolish it would
be to think that Sister McPherson would leave her beautiful Temple,
leave her school, the administration building, the plans for the new Bible
hotel, her beautiful mother who is the finest little lady on earth, and her
own two beautiful children! Come here, Roberta and Rolf, stand beside
me!”

Emotionally she told how her daughter was born just one month after
her father’s death as a missionary in China. She exclaimed over Rolf,
standing shyly, embarrassed, “who has grown so, he is almost grown up,
my son! . . . I think now I realize what it is. The old Devil didn’t want
the money so much as to discredit Sister McPherson’s story, cast a re-
flection on her integrity and her character! I think he’s a pretty slick old
fellow—and I suppose the same hand that planned this thing in the first
place is the same hand that is feeding the criminals now!”

Amens reverberated. Smiling, one hand upraised, Aimee stilled the
outburst. Then, speaking quietly, with womanly sweetness and candor,
she delivered her climactic stroke. “I had not meant to say a word about
this today. My business is not to say anything about it, but to preach the
gospel of Jesus Christ and get just as many souls saved as I can. I realize
that I am a good big target for the Devil and that I am in the front-line
trenches. I shouldn’t be surprised if the old Devil tried to finish me off,
one of these days—that I should be picked out to be a martyr. Praise
God if I should be counted worthy of such a grave!”

Thousands, in the stillness that followed, were ready to shed their
blood, if need be, to defend Sister. And thousands listening by radio
wondered whether their ears were functioning: from doubting a person’s
word to martyring her required a grandiose mental leap.

Sales of radio sets boomed. And a lively parade of new witnesses and
mysterious clues quickstepped past the fascinated eyes of the public. On
Monday morning Cline received the police report from Douglas, looked
it over, and forthwith locked it in his files. To clamoring reporters he re-
fused to divulge any inkling of its contents beyond saying, “The infor-
mation in it is the kind that you wouldn’t dare to print at this time.”

The reporters would have felt twice as aggrieved had they guessed
that in the report was a positive identification by the railroad ticket agent
in Douglas of Harry D. Hallenbeck, the friend of the Temple family, who
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owned a ranch in Arizona, as the man who bought a ticket for Los
Angeles on the Golden State Limited in Douglas on June 22. Mrs. Mc-
Pherson appeared in the desert across the border a few hours after that
train left. A Tucson haberdasher identified Hallenbeck as the man to
whom he sold a Panama hat on June 20. And the movements of a closed
blue automobile in and around ‘Agua Pricta on June 21 .and 22 were
being checked, with the ardent assistance of the Mexican authorities.

These border worthics were wroth at Mrs. McPherson’s slur from the
Angelus Temple platform,. and protests to Mexico City doubled; the
Foreign Miristry there compiled a full report for President Calles’ per-
sonal consideration.

Nick Harris spent the better part of the day sifting through letters
with Mrs. McPherson and Mrs. Kennedy. Sister was said to be under
close guard by her followers, who feared another attempt would be made
to kidnap her.

“This isn’t the last of it,” said Minnie with a bob of her head. “This
plot goes deeper than has been revealed. Why don’t the authorities look
for the real ringleaders?”

At the United States Attorncy’s office, an assistant prosccutor re-
ceived over the telephone a threat of death unless the office dropped its
investigation. McNabb’s retort was to request that the outgoing federal
grand jury be held over to consider the case.

In Tucson the chief of police released a statement by an automobile
dcaler, C. A. Pape, identifying Sister McPherson as the woman he saw
leaving the International Club, a saloon in Agua Prieta, five days before
her rcappearance. The woman’s furtiveness drew his attention, he said,
and out of curiosity he particularly observed her and her companions, a
woman and two men, as they got into a blue Hupmobile and drove
away.

On top of this, Sheriff McDonald in Tombstone relcased a signed
statement by two men, named Jones and Bermond, who were positive
that they saw Mrs. McPherson in a blue Hupmobile near Esqueda,
Sonora, with another woman and a man, on June 21. Their statement
was filled with circumstantial details, such as their remarking the
woman’s hair—brownish in color and piled high on her head, so un-
usual a contrast to the bobbed hair in fashion that one said jocularly,
“Four or five years from now, if you sce a woman with that much hair
youw'll think she’s crazy.” Later these men saw Sister McPherson in
Douglas and recognized her. McDonald also published the statement of
the nurse together with the hospital chart, and the statement made by
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the watchman at the slaughterhouse, which stresscd that Aimee did
not ask for water.

Aimee chuckled over Pape’s story. “Isn’t it ridiculous that anyone
should say they saw me coming out of a roadhouse?” she scoffed. “It
seems almost useless to deny these rumors—I have no positive way of
disproving them.”

Reporters uncovered the interesting detail that a blue Hupmobile was
registered to Harry D. Hallenbeck. They found the contractor on his
ranch thirty-nine miles northeast of Yuma and received his denial of any
connection with the affair. His movements during the time of Sister’s ab-
sence could be verified by witnesses, he assured them, and he was in Los
Angeles, in the sheriff’s office, on the morning on June 23, when he first
heard of her reappearance; he telephoned to her from there at about 3
o'clock that afternoon. Reporters noted that the Golden State Limited
reached Los Angeles at 2:45 p.m. on June 23. Everybody at the ranch
backed up Hallenbeck, who said he was willing to come to Los Angeles
and testify, if there was a grand-jury investigation, but he didn’t see how
he could contribute anything worth while.

A two-pronged grand-jury investigation—federal and county—defi-
nitely loomed. Tuesday, pricked by rising pressure and bombarded by
questions embarrassing to a conscientious public servant, Keyes took
Ryan before the county grand jury and requested the jurors to investi-
gate. The panel voted unanimously to oblige. Subpoenas were issued for
Aimee, her mother, Emma Schaffer, Brother Arthur, Hallenbeck, Ro-
berta, Rolf, and Temple workers, and Douglas and Mexican officials
were invited to appear.

Immediately Sister and Mother went into virtual hiding. Process
servers were unable to trace the evangelist at all; she was resting some-
where with Emma, they were told. Mother sent out word that she saw
no point in going before a grand jury; Aimee and she could only tell the
same story all over again, and it had been told and retold. Maybe later
they might go, she didn’t know. Hallenbeck started for Los Angeles.
Presidente Boubion said he and his police chief were willing to make
the journey (Mexico City immecdiately granted them official permis-
sion), provided, of course, that their expenses were paid.

The real spur in Keyes’ flank and the action that notified the Tem-
ple’s embattled leaders that they faced a fierce crisis was a resolution
voted by the executive committee of the Church Federation of Los
Angeles—and circulated to every possible publicity outlet:
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Whereas, there has arisen throughout the nation an intense interest
in the story related by Mrs. Aimec Semple McPherson, in which
she claims that she was kidnaped and held for practically thirty days
in a Mexican cabin, and

Whereas, it is apparent to all that either a crime of the most terrible
nature has been perpetrated against Mrs. Aimee Semple McPherson,
or else a fraud and hoax that is a shame to Christianity have been
attempted and the Christian religion is being criticized and even con-
demnped as a result of conflicting stories that are being circulated to
right and left;

Now, therefore, be it resolved: First, that the executive committee
of the Church Federation of Los Angeles declare itself absolutely
neutral as regards the supposed and reported differences of opinion
that may exist between Mrs. McPherson and those whom she terms
her ‘enemies’; Second, that we solemnly affirm that the district at-
torney, the sheriff, the police department and the grand juries em-
paneled in Los Angeles County should make an honest, sincere and
thoroughly adcquate investigation of this whole matter, without fear
or favor, and report to the people their findings. . . . We go on
record as demanding of the officers of the law that they do their duty
in this matter irrespective of consequences.

Mother Kennedy was prompt in rebuttal. “These ministers issuing this
statement didn’t build Angelus Temple, and it will take care of itself!
If they have any information, the place for it is before the grand jury!”
Defiantly she capped the Examiner’s reward offer with another $5000 for
the arrest and conviction of the kidnapers, or $1500 for the arrest and
conviction of any one of them. Temple workers offered $500 for find-
ing the shack, although Mother didn’t think highly of this gesture. “We’ve
about given up all hope of ever finding the shack,” she explained. “It
was probably destroyed by the kidnapers.”

Secretly she called a caucus of her legal staff to decide on the least dis-
advantagcous course of action. The meeting was held in the Temple
home. Present were Woolley and Veitch, Mother and Aimee, and, as
chairman and final authority, Judge Hardy. The judge, Minnie felt, was
the only real friend to whom she could turn; lawyers she thought little
of, except that they were shamefully overpaid. Hardy she trusted. (Years
later, under questioning, Aimee was “unable to remember” whether
an additional person present at this highly secret council was H. H. Kin-
ney, secretary to Mayor Cryer of Los Angeles.)

The issue was whether Aimec ard her mother sheuld testify before
the grand jury, or declinc to ‘repeat their stories under oath. Minnie
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was dead set against testifying. Woolley was equally firm in opposition;
he felt that testifying would be a major mistake. Veitch rather thought
they should answer questions freely. Hardy, exhibiting a degree of naiveté
seldom encountered even among judges, counseled that their best course
was to tell everything; if they declined to testify, even though they had
every right to do so, the public, already stirred by a thousand and one
derogatory rumors, weuld be bound to get a “wrong impression.”

The dilemma was sharp. As chief counsel, Woolley (a Mormon
who was destined to hold positions of trust and esteem in his
church) submitted his opinion that the furor would die out if Mrs. Mc-
Pherson would simply drop the discussion. There was no legal complaint
against his client (that was preposterous; she was the complainant), and
the best course for her would be to withdraw into impregnable silence;
she had told her story, and whether the public believed it or not was a
matter for its consciencz. The newspapers, an admitted irritant, depcnded
for their material on her continued actions or statements, or on those of
the law; if she would shelve the whole matter, leave her kidnapers to
divine justice if human agencies should fail, the press would soon be
stymied, and the public clamor would die away for want of fuel.

Hardy still believed that the evangelist should testify. His participation
in the debate was, of course, nonprofessional; a judge is forbidden to
practice law. His view was expressed merely in the form of the solici-
tude of a family friend. In the end his view prevailed.

Aimee was elated. While she was ready to accept the decision of her
advisers, she welcomed the bolder, more dramatic course, accepted the
challenge gladly, and announced she would go before the grand jury
and tell them everything. Her first action was to ask Sheriff Traeger and
Undersheriff Eugene Biscailuz for an armed escort to the Hall of Jus-
tice. Then she mapped out the staging of the performance in which she
intended to be the shining star—a show such as the legal corridors of
California never saw before and probably zever will behold again.



RESURRECTION AND RIBALDRY 121

What Goes On
in a Grand-Jury Room

Los Angeles’ imposing, gray Hall of Justice stands on Temple Street.
This was merely a fortuitous similarity of names; yet on the morning of
Thursday, July 8, some persons among the crowd that blackened the
sidewalks for a block around wondered fleetingly whether the juris-
diction of the Temple on Echo Park had been extended overnight into
the very center of town. Temple adherents were out in force; a corps of
uniformed workers armed with Bibles lined a hundred-foot lane from the
curb to the main entrance in readiness for Sister’s appearance.

Inside the building the district attorney’s office was unusually ani-
mated. Messengers scurried along corridors, deputies spoke gravely,
clerks checked through folders. An air of expectancy penetrated nearby
courtrooms, where bailiffs tiptoed to the doors now and then for a hun-
gry peek. Keyes showed up at 9:30 and went into a huddle with Ryan;
they were still conferring when sirens wailing in the distance announced
the approach of Mrs. McPherson promptly at the scheduled hour of 10
o’clock.

Three sheriff's deputies, heavily armed, escorted the evangelist. As
she swept between the files of her saluting followers, cries of “Hallclujah!”
broke from the crowd. From the windows of nearby buildings hundreds
of spectators craned. Aimee seldom wore pulpit regalia on secular occa-
sions, but this day she was in her preaching costume—white dress with
starched collar and long blue cape lined with gray. She appeared pale,
but her eyes sparkled and she lacked none of her customary vitality. Sur-
rounding her as a guard of honor were seven women, dressed identically
like their leader even to the hair piled high on the head; none of them
wore hats. In flying-wedge formation they ran interference for the pastor
through the milling corridors. In the midst of the seven look-alikes, the
evangelist was difficult to distinguish; many onlookers picked the wrong
woman. The utility of this mancuver to illustrate the doubt inherent in
all identifications, should the need arise, was not lost on the press.

Aimee insisted on having a word with Ryan privately, and did not reach
the grand jury room until 10:31. Pausing at the door, she quoted, “I

am like a lamb led to the staughter” (ignoring the continuaticn of the
E*
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passage, “he opencth not his mouth™), and then entcred the legal holy
of holies. Briskly removing her cape, she sat down in the witness chair.
Keyes administered the oath to tell the truth, the whole truth, and noth-
ing clse. The prosecutor then started to administer the oath of secrecy by
which grand-jury witnesses are bound, but Aimee would not promise
not to tell.

“On what ground?” asked the startled Keyes.

“On advice of counsel,” was her quick reply.

The district attorncy fumbled and yielded. “All right,” he said, “I
won’t hold you to that oath.”

Keyes invited her to tell her story in her own words, straight through,
without interruptions. Sitting forward in the chair, Aimee began, in
a composed distinct tone. The seventeen men and two women, seated in a
semicircle around her, listencd gravely. The dramatic narrative was a
repetition of what she had told elsewhere, differing in no essential from
the first statcments she made in Douglas.

Reporters, who in spite of all taboos contrived to learn what was go-
ing on in the sacrosanct chamber, accosted Veitch, Aimee’s attorney,
in an antechamber about his client’s refusal to be bound by the secrecy
rule. The lawyer contended that since her story had been told and retold
secrecy would be pointless, she had nothing new to impart, and the oath
would debar her from reporting to her people at the Temple and over
the radio; it might even preclude consultations with her mother and
counsel.

Aimee’s guard of honor prayed in another room while their leader testi-
fied. At noon they escorted her back to the Temple (the deputy sheriffs
had quictly melted away) and all returned at 1:30, when Aimee picked
up her narrative at the moment of her miraculous escape. Through the
open door as she entered the jury room, reporters glimpsed beside the
witness chair a diagrammed blackboard and blueprint showing the
Occan Park area and the desert around Agua Prieta.

A recess was called at 3 p.m. Aimee hurried to a conference with her
battery of lawyers—Veitch and Woolley had been reinforced by Leonard
Hamner, a former deputy district attorney—then returned for two hours
of searching cross-examination by Keyes and Ryan. This passage of
arms was extraordinary. Almost from the start, the alert, studiously
polite, and cleverly suspicious prosecutors diverged from the events of
the kidnaping as she told them to fish in the grab-bag of public conjec-
ture, rumor, and scandalous innuendo. Mrs. McPherson was before the
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grand jury as the injured party, asking for the simple justice of indict-
ment of her abductors, whoever they might be. Under the urbane and
relentless probing of the district attorney, she was almost jockeyed into
the position of a defendant; almost, but never quite, for the prosecutors
were opposed by a will stronger than their own—the will of a woman
who knew just what she wanted to say, and would not be led astray.

The questions put to her covered a multitude of lateral issues. Among
these were: what about the hair net found in the pocket of her dress;
what about the wrist watch; was the dress she wore June 22 new or a
hand-me-down; during her kidnaping did she sleep in her clothes or a
nightgown; did she see the newspapers; did she quarrel with her mother;
had Mrs. Ormiston accused her of over-friendliness with her radio op-
erator; did she send him money; did she ever threaten to fire Emma
Schaffer and meet with the bluster that she didn’t darc because Emma
knew enough to “blow up the Temple”; was Mrs. Hallenbeck jealous of
her; what kind of a car did Hallenbeck drive; was she seen coming out
of a saloon?

Perhaps she could give them some idea of the ages of her three kid-
napers, Keyes began. Aimee explained apologetically that she was not
good at guessing ages; he might test her on the grand-jury members.
There were no volunteers.

Now, regarding the length of time she was under the influence of the
anesthetic: “You can’t give any estimate of the time that had elapsed
prior to your becoming conscious again?”’

“T would be delighted if anybody could tell me how I could estimate
that.”

“By the way, when you went in swimming, Mrs. McPherson, did you
have any jewelry with you?” Keyes was disarmingly digressive.

“I never wear jewelry.” ‘ '

“I see you have a wrist watch on now.”

“Yes.”

“And a ring.”

“T always keep my wedding ring on.”

“Did you have it on this day when you went in swimming?”

“I did. I have never had it off.”

“Did you have your wrist watch on after you left Angelus Temple to
g0 swimming?”

“I don’t remember.”

“Did you have it while you were ia this particular house you have
described?”
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“Oh, no, sir. I was in the water swimming; I wouldn’t wear my watch
swimming.”

“Do you remember if you left it any particular place?”

“If T wore a watch that day, which I do not.remember, I would most
certainly leave it in my pocketbook.”

“Is this the same watch you have always had?”

“Yes.”

“Where did you get it?”

“Miss Schaffer gave it to me, or Mother, I don’t remember. I can
easily check on that if it is material.”

“Well, it is quite material.”

“I believe I got it when I returned home. I think it was on the dresser.”

“You don’t believe, then, that you had it while you were in Douglas?”

“Oh, no, sir!”

“In the hospital?”

“I don’t believe I did. I am not positive, but I don’t think so, that—
I am quite positive that I didn’t.” _

“The reason I am inquiring about this,” said Keyes with an assump-
tion of straightforwardness, “is this: that if my memory serves me right,
I'saw a photograph of you taken in the hospital while you were in Douglas,
and on your wrist apparently was that wrist watch.”

“Then Mother must have brought it, if she did. I didn’t have any
watch myself when I was found. Mother must have brought my watch.”

“You are positive of that?”

“Oh, I am positive of it. Mother must have brought my watch. She
brought all my clothes, and probably she did that. I don’t remember—
it is not important. But I didn’t have a watch with me when I was away,
positively not.”

Regarding the second shack and its wooden floor, Aimee twice said
the hut seemed like a temporary camping outfit rather than a permanent
structure. On the issue of the floor, she qualified her description to the
extent that while her impression still was that the floor was wooden,
on her latest trip to the desert she had been taken into a hut that had a
floor which to her seemed to be wood, but she was later told it was hard-
packed, darkened earth, “smoothed and hardened with some prepara-
tion they have.”

The food given her during her captivity, she said, was canned goods,
bread, and potatoes.

The desert she walked through she described as “not a rough country
that would chop your shoes off by any means. As Mr. Ryan said, he
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could walk two days on it without his commissary shoes being marked.”
“Do you perspire freely?”
“I very rarely do,” replied Aimee coolly. “I was hot, though; my fore-
head was moist with sweat.”
“Was there any perspiration on your body?”
“I don’t believe I noticed, Mr. Keyes.”

The subject of Steve’s hat got the prosecutor nowhere.

“At any timc while you were with these people, Mrs. McPherson,”
said the district attorney, “did you see Steve wearing a straw or Panama
hat?”

“Not to my recollection.”

“V/cll, weren’t you taking particular notice of these people?”

“MNot of the hats.” '

“You expected sometime, didn’t you, to come back to Los Angeles
and tell the story of your kidnaping?”

“Yes, but I didn’t notice his hat.”

“Weren’t you careful to see the clothes and characteristics and some
peculiarities of these people so that you could give a description of
them?” _ '

“Yes, I was; but I didn’t notice the hats.”

Keyes decided to try a different hat himself. “Now, during all that time,
Mrs. McPherson, from the time you left this cabin that morning, had
you any water to drink?”

“No.”

“Were your lips parched at all?”

“My lips were cracked.”

“Was your tongue swollen?”

“It felt swollen; yes, and dry, very dry.”

“Could you talk readily?”

“I don’t remember.”

“Didn’t you talk at all, or cry out?”

“I cried for help at night, yes. I said, ‘Help!’ I. don’t consider that a
great length of time to go without water.”

Keyes wanted to know why she failed to ask Schansel, at the slaughter-
house, for water.

“My thought was to get on. He was a man of a strange-looking face—
as you will see when he comes, if he comes—dressed in his underwear,
his BVDs, and I was backing away.”

“Did you ask Gonzales for water?”
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“No—I—just as soon as they came out to me I did—as soon as they
were dressed and came out and I could see, the first thing I asked for was
water.”

“Now, you passed several houses, did you not, from the time you en-
tered Agua Prieta until you came to the Gonzales house? Why didn’t you
stop at some of those houses and ask for water?”

“Becausc everyone was in bed; there was no light; and because there
were dogs barking and growling in every one.”

“Did you ask for water at the slaughterhouse?”

“No. I was not dying for water. I was not in agony for water.”

“Don’t you know it is practically an impossibility for anyone, particu-
larly a woman, to walk over the desert in Mexico in the broiling sun from
noon until practically midnight without water?”

“Yes, I was very thirsty, but I do not say I was dying for water, and I
can only say for the grand jury, if there is any doubt along that line, please
permit me to go with anyone you want to send and permit me to take the
same journey again.”

“You don’t know the same journey, do you?”

“I know the same desert, Mr. Keyes.”

Keyes parricd the thrust and feinted for another lunge. “I am going to
ask you rather a personal question. Is that hair that you have in sight
all yours?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t wear a switch?”

“No.”

“Have you got a hair net on now?”

“I have.”

“Had you one on that night when you'got to Agua Prieta?”

“Yes.”

“Where did you get the hair net?”

“I had it under my bathing cap. The cap was gone, but I still had the
net.”

“You wore that all the time you were held prisoner?”

“No, sir, I wore it at diflcrent times when I needed it.”

“You had only one net all the time you were in captivity, is that right?”

“Yes, sir.”

Turning abruptly to rumors of quarrels at the Temple, Keycs asked,
“What had been the relations between you and Mrs. Kennedy just prior
to your disappearance?”
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“The same as they always have been—deepest love and confidence.”

“Is it a fact or is it not a fact that you and Mrs. Kennedy for some time
prior to your disappearance had been having a great many difficulties
over financial matters in connection with the Temple?”

“Absolutely never! No difficulties whatever, let alone finances.”

“Had you been having difficulties over anything?”

“No, sir, absolutely not. Mother and I were-never more in love with
each other.”

Mrs. Ormiston, Aimee admitted, had shown jealousy—totally unwar-
ranted—because of her husband’s association with the Temple; she was
temperamentally jealous. Aimee had heard gossip, she had even heard
the name of Brother Nichols, her choir leader, linked disparagingly with
hers, just because he was often on the platform with her, leading the sing-
ing. “But I understand that as to my being mentioned in any connection
by Mrs. Ormiston, she denies that, and that must be a mistake, and I have
that on very, very good authority; and we have a letter very recently from
Mrs. Ormiston, a very friendly letter, thanking me for all my interest and
kindness.”

Under the far-ranging inquisition Aimee assured the jurors that she
slept in a nightgown, and she didn’t know whether the dress given to her
was new or one worn by Rose; she did not know who tore the labels off.
Newspapers she did not see, any they had around the kidnapers kept from
her. As for threatening to fire Emma, she scoffed: “Miss Schaffer is like
one of the family.”

Keyes-shifted to whether Mrs. McPherson had ever telephoned to
Ormiston from the Rosslyn Hotel, in downtown Los Angeles, during the
previous November.

“I have no recollection,” she replied. “It might be possible. I usually
take a little portable radio set with me in my car wherever I go, that I may
keep in touch with my work, and it might be—1I cannot recall at the mo-
ment, but it might be—that if 10:30 came and I would—if there was
nothing coming in—call up and ask why we were not on the air.”

Hallenbeck, she had been told by Ruth Culp (“one of my guard who
came down to wait for me and pray today”), once owned a Hupmobile,
but had traded it two years before for a Chrysler. As for trouble with
Mrs. Hallenbeck, thers was none whatever, and she sharply corrected
the prosecutor’s wording with a curt “Mr. Hallenbeck was not seen with
me on ‘innumerable occasions.’ ”

Of course she had never sent Ormiston $1500, nor had any representa-
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tive of hers. “To begin with,” she explained patiently, “I could not pos-
sibly get hold of money like that. I received for spending money twenty-
five dollars a week.”

“You don’t handle-the finances?”

“I don’t handle the finances, no. If I want any money, they give it to
me like a child.”

The unaffected statement intrigued the jurors: was this the woman
whom malice pictured as a high priestess of avarice? They watched in-
tently as Keyes tried again.

“Whether or not the Temple had ten or twelve different bank accounts
you are not prepared to state?”

Aimee looked at him with disdain. “Pardon?”

“I say, whether or not the Temple had ten or twelve different bank ac-
counts you are not prepared to state?”

“No.” The word was coldly final.

Ryan took over the questioning and broached the corset riddle. “How
soon, would you say, after you arrived at this first house, was it until this
corset was brought to you?”

“Probably a little more than half the time.”

“Now, did you give them a description of the kind of corset you
wanted?”

S‘No.”

“Now, isn’t it a fact, Mrs. McPherson, that the kind that you did get,
which is a Bon Ton corset, is similar to the kind, character and descrip-
tion, weight and quality, to the kind you ordinarily use?”

“It could not be more different, positively! Absolutely different in every
way! The one I had is such a corset as I would give to my little girl to wear
to school. I wear a long one.”

“What is the name of that?”

“Campo. They could not be more dissimilar, because I never wore any-
thing like that, like a little child’s.”

Ryan rested on that point and veered to the report that she was seen
in Agua Prieta on Monday June 20, in a car with a man resembling Hal-
lenbeck. Was this true or untruc?

“Untrue,” came the steady response.

“Were you there by yourself—"

“No!” Aimee cut in sharply before Ryan could finish his question. “I
have given a complete breakdown of my whereabouts.”

‘Ryan’s excursions seemed less to irritate than to baffle the witness, who
with strained patience tried to cooperate. Keyes spelled off his rebuffed
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deputy. When Mother Kennedy rushed into her daughter’s arms in the
hospital room in Douglas, there was a whispered conversation between
the two women. Did that have to do with her kidnaping?

“Yes,” replied the witness. “I can tell you just what she said—the first
question, I guess, any mother would ask her daughter at a time like that.
She said, ‘My dear, did they injure you in any way?” And I said, ‘No.” She
said, ‘Are you certain that you are not injured in any way? And I said,
‘No, Mother, thank God, no.’”

Ryan was up again with a question as to whether any threats against
the Temple had been made before her disappearance. Aimee said she
knew of none, and her matter-of-fact reply opened a door on the monot-
ony of her life as the leader of a cult. “I know that from time to time
crank letters come in, but they are taken up through regular channels.
I don’t hear of little crank letters coming in. I don’t mingle a great deal
with the general public except at the prayer [healing] meetings. I go from
my house to the platform and from the platform to my house.” '

One of the jurors had a question. “Did you ever refuse to pray for a
woman’s sick baby because that woman was not a member of your con-
gregation or your church?”

“No, sir!” Aimee’s cyes flashed.

“You never did refuse to pray for a baby?”

“No.”

“Did you ever turn anybody down who cams to your church and
asked for prayer and relief from sickness because they were not a mem-
ber of your church—"

In her earnestness Sister interrupted. “No!”

“_6r a member of some other doctrine?”

“No.” Aimec’s answer was warm. “We would go out of our way to meet
them, because of that. I am sure that could not be.” She turned with an
easy movement to the district attorney. “Would I be granted a moment
to speak to the jury, Mr. Keyes?”

Before Keyes could reply, foreman Carter assented. “I would be
pleased. Go right ahead.”

But the prosecutor fended her cff with a question suggested by a juror.
“How is it that you can recollect in such complete detail some of the
episodes that happened during your absence and other matters you arc
not sure of or don’t recall?”

Which episodes? Aimee countered.

“Well, for instance, whether you crossed the feace or not.”

“Such things I am sure of.”
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“You are sure you were pushed in an automobile.”

“That was at the first, when my health and my mind and my strength
were all clear.”

“You are sure that Rose, so called, gave you some clothing on that
day you departed from the cabin; you are sure of that.”

“I know there were clothes laid out for me to put on.”

“Certain things that occurred on this day you escaped from the cabin
and were wandering on the desert you are not so sure of; is that true?”

“Well, I was running.”

“The direction or distances?”

“No, sir; I was not looking for directions or distances. One mountain
or hill didn’t mean any more to me than another and today I can’t recog-
nize—they moved me twenty miles, and one twenty miles looks just the
same to me as any other twenty miles. You could lose your way unless
you are a trained desert man.”

A juror wondered how much meney she had collected in London dur-
ing her appearances there in April. At her meetings in the Royal Albert
Hall she received about $500 a night, she said. This was not a fee, but a
love offering. “I never charge for my lectures; it is on the free-will-offering

lan.”
g Keyes nodded that she might proceed. Facing an audience on whose
emotions she might work, Aimee was in her element. She spoke as a
woman, feelingly, with the ring of sincerity. The surface implausibility of
her misadventure she readily conceded.

I realize that this story may sound strange to many of you, may be
difficult for some of you to believe. It is difficult for me, sometimes,
to believe. Sometimes it seems it must have been a dream. I would. to
God that it was, that I could wake up and pinch myself and know that
it was not true. I realize that, and whether it was a part of the plan
of it all—

She paused, seeking suitable words, while the thought of kidnapers
who concocted an unlikely technique for carrying out their scheme in
order to nullify her word sank kome.

I want to say that if character counts a little, that I want you to
look back: my mother gave me to God before I was born; my earliest
training had been in Bible and religious work; I lined up the chairs
and preached to them as early as five years of age, and gave my
testimony; I was converted at seventeen, married an evangelist,
preached the gospel in my humble way at home and then sailed for
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China, never expccting to come back to this land, but willing to give
my life for Jesus. They buried my precious husband there. I came
back with my little baby in my arms, born a month after her father
dicd. I took up the Lord's work as soon as I was able to go on.

I had no great denominations back of me, but I began very humbly.
Until this crushing thing that none of us can explain why cven God
would permit, although we cannot question that—it would be wrong
to do that—I was on the pinnacle of success so far as my work for
God was concerned, but I have not always been therc. I began preach-
ing to farmers, ranchers, under the trces' to farmers in their blue
overalls sitting on the grass and using the piazza as a mourners’ bench.
But from there, with the sixty dollars that came in the collection, 1
bought a little tent, a poor little tent very full of holes, and from that
I saved my money and bought a bigger one, and that has been the
history. I drove my own stakes, patched the tent and tied the guy
ropes almost like a man; and then came the times when we began to
get bigger buildings and theaters and buildings costing sometimes
as much as a hundred dollars a day, in buildings wherc I have
preached to as many as sixtcen thousand in a day.

Then came the building of Angelus Temple, I came here to a
ncighborhood that had no special buildings in it, got a piece of land
and hired horses and scrapers and bossed the men myself and went
out to build the foundation with my little capital. I told pcople my
drcam to preach the gospel as God had given it to me, and they came
to help me, not here, but from other cities, through the Bridal Call,
my little magazine. I have never put my money in oil wells or ranches
or even clothes or luxuries. My great thought has always been—
and this can be absolutely proved—for the service of the Lord and
my dear pcople.

“My dear people.” To the jurors the words had a regal ring: not of
arrogance or condescension, but of duty and love loyally rendered and
reccived. Aimee adverted to possible cnemies.

Naturally, I have preached a gospel which made some enmity:
I have gone unmercifully after the dope ring, gambling, liquor, tobacco,
dancing, and made the statement that I would rather sec my children
dead than in a public dance hall. I have perhaps laid myself open
in these lines about evils in the schools, et cetera; but in cverything,
I have tried to live as a lady and a Christian,

Perhaps you are skeptical. I don’t blame anyone who should doubt
my story, because it docs sound absurd. But it did happen, ladies
and gentlemen. I would not work with onc hand seventeen years, and,
just as I saw my dearest drcam coming true, sweep it over!
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She listed and demolished the theories of motives—sickness, fatigue,
amnesia, publicity, love. She brought into the open a rumor that had cir-
culated persistently, that she had gone away for an abortion.

Therc might be a baser motive—I almost blush to mention it here
in the jury room, but some might think of it. They say the waters of the
mind are like the waters of the sea, that cast up strange things; and
that I might be in trouble of some sort and had to go away and
come back. I would like to say, although I apologize for having to
mention such a thing, that I had a thorough examination upon com-
ing home, although that was not necessary, as the history of my
case for twelve years back would show that such a thing would be
absolutely out of the question. . . .

Had I gone away willingly, I would not have come back. I would
rather never have been born-than to have caused this blow to God's
word and His work! I had rather than I had never been born or seen
the light of day than that the name of Jesus Christ, Whom I love,
should be crucified and people would say, “There is Sister; she has
been preaching, and if her story is wrong—" That is the sad part to
me, not only that my children should go through life and have peo-
ple say, “See what her mother did,” but the blow to my work is the
greatest thing.

I pray, I don’t need to ask that you will give your most earnest
consideration, and that you will pray about it on your kaees, because
it concerns the church and concerns Christ, and the eyes of the
world are on a religious leader and upon this case; and people may
come and say, “I saw-Sister McPherson here,” “I saw her in a dance
hall,” “I saw her in a saloon there.” Just look at me. Look at my
children and my family.

Of course, there is one thing: I am powerless, my hands are tied.
I don’t fear the most rigid investigation of my story, for my story is
true. The only thing I fear is—I don’t say a frame-up—1I don’t think
people would do that—but mistaken identities. I don’t think anything
like that will be found to be true, but I would like to have you call
me and ask me; and I do thank you for these few words.

She had arisen and stood as she stood on her platform. The jurors sat
silent: if this was prevarication, it was prevarication on a courageous
scale. Ryan’s dark eyes snapped aggressively: histrionics!

With the cool dispassion of the courtroom, Keyes snipped the spell.
“Will you please be seated a moment?” he requested. There were
several questions suggested by her statement, he went on. For one, had
she ever been run out of Denver?
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Aimee all but laughed. In Denver the mayor, the famous juvenile
court advocate Judge Ben Lindsey, and a host of notabilities had sat on
her platform; she was showered with roses.

What about other cities, Keyes asked negligently, Oakland, perhaps,
or Fresno; had she started her movement elsewhere and after a time
been obliged to leave? Never, Aimee replied, her astonishment growing.
“I have always been an evangelist. I think I have rarely been in one city
more than three or four weeks at most.”

“Now, I have noticed in the press a statement from you—although,
knowing the press, I don’t place credence in it”—the district attorney
smiled sagely—*“but they have made the statement from you, and I would
like to know whether it is a fact that you intend to make a world tour?”

That, cried Aimee, why, that all started when she was in England and
people asked her to come back, and she promised she would, if possible.
“But since this has come up, I don’t want to leave here and leave this
town, but to regain the confidence of the people. My mother was in
agony when she said that there was doubt of me, rezally. She said, ‘Dar-
ling, I think you will have to make a world tour.” But there is nothing to
it'”

“Well, one of the reasons that you might have for pulling a stunt like
this is for the purposc of getting worldwide advertising or publicity for
the sake of hclping you in your work.” Keyes’ manner was jocular, his
tone cynical.

“That”—Aimee snubbed the suggestion with complete calm—*“would
not be necessary.”

A juror interposed with a final question. “Mrs. McPherson, did you
ever hear or have knowledge of one or two men being drowned in trying
to find your body at Ocean Park?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“You know nothing about a deep-sea diver being drowned or losing
his life?” .

“Someone said something to me,” Aimee answered vaguely. “Was it
you, Mr. Ryan?”

“I started to tell you,” Ryan concurred, “but your mother looked at
me, and I didn’t ask you.”

“That is the only thing I have heard,” Aimee told the juror. “Is it really
true?”

“That is what is supposed to have happened.”

“I am very sorry, if it is true,” murmured Aimee,

Other jurors had questions jotted down, but she pleaded it was bap-
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tismal night at the Temple and begged to be allowed time to prepare
for the service. Keyes cut short the session with, “I think that is all, Mrs.
McPherson.” The hour was 5:30. Her day-long interrogation under oath
was ended.

That evening the Associated Press correspondent, reporting the day’s
events for a thousand newspapers, confidently commented, “With her
story before the grand jury, a feeling prevails that the last phase of the
case is in sight.”

Far from being in its last phase, the case was to pre-empt the attention
of the press and official investigators for the next six months.

There was one sour note in the symphony. While Sister was on the
stand before the grand jury, a man in clerical costume circulated through
the crowd waiting outside the Hall of Justice with a fistful of green tickets
which he scold readily at two dollars each. The printed ducats recad:

LOS ANGELILS COUNTY GRAND JURY
ADMIT ONE

This ticket entitles the bearer to enter the Grand Jury room
during the examination of witnesses in the Angelus
Temple case. Procecds from ticket sale divided
among six worthy Temple -charities.

More than twenty indignant and disillusioned purchasers protcsted
next day in the district attorney’s office, demanding their money back.

A Tangled Web

Aimee emerged from the grand-jury room looking worn. Her plump
and prayerful guard clustered at the portal. Sister saluted each with a
ritual hug and kiss, while flashlights exploded; through the open doorway,
foreman Carter was scen to pause in his remarks to the jurors and ob-
serve the giddy spectacle with a nonplussed smile. Aimee posed willingly
for the photographers, but bade them be quick, because “there are
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thirty pcople waiting to bc baptized at the Temple tonight.” Then she
bustled through thc crowded corridor, calling greetings right and left
—“God bless you!”” “Why, hello there, brother!”

On his departure, foreman Carter assured the reporters that Mrs.
McPherson had answered every question “and in all made a very pleasing
witness.”

Sensations were not confined to the Hall of Justice. Reporters pelting
after the evangelist’s homeward-speeding car were greeted at the Temple
by Mother Kennedy with a statcment by “the first eyewitness of the kid-
naping.” This proved to be a vegetable huckster named Harry C. Swift,
who offered a detailed account of how, while his truck was parked near
Lick Pier, he saw Sister snatched, although at the time he did not realize
a crime was being perpetrated. Considerable wind was taken out of his
tardy testimony when it was lcarned that he had been trying to peddle
his story to a newspaper for cash, but the paper, upon investigation, did
not think it worth buying; by the peculiarity that he had not spoken up
sooner; by his placing the time of the kidnaping an hour later that Aimee
placed it; and by his locating the kidnapers’ car scveral blocks from where
the evangelist had placed it during her re-enactment before Ryan and
Cline. '

Aimee was smiling happily when she appeared on the Temple platform
to conduct the evening worship. Informing the congregation of Swift’s
verification of her story (as she insisted it was), she shouted, “Thank
God! The truth scems to be coming out!”

Then, standing squarely before the microphone, she told her people
and the world everything that had taken place behind the closed door
of the grand-jury chamber that day.

“I suppose yo v want to hear something about what happened today,”
she started breezily, “The grand jury has begun a real investigation of
the kidnaping, and at last an effort is under way to get the facts and
apprehend the kidnapers.”

A hum ran through the congregation.

“If I were a trained investigator—which I am not,” Aimee went on,
“one of the first things I would want to know, if I didn’t belicve the
story of my kidnaping, would be the motive for my not telling the
truth.”

Again she enumerated all imaginable motives and found them all un-
tenable. As for love, she laughed. “If I fall in love, it will have to be with
someone who is a better preacher than I am!”

The audience roared at the thought.
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Listening to this broadcast, at the end of what for him had been a
long and incredible day, was Judge Arthur Kectch of the Los Angeles
Superior Court, the judge who (he had supposed) was in charge of the
grand jury whose secrets were being hurled to the winds by the jaunty
evangelist. Judge Keetch possessed an Englishman’s veneration for the
law and for the digrity of judicial process. Born in Liverpool, as a poor
boy he ran away to sea, and after adventurous years arrived in the
United States, where he studied law and eventually attained the eminence
of the bench. He was scrupulous, conscientious and able; he detested
rant and sham. While Mrs. McPherson was before the grand jury, re-
ports of successive affronts to the sanctity of the proceedings had per-
colated to his chambers and greatly disturbed him; listening at home
that evening to the crowning outrage against legal propriety, he was
infuriated. The next morning, hastening to his office, he dictated a
bristling statement to the jurors and all others concerned:

The present matter under consideration by the grand jury should
be treated just exactly as any other matter that comes before that
body. If this is to be a criminal investigation, it should be just that
and nothing else. I think it unwise, also, that the grand jury should
be tied up indefinitely in this matter unless it is to be treated with
the seriousness it deserves.

Then he called in a deputy district attorney and through him con-
veyed to Keyes a salty lecture on legal decorum.

Mother Kennedy had her own statement prepared for the newspa-
pers, even before Judge Keetch released his. That watch, she said—she
intended to learn the truth about that watch. If photographs showed a
watch on her daughter’s arm at the time of her reappearance, she wanted
to see the photographs and find out when they were taken. Veitch said
Sister left her watch with Emma before she went swimming May 18 and
he could produce five witnesses to the fact.

Aimee herself had a statement ready amplifying her contentions of
the night before, as given to the world by the radio:

Yesterday I appeared before the county grand jury. I raised my
right hand and before the God I love and revere swore to tell the
truth. All day long I sat upon the witness stand and told how I was
taken by force and false pretense from my home, my children, and
my work. The entire responsibility at last is safely and officially
in the hands of the grand jury. Now it is there, my silence can be
broken. . . .
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Religious ‘persecution is no new thing in history. Not because she
led the French armies, but because she flouted bishops, was Joan of
Arc burned at the stake. The same spirit of intolerance and cold-
blooded cruelty is rife, though more secretly, today. Its hand is against
me because I preach a gospel that interferes with its ambition. . . «

The plot was devilish in its cleverness. It was carried out in such a
way that when I told the naked truth of what happened, the truth
sounded absurd. It was planned and done so that when'I told the
truth, the truth might sound like a lie. . . .

There was no lack of witnesses to give false testimony when the
Inquisition dragged helpless women from their homes and loved ones
to the rack. There has been no lack of witnesses who saw me here,
there, everywhere, now that my story has been told. But I feel I am
not helpless. The investigation has really begun. To this investigation
1 look for vindication.

But popular skepticism merely intensified when it was found out that
less than thirty minutes after Aimee left the grand-jury room on Thurs-
day, Joseph Ryan, without waiting even to pack a suitcase, had caught
the train for San Francisco. He was on the trail of Kenneth Ormiston.

Saturday morning District Attorney Keyes issued two subpoenas,
both signed by Judge Keetch, ordering Ormiston to appear before the
grand jury. Keyes’ order to his staff was, “Get Ormiston.” To reporters
he said, “Ormiston is the key to the entire mystery—we are certain of
that now. We must locate him.” The basis for this sudden certainty the
prosecutor declined to discuss. And locating the missing radio man was
the one thing the combined forces of press and prosecution seemed
powerless to do.

There were clues enough. For-instance, that day a telegram addressed
to Ormiston was delivered at the Mission Inn, in Riverside, east of Los
Angeles. The unsigned message read: SIT TIGHT. CERTAIN PARTIES LOOK-~
ING FOR YOU. GO DUMB.

The telegram was not claimed. Keyes scented a trick to communicate
with Ormiston through the press; if so, the trick worked perfectly, for
hundreds of newspapers all over the country printed the mysterious wire.

The sender was run down and proved to be a Los Angeles attorney
who had no connection with Angelus Temple or the case in any way.
He told a curious story. A person unknown to him, he said, telephoned
him at his office and asked him to send the wire as a legal service. He
thought the commission a bit irregular, but he sent the telegram. The
next morning an envelope containing morey for the tolls and a fee was
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pushed under his door. “I have absolutcly no knowledge of its mean-
ing,” he said.

Several pastors that week end announced their intention to preach on
the consuming topic, Bob Shuler, as usual, topping the list with a triple-
barrcled inquiry: (1) Why hadn't the official rcport of the Arizona
police been made public? (2) Was an effort being made to cover up
the facts? (3) Why be afraid of the white light of publicity?

Sister Aimee advertised that her sermon would be on “Light and
Darkness,” and she would preach from the scribbled notes she left on
the sands that famous 18th of May.

All the embattled ministers had good turnouts, but Aimee’s was spec-
tacular. Morning, afternoon, and evening crowds were turned away,
more than two thousand that night, after cighteen hundred managed to
squecze into an overflow mecting in the Bible School. At the altar
call, more than a hundred converts came forward.

Aimee was glowing. Cooing into the microphone, she promised her
abductors forgiveness and immunity from prosccution if they would
only reveal themselves to her. “If those people arc listening in, I want
to say to them: I hold no animosity toward you; I freely forgive you.”

If she was aware that granting immunity to a criminal was not in the
power of a privatc citizen and would, in fact, be compounding a felony,
she did not show it.

Mother’s announcement from the platform was practical: $1500
donated in the afternoon collection, she said, would go toward paying for
a better amplifying system for the Temple. Altogether the improvement
would cost $5000, and the evening congregation was urged to con-
tribute handsomely.

Ryan, in San Francisco, marked the Sabbath by showing Ormiston’s
parents a letter which Mrs. McPherson had handed to him a few days
previously. Dated June 21, mailed in Oakland at 11 p.m. June 22, it was
addressed to B. Ernest Ballard, an clder of Angelus Temple, and was
signed “Ormie.” It disclosed that the writer had been actively smug-
gling liquor, hence his fear of the spotlight and necessity to hide. “I
would have just about given my worthless life for Sister or the Temple,
or cven Mother,” the letter mourned. Aimee accepted it as genuinely
from Ormiston, Ryan said, and felt that it explained how he happened
to have money to buy an expensive automobile. The senior Ormistons
spurned the document as a forgery, saying the signature was not their
son’s, the language was unlike him, he never was a bootlegger, and he
Wwas innocent of any conncction with the Temple case.
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“We believe Mrs. McPherson’s story of her kidnaping,” they added
stoutly, “and know Kenneth knows nothing about it.”
Ryan did not find Ormiston.

Letters generally were in the news. The newspapers, the police radio
stations, public officials, and almost every person mentioned in the case
werc deluged with them. The newspapers found their mailbags heavily
weighted in favor of the evangelist. Many of the writers commented on
the unedlfymg spectacle of other churches and pastors rushing to con-
«demn her. One minister arose to count himself an exception: “Not all
the ‘ministers of the Church Federation are neutral. We are with you
and stand ready to help in any way we can at your call.”

An attorney wrote: “Any person who reflects on the character of
Mrs. McPherson shows himself devoid of decency.”

A woman told of her experiment in trying to cut a rope off her tied
wrists: “It is impossible to cut any rope in that fashion WITHOUT.CUTTING
UP YOUR WRISTS VERY BADLY. Also, how in all commonsense can any
Mexican shack have a bathtub and a lavatory?”

A woman in Calexico contributed a perspiring note: “Right here in
Calexico, with an electric fan running, we are changing our gowns twice
and even three times a day because of perspiration.”

A businessman wrote gloomily: “There is a larger issue in this case,
and that is saving the face of Los Angeles, if that is possible.”

And an astute lawyer piqued the editors of the city’s newspapers
witly a round-robin letter saying: “I am satisfied that I can prove from the
oral testimony of the past few weeks that the city editors of the leading
dailies combincd and kxdnaped Mrs. McPherson, and staged her come-
back so as to make copy.’

The East Coast had a flurry when a telegram addressed to Ormiston
turned up in Taylorsville, North Carolina. Signed “Harry,” it read:
MEET MAC OCALA. TREE IS FALLING. EVERYTHING OK. MUM THE WORD.
APPEARANCE G. J. FLOP. WIRE ME UNDER SAME NAME. JONES STANDS
PAT. A SAYS TELL MAC NOTHING.

The oddity was that Ocala, Florida, was the home of Aimee’s divorced
husband, Harold S. McPherson. The telegram was not claimed and in-
quiries at Ocala produced no clue, McPherson revealing nothing except
an abiding bitterness toward the woman whom he had once married.
“Kenneth G. Ormiston will be dropped like a hot penny by Aimee as
soon as she has obtained all the help from him he is abie to give her
cause,” the former grocery clerk, now remarried, told a reporter.
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The Taylorsville wire was followed by one from Norfolk, Virginia,
signed “Ormiston.” It was addressed to Asa Keyes, and explained that
inasmuch as the sender stood to “clean up $100,000 in Norfolk real-
estate boom,” he could not spare the time to return to Los Angeles.
Keyes guessed a smart real-estate operator wanted to advertise Norfolk.
But a few days later the district attorney received a letter undoubtedly
from Ormiston, mailed in New York City. The cockily impudent missive
contained denials that the writer had been inquiring for Mrs. Mc-
Pherson in Riverside, as reported in the newspapers; that he had any
connection with “the greaser mayor’s story of the ‘mysterious car and
mysterious persons’ who, he claims, dumped Mrs. Mac out on the
‘burning sands’ ”; or that he had any information about the case to
impart. On June 23, the day Mrs. McPherson reappeared, Ormiston
wrote, he was in Oakland, registered at thc Harrison Hotel as “J. F.
Duffy,” and that day he took his Chrysler car out of the Dalma Garage on
Webster Street, where it had been stored since May 29. This stale lead
proved out, with slight differences: “J. R. Duffy” registered at the Harri-
son Hotel June 22 and checked out June 24, and a Chrysler coupe carry-
ing license plates issued to Ormiston was at the Dalma Garage from
May 31 to June 21. ' '

As for your desire for me to appear before the Los Angeles grand
jury [Ormiston informed Keyes], I am afraid I cannot oblige you.
I can afford neither the time nor the money to come to Los Angeles
on what would be nothing else than a worthless errand, as I have
no knowledge that could possibly assist the jury in its investigation,
And I can assure you that I am getting sick and tired of all this rubbish.

The day the letter was mailed, the Los Angeles Times rcceived a
telegram from New York signed “Ormiston” referring them to the letter,
in case Keyes should not publish it. A similar telegram, addressed to
Mayor Cryer and the grand jury, threatened civil action if the “stupid
stories” about him in connection with the case were not stopped.

These goads in the flanks of the authorities were from the East, but
where was the fugitive? Reporters and detectives in New York found
no trace. Ormiston obviously had no intention of being “led like a lamb
to the slaughter,” although Aimee’s attorneys said the evangelist felt
he should come forward and tell what he knew—or be arrested and
prosecuted as an accomplice to the kidnaping.

Ryan did strike what might be pay dirt in Oakland when he obtained
the original of the “Dr. Merton” telegram sent to Mrs. Kennedy on May
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21, three days after Sister’s disappearance. The signature on the scrib-
bled message was all but indecipherable, and might be read “Dr. Mer-
ton,” “Dr. Miston,” or “Ormiston.” The addrcss given by the sender
was fictitious. Ryan established that the sender behaved mysteriously,
honking his horn in front of the Western Union office until a messenger
came out, then taking the boy around the corner and writing out the tele-
gram in his car, with the explanation that he was a Secret Service agent
and did not wish to be observed. He gave the messenger money for the
telegram and drove away. The messenger was unable to recall the kind
of car or identify photographs of Ormiston.

Ryan hustled back to Los Angeles and submitted this ﬁnd to Milton
Carlson, an authority on disputed documents. Carlson identified the
handwriting on the tclegraph blank as Ormiston’s; newspapers pub-
lished photographs of the telegram beside Ormiston’s known handwrit-
ing to let readers make their own comparisons.

Carlson also positively ruled that the “Avengers” letter was not a
bona-fide ransom demand. The letter and the address on the envelope
were typed on different machines, he brought out, and he explained his
reasoning in regard to the spuriousness of the letter. It is obviously im-
possible, he said, for an uneducated person to write in a style or vocabu-
lary beyond his capacity, but it is possible for an educated person to
imitate the limited vocabulary and faulty grammar of an ignorant per-
son. “The letter is too long for kidnapers who mean business,” Carlson
said. “The spelling is too accurate, and numerous high-sounding words
are used grammatically correctly. Yet there are a few words such as
‘doped out,” ‘now get busy,” and ‘apple pie.” Why should kidnapers use
two different typewriters to write the epistle, as was done in this case,
giving investigators the double chance of finding one of the two ma-
chines?”

Fat was thrown in the fire when Judge Keetch gave out word that the
grand jury would not be permitted to make any report on their investiga-
tion; they should either indict or not indict, he insisted, that was all;
there would be no public statement.

A storm of protest erupted. Vitriolic cries of “gagging the jury” were
shot at the unfortunate Keetch. Bob Shuler plunged into the fray with
a three-page open letter to the jurist that put into words the charge of
“whitewash” being heard all over the city, but which had not hitherto
appeared in print. Professing esteem for Keetch, the fiery pastor ex-
pressed his surprise that the grand jury was to be “muzzled and pro-
hibited from giving out any report on the McPherson' case unless actual
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indictments are returned.” As “a man who voted for you,” Shuler vigor-
ously objected to the judge’s “policy of silence.” The decision, he said,
boiled down to this:

If Mrs. McPherson was kidnaped, and any evidence is produced that
would justify the indictment of her kidnapers, action by the grand
jury will be taken. On the other hand, if the evidence presented
tends to disprove her story, there will be the whitewash of silence.
. . . That efforts have been made to cover up and protect, I am aware
and the public is not deceived. . . . There are two of the judges
of this county who have becn personally identified with the move-
ment of Mrs. McPherson’s and their interest and concern are well
known. . . . One of the greatest crimes that can now be committed
against this community is to whitewash the situation that has arisen,
or fail to give it the honest and thorough investigation which it
merits.

This impertinence, instructing an upright member of the bench in his
duty, angered Keetch further. But he contained himself, appealed to two
fellow judges for support (Judge Hardy was not one of them), then
issued an amplifying statement justifying his action on the ground that
the business of the grand jury is to hear evidence and act or not act;
the jury is not an open forum for the expression of opinions or discus-
sions. To put force into his determination to keep the investigation
within proper bounds he visited the grand jurors in their chamber before
they resumed deliberations on Tuesday and read the riot act on their
limitations. During the morning he conferred twice with Keyes; the dis-
trict attorney said he and Keetch agreed perfectly. The jurors smarted
under their tongue-lashing and made plain they had nothing to do with
Aimee’s vaudeville. Veitch, the evangelist’s attoreey, feeling the edge of
the storm, said the Tcmple witnesses would not discuss their testimony
hereafter. Yet when Mother Kennedy appeared to testify that day, Keyes
did not even ask her to take the secrecy oath; in fact, his staff intimated
that the formality had been practically abandoned for the case.
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Mother on the Stand

Mother slipped into the Hall of Justice by a side door, disappointing a
crowd waiting at the main entrance. The large police detail that was on
hand controlled the spectators smoothly. There were no reserved seats
sold.

For the public, Mother’s testimony was not the stellar attraction her
daughter’s had been, but the jurors were keenly interested. Throughout
the city Mother Kennedy had become almost as legendary as Aimee,
and the jurors were impressed by her practical, businesslike, forceful,
unlettered capabilities; she seemed to be composed of tenacity and can-
niness in equal parts.

Minnie settled dumpily into the witness chair and faced Keyes with-
out visible nervousness. At one point, while describing how Brother
Arthur broke the news of her daughter’s disappearance, she sobbed;
repeatedly she bemoaned her ordeal during the weeks when she believed
her daughter to be drowned.

“Did you believe she was drowned?” asked the curious Keyes.

“I did, yes, sir.”

“And on what evidence did you base that belief?”

“Why, I believed she had gone into the water and hadn’t come out of
the water. I didn’t know what had happened, but I knew that was—noth-
ing else ever entered my head.”

Keyes returned to this point. “You believed she was drowned?”

“I either believed,” Minnie said slowly, “that she was drowned or that
God had taken her.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“I don’t know whether I can explain it. I believe that God has taken
people, according to the Bible, whose bodies have never been found.”

“Well, you don’t believe, do you, Mrs. Kennedy, that God or any other
supernatural power would take a person up out of the water—pick up
a body and take them away? Do you believe that?”

“Well, I know that in the Bible He did, because that is—”’

“The Bible says that?” Keyes was incredulous.



144 THE VANISHING EVANGELIST

Minnie was uaruffled. “Of course, I don’t want to bring any Bible
chapters here, but we do believe that there have been times when God
took people and that their bodies have never been found, such as Moses.
Not that Sister would be compared with that, but when we couldn’t
find her body we knew not what to think.”

“Is it your belief now, Mrs. Kennedy, that your daughter was really
kidnaped?”

“It certainly is.”

The “Dr. Merton” telegram was gone into exhaustively. Minnie denied
she had attached any importance to it when it arrived, and repeatedly
affirmed that she had turned it over to Captain Cline.

To refresh her memory, Keyes read the message: “Mother Kennedy,
Angelus Temple, Echo Park, Los Angeles, California. Daughter O.K.
Do not worry. Communication proven. Am sending for J.A. whom I
believe safe. Detail in mail.”

“Who,” asked Keyes, “is J.A.’?”

“I couldn’t say.”

“What are Arthur’s initials [referring to the chairman of the Temple
board]?”

“Why, J.—"

“JW.A,, isn't it?”

“I couldn’t say, his second initial.”

“You never did receive any message in the mail, or through the mails,
that to your mind followed the sending of this telegram?”’

“I didn’t communicate with anyone.”

“Did you believe or connect the sender of this telegram as Mr. Ormis-
ton?”

“No, I never thought of that ”

Mother could not recall anybody’s having come to the house on May 18
inquiring for her daughter. Nor had she known of anyone’s threatening
Sister before her disappearance “She was as carefree as a child. Every-
thing was happiness and joy.”

As regards Aimee’s watch, Minnic could speak only from hearsay,
but she believed it was at the jeweler’s all the time Sister was away.

“After she returned to Douglas, you went down immediately, did you
not?”

“Idid.”

“And did you take that wrist watch with you and give it to her?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Did you notice whether she had a wrist watch at that time?”
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“No, T don’t think she did.”

“You wouldn’t be sure of that, though?”

“I wouldn’t be sure about that. I know Mrs. McPherson has a habit
of borrowing a watch, even around the Temple, if she hadn’t one; but
her watch, I believe, was in the jewelry shop.”

The “Avengers” letter brought the positive assertion from Mother
that she received it Monday afternoon or Tuesday morning. “They
tell me it was Tuesday morning.”

“Who tells you that?”

“Well, different people. I spoke with Captain Cline about it and he
says I told him it was Tuesday morning, and Miss Schaffer said it was
Tuesday morning. I have no special reason to fasten the hour in my
mind.”

“Well, you know the letter was delivered at the Temple on Saturday?”

“I only know when the letter came to me.”

“Who received the letter ?”

“Miss Schaffer gave it to me.”

“Do you know who received it?”

“No.”

There was no special-delivery stamp on the envelope when it was
handed to her, Minnie repeated under oath.

“Well,” Keyes said, “there were some answers to certain questions
which convinced you, did they not, that she was really alive ?”’

“No.” The response was firm. “I knew very well that anybody in
Canada would know our hammock, because it hung for years between
two points and was an odd—I know of nobody else that had a hammock
of loose woven wire, and it didn’t mean anything, and the name of my
little dog was well known, because it was Gyp, and we had had him for
many years, so I didn’t think that meant anything, and the other ques-
tions were not answered.”

“Well, in this letter there was a lock of her hair, was there not ?”’

“Well, it seems it was her hair. I couldn’t recognize it as her hair.”

“You didn’t recognize it ?”’

“No, I didn’t.”

“Well, as I understand you, Mrs. Kennedy, when you read this letter
it didn’t impress you very much and didn’t cause you—"

“It distressed me,” Minnie interposed.

“__cause you to believe that your daughter was alive 7

“No, it distressed me, Mr. Keyes, and other letters had distressed me.”

“Did it strike you, Mrs. Kennedy—"" The district attorney groped for

F
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the right word. “Did it strike you that the general tone of thxs letter was
—sounded like your daughter?”

“No,” replied Mother. “Something about the letter sounded to me
like somebody was trying to personate—somebody—it didn’t sound—
some of it sounded like underworld, and some of it sounded like some-
body had listened to our conversation, our mode of speaking, and was
trying to imitate her; and I spoke to Mr. Cline about that and I said, ‘The
letter doesn’t sound entirely sincere.’

“Weren’t there some of the words and phrases peculiar to Mrs. Mc-
Pherson’s line of talk?”

“Well, I don’t think peculiar to her any more than to the rest of us,
but it didn’t sound to me like a kidnaper’s letter.”

“Mrs. Kennedy”—Keyes assumed his blandest manner—have you
any suggestions that might assist this grand jury in apprehending the peo-
ple whom you say—who, you say, you believe kidnaped Mrs. McPher-
son?” L
“Of course, everything—" Minnie fluttered her hands and smiled
wanly. “We have just been surrounded and harassed ever since the
eighteenth of May with newspaper reporters, and I have never cven had
one twenty-four hours I could cven think clearly, but even if one nceds
sleep, it has been at the front door and the back door and the telephone
constantly, and I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t call an attorney, I
didn’t—1I just was distressed beyond everything. I think it is wonderful
that I have even kept up as I have, but you—there are so many things
come in that I have had no chance even to have them looked up. We
are endeavoring to do that now.”

Keyes turncd to the Temple finances. Here Minnic was not at a loss.

“Mrs. Kennedy, is there a large mortgage on the property out there?”

“On the Temple? No.”

“Eighty-five thousand dollars?”

“No.”

“No such mortgage as that?”

“No.”

“Is there any mortgage on that?”

“Well, we have some property that we are buying that is not fully paid
for, but that has nothing to do with the Temple.”

“Isn’t it a fact, Mrs. Kennedy, that you and Mrs. McPherson had
many quarrels shortly before she disappeared over money matters?”

“I don't believe anybody could quarrel with Mrs. McPherson.”

“I wish you would please answer my question.”
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“No, there was no quarrel over money matters or anything else that I
know of.” ‘

“What were the relations between you and Mrs. McPherson just be-
fore she disappeared?”

“Splendid.”

“Your relations have always been friendly with Mrs. McPherson, have
they?”

“Absolutely. I boss her around considerably and try to keep her from
getting into trouble.”

Keyes shifted to another issue.

“At the time of her disappearance, Mrs. McPherson had no life in-
surance at all?”

“Not a penny, and I sure thank the Lord she didn’t!”

“Who was handling the financial end of the Temple out there?”

“Why, I don’t know what you mean by ‘the financial end.’”

“Well, there was a good deal of money collected, wasn’t there?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Who handled that money?”

“I handled the checking out.”

“You have several different banking accounts, have you not?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Was the institution out there in good financial condition at the time
Mrs. McPherson left?”

“Yes, fairly good. Sound, I should say.”

Keyes asked about the financial structure of the Temple, and Minnie
warmed to the subject.

“We are incorporated,” she said, “and first we purchased the property
knowing no person here and having no financial backing. The property
and whatever Sister has come from her own hard work, her life—the
cream of her life—and instead of putting it into trips and dress and all
sorts of oil wells, as other evangelists do, the little thing has worked for
seventeen years. This trip to the Holy Land was the first real vacation
that the child ever had; and when we purchased the property—and it
was just from the love offerings and what we had saved and from people
who believed in us—and the only thing that many of the people in our
campaigns who gave us money asked me to sece was that while Mrs. Mec-
Pherson lived I see that she never let any bunch of men get it in their
hands, that she was to preach the Foursquare Gospel, and I have stood
by that. But we have incorporated, and as we incorporated we made a
deed of trust, so that in the event of anything happening to either of
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us it could be recorded at any time in the name of the association, and
we both signed.”

“Who has that deed of trust?” Keyes asked.

“Pardon?”” Minnie looked at him doubtfully.

“Who has that deed of trust?”

“We have it.”

“That trust deed is not recorded?”

“No.”

“It is in your possession?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, there would be nothing to prevent your destroying that trust
deed, would there, and then disposing of the property as you wanted to?”

“No, we couldn’t do that.”

A juror interposed. “Is it recorded?”

“No,” Minnie replied stubbornly. “The—the attorney v&ho drew it up
advised against recording it.”

Keyes resumed. “The question is suggested, Mrs, Kennedy, for you to
name the members of the board of directors of this corporation.”

“The trustees of it are Mrs. McPherson, myself, and Miss Schaffer.”

“If the property were sold, Mrs. Kennedy, who would get the money?”

“It could not be sold.”

“Well, it stands in your name and Mrs, McPherson s?”

“Yes, but it is for the work of the Lord and could not be sold.”

“The grant deed went directly to you and Mrs McPherson, does it
not?”

“Yes, we purchased it before the Temple was built.”

“And paid for it with your own money?”

“Paid for it with the money of our hard earnings.”

Keyes gambited again. “How much does Mrs. McPherson take for
her living expenses a month?”

“Why, there is an offering the first Sunday of each month that is given
to her. We never bother with that. We just let her use it at her own dis-
cretion.”

“She has no stated amount paid her each week?”

“She has this offering. It has only been recently, though, that it has
been hers absolutely.”

“What becomes of the money taken in?”

“Which money?”

“The money taken in, the offerings or pledges.”

“To pay for the cxpenses of the work.”
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“And that is handled by you?”

“No, not altogether. I don’t handle the incoming money, but I handle
the outgoing. I write the checks and watch the amounts.” .

Keyes finally informed her that was all, and Mother left the room
with a tight smile. In the corridor the inescapable press crew hovered.
Minnie posed, asking brightly, “Is my hat on straight?” Then she made
a quick trip to the county jail on the top three floors of the building to
look into the estimated cost of installing radio receiving sets that would
pick up the Temple services, which was a current Temple welfare
project.

Keyes emerged from the grand-jury room smiling enigmatically. “The
kidnapers are as elusive as ever,” he said. When he was pressed to dis-
close whether the evidence to date seemed to confirm Mrs. McPherson’s
story, he repeated, “The kidnapers.are as elusive as ever.”

“That Is the Woman”

Back home from her grand-jury interrogation, Mother unburdened her-
self. “Perhaps the only way Sister’s name can be cleared absolutely and
forever,” she said, “is for the kidnapers to be caught or come forward
voluntarily with a complete confession. The only mistake Sister made in
this whole terrible affair,” she went on with a rush of practical sense,
“was to talk at all, to make any explanation of her disappearance, though
her story was every word true. If she had declined to explain her ab-
sence, little would have been thought of it. But because she did tell her
story, because she told exactly what happened, she has made herself
the target of enemies and unbelievers. Of course, she had no way of
knowing it would turn out this way. It was her faith in human nature
that trapped her into this awful situation.”

Minnie herself was reposing solidly on the wisdom of not talking about
the “Avengers” letter. The federal authorities continued to rumble om-
inously but it was apparent that they had no case. Even if it could be
proved that Mrs. Kennedy read the letter before the memorial service,
only she could testify competently regarding her state of mind at that
moment, whether she believed the letter or not. If she would not talk,
the federal authorities were helpless, and they knew it.
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The drama of the county grand-jury sessions extended into the next
week. Regarding the “Dr. Merton” wire, Cline swore it had never been
given to him; he had never seen it. Mother said the telegram was all part
of the plot to ruin Angelus Temple, and if Ormiston sent it “he must be
found at once.” Woolley, the Temple attorney, pointed to “communica-
tion proven” as “typical medium talk,” justifying Mother in dismissing
it as “spiritualism.”

Ryan startled the jurors with his statement that a night mechanic in
the Highway Garage in Salinas, Dennis Collins by name, positively
identified Kenneth Ormiston as the man who drove a blue Chrysler
coupe into the garage on May 29, and the woman in the car as Mrs.
McPherson. Identification was made by photographs. But Collins, in
Salinas, quickly denied that he had identified the woman, although he
did identify Ormiston. The woman in the car, he said, looked younger
than Mrs. McPherson in her photographs.

Hallenbeck, Emma Schaffer, Blanche Rice who had bossed the Tem-
ple’s beach patrol during May, and even Rolf McPherson, Aimee’s son,
were paraded before the grand jury. McKinley, the blind lawyer, and
Bernice Morris, his secretary, were called; Carlson testified on the hand-
writing; Mrs. Oberman, who said she saw Aimee with a man at the
beach, and Langan, the manager of the Ocean View Hotel, told their
stories. A Venice haberdasher said he saw Sister a mile from where she
said she was kidnaped, two hours after she said she entered the water;
he hadn’t spoken up sooner, he said, because he didn’t want to get mixed
up in the case.

Then came a day of sensation, when Pape, the automobile dealer
from Tucson, in a face-to-face meeting identified Aimee in the most
positive terms as the woman he saw in an automobile in Agua Prieta
on Junc 20, and Hallenbeck as one of the men with her. He volunteered
that he also did not want to get mixed up in the case and had said
nothing at the time the evangelist reappeared, because he feared the
effect it might have on his business; but since that time he had sold
his agency in Tucson and left that town, so he felt free to talk.

After Pape had made his identification from photographs, foreman
Carter telephoned Mrs. McPherson at the Temple and asked her to
come to the jury room. Half an hour later the evangelist appeared,
dressed in Temple costume and wearing a wide-brimmed black straw
hat. No honor guard attended her, although Carter said he had re-
quested that they come, too, dressed identically with the pastor just as
before. Aimce said she had mistcaderstcod, and weat into a huddle with
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her three attorneys in a side room; then Keyes came out of the grand-
jury room and instructed her to enter the room, say nothing, but stand
in a corner where she would be plainly visible.

Aimee followed his directions exactly. Pape stood on the opposite side
of the room. After a long, searching interval, a juror told Aimee she was
excused, and she departed. Keyes turned to Pape. “Can you now sub-
stantiate your identification?”

“Beyond any question of a doubt,” responded Pape, “that is positively
the woman I saw in front of the Club International in Agua Pricta three
days before Mrs. McPherson came into that town. Of that I am certain.”
He noticed particularly, he added, the woman’s auburn hair and “pierc~
ing eyes.”

That evening the newspapers carried photographs of Aimee with
Pape superimposed at the side, pointing to her and exclaiming, “That is
the woman!” Woolley, on behalf of his client, simply said Pape was mis-
taken. The evangelist, appearing before one of the biggest week-day
crowds ever to fill the Temple, baptized a hundred and thirty-four men,
women, and children. Standing waist-deep in the tank, assisted by Brother
Arthur, she worked more than an hour immersing candidates, two and
three at a time.

That evening Ryan received a death threat signed “Steve and Rose.”
And an anesthetist proposed not only that the kidnapers should be
granted immunity, but that a public subscription should be taken up for
them as benefactors of mankind, if they would only reveal by what won-
derful technique of anesthesia they kept a woman unconscious for four-
teen hours, clad all the while in a dripping wet bathing suit, without
permanent ill effects. Ir: reply to which one Temple member, a man of
sixty, challenged Sister’s detractors to meet him at sunrise at six paces.

The day after Pape’s damaging testimony, the lawyers in Aimee’s
camp struck back with two affidavits. One was by Hallenbeck, giving
his movements day by day. The second was by a Mrs. V. R. Umphrey, a
person as far as was ascertainable in no way associated with Angelus
Temple, who said she probably was the woman secn by Pape. She said
the incident occurred on June 15 and her Hudson car was blue. Her
statement was given to Nick Harris. Reporters commented that Pape,
who as an automobile dealer presumably was thoroughly familiar with
the appearance of different makes of cars, had identificd the car he saw
as a Hupmobile.

Hallenbeck personally visited Ryan’s office with apparently iron-clad
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proof of his whereabouts all the time Aimce was absent. Hallenbeck as-
sured the deputy that he believed Ormiston was hiding right in Los
Angeles, and if given proper authority he would undertake to flush him
out.

The McPherson attorneys supplemented the affidavits with a bitter at-
tack on the prosecutor’s office. “The alleged inquiry into the kidnaping
of Mrs. McPherson,” they protested, “is but an attempt to discredit her
and destroy the great church and work which have been founded through
her efforts.” They were making every effort, they said, to find Kenneth
Ormiston.

That Sunday Bob Shuler 'held forth in pulpit tones on"the topic,
“Is There an Effort to Stifle the Grand Jury?” Aimee, at the Temple,
took a fling at the scurrility of the press in printing, she said, whatever
damaging evidence they could find,

As the time approached for the grand jury to vote on indictments, the
suspense became feverish. Aimce’s camp produced an affidavit by the
interpreter who had sat with her and Presidente Boubion, ‘accusing the
Agua Prieta mayor of soliciting a bribe to withhold his report. The dis-
trict attorney’s office discredited the affiant by publishing his record:
he had been convicted of robbery in Arizona, and in 1915 had .been
found guilty of a morals offense against a young girl in California and
had been banished from the state for ten years. Ryan visited Bechtel’s, a
dry-goods store in San Pedro, trying to get a line on Bon Ton corsct
number 872. Mrs. Bechtel said the only place she knew where that
number was carried was a store in San Diego; the model was ten years
old. Nick Harris operatives were reported to be on the trail of a mys-
terious “‘double of the evangelist. Police staked out every road leading
into Los Angeles in the search for Ormiston, although a district attorney’s
investigator was told by a stranger over the telephone, “You are wasting
your time. Ormiston is out of the state and far away.” Investigator
Burgess of the district attorney’s homicide squad nearly lost an ear in
the general excitement. A Negro barged into Burgess’ officc and wildly
claimed a reward for having captured Aimee’s abductors. In the process
of forcibly removing him to the psychopathic ward at General Hospital,
Burgess was painfully bitten: his damaged ear was treated at the hospital,
too.

Each night found Sister mentioning the case less and less in her ser-
mons, but the Temple remained jammed. On the eve of the grand-jury
vote she revealed that she was working out an “animated sermon” in
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which she would portray, with elaborate stage effects, the full attempt
of the Devil to discredit her story. The finale would show, she promised
her faithful, an angel descending from Heaven “sweeping away the
clouds tainted with innuendoes, rumors, and lies and setting forth in the
brilliant sunshine the indisputable truth as I have told it.”

On Tuesday, July 20, Keyes gave the grand jurors the letter he had
received from Ormiston, laid before them blank indictments naming
Steve Doe, Rose Roe, and John Moe, explained the law, and retired. The
jury debated all day until 5 p.m., then voted. The ballot was fourteen
to three against indictment. A thirty-two-word report was filed with
Judge Keetch, saying:

The county grand jury had presented to it for consideration the
evidence in the alleged kidnaping of Aimec Semple McPherson and
finds there is insufficient evidence to date to warrant an indictment.

Foreman Carter amplified this tersely. “As far as the grand jury is
concerned, the case is ended, but if Mrs. McPherson cares to continue
her efforts further to substantiate her story, this body will be open at all
times to receive such evidence as she may submit.”

Ryan shrugged, half content. “The evidence was presented to the
grand jury absolutely from an unbiased viewpoint,” he commented, “and
the action of that body explains fully the weight of the evidence in this
case.”

Said Keyes, “The report of the grand jury covers the case very well.”

As far as the prosecutor’s office was concerned an embarrassing, thank-
less involvement had been shelved. The grand jury, politely but scath-
ingly, had declined to swallow the evangelist’s desert yarn. If tacit con-
demnation could do it, Aimee stood stripped of veracity—discredited.
But the legal agencies failed to take account of the excitability and re-
lentlessness of one section of the public, for whom Bob Shuler hastened
to speak in an outraged communication to Judge Keetch. Mere refusal
to indict would not satisfy these partisans: they demanded point-by-
point analysis of the evidence against the truth of Mrs. McPherson’s
story. Shuler prcpared to hold a mass mecting in Trinity Church the
following Sunday, at which “there will be a formal protest lodged against
the suppression of facts now known to the grand jury or evidence that
has been produced before that body.” He invited Keetch to attend and

answer questions from the platform. A copy of his scorching letter to the
¥
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judge was sent to Keyes, but for the prosecutor there was an extra ques-
tion: “I have noted your statement through the press that a full and
fair investigation was to be had and a complete report of the findings
given to the public. When did you change your mind?”

Such effrontery threw Judge Keetch into a passion. He consulted col-
leagues again—the presiding judge of the Superior Court and repre-
sentatives of the State Bar. The possibility of contempt action against the
Trinity pastor was canvassed. Incensed as the conferees were, they
agreed that the best thing would be to bury the case with the grand
jury’s epitaph; the city was on edge, orderly process in the matter hav-
ing been flouted constantly. A statement was drafted defending Keetch’s
action, and the judge issued it without verbal elaboration. The statement
quoted the law that a grand jury’s sole duty is to investigate alleged
crimes, consider the evidence in secret, and indict or not indict. “It is
not its purpose to give information to the public, or to influence public
opinion, in regard to unresolved questions, however interesting or im-
portant.” The grand jury is prohibited by law from reporting or divulg-
ing any testimony given before it, Keetch concluded, and he advised the
jurors and the public that the McPherson case was no exception. Shuler
stepped up his preparations for the biggest rally Trinity. Church ever held.

There was also a letter from Ormiston to the Los Angeles Times
which promised: “You will continue to hear from me until my name
is omitted from the affair.” The letter was mailed in New York City.
Simultancously a testimonial to the pastor of Echo Park came from
citizens in Douglas, giving their opinion that her story was true and that
no proof against it had been produced. The letter was signed by the
mayor, the president of the Chamber of Commerce, the president of the
Southern Arizona Ministcrial Association, the British vice-consul, and
several bankers and well-known businessmen. Douglas was enjoying a
tourist boom; the Chamber of Commerce printed windshield stickers for
automobiles reading, “Aimee Slept Here.” Wags quickly competed with
rival stickers: “Aimee Slipped Here.”

Sister McPherson seemed to require no assistance. Immediately after
the grand jury’s finding, through her attorneys she issued her undaunted
rejoinder:

The close of the official investigation into the abduction of Mrs.
McPherson marks the end of the first phase of the search for her kid-
napers. California, Arizona, and Mexico have been searched, not for
the criminals, but for evidence against the evangelist. And after the
combing, there is no such evidence. Mrs. McPherson’s story, related
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time and again, to officials and others, remains as firm and unshaken
as the first time it was told. . . . The official investigation not only
bears her story out and proves it true, but reveals her to the world as
a truthful, upright woman, who has withstood the attack in a religious,
God-fearing manner. Today she stands vindicated and unafraid.
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“Ten thousand ‘difficulties do not
make one doubt.”
—CARDINAL NEWMAN
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The Old Spice Trail

Three days after Shuler hurled his thunderbolts and Aimee struck her
victory pose, a Los Angeles newspaper printed this doggerel contributed
by a reader:

While I hold no brief for Aimee,

P’m admitting, all the samee,

That she might have “rosc” alrighty,
Like another Aphrodite,

From the deep where she lay soaking:
For a month or two—no joking!

Then again I haven’t tracked her

From the hut wherein they shacked her,
Where fair Rosie gagged and tied her,
With that two-edged can beside her. . . .

The same newspaper, that same day, also publishéd an ambiguous
minor dispatch from Monterey, a town in Northern California three
hundred miles from Los Angeles, reporting that new clues to Ormiston’s
movements during May had been uncarthed by Monterey Police Chief
William A. Gabrielson, and the information had been sent to Prosecutor
Keyes. The district attorney’s staff disparaged the report, saying that as
far as Los Angeles County was concerned, the McPherson case was
closed. Ryan disclaimed knowing anything about the fresh information;
he doubted that anyone would be sent north to look into the rumor.

But the next morning, unknown to the press, Ryan surreptitiously
boarded the train north. At the same time, unknown to Ryan, reporters
headed toward Montercy. Both parties smelled something important
pending.

Thus sounded the first ruffle of thunder in the cloud that hung over
the pastor of Angelus Temple. It was to burst in a storm of such fan-
tastic complexity as to make all that had happened up to now appear,
by contrast, as mild as a meeting of dancing masters.

On the evening of July 22, two days after the grand jury returned its
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finding, a2 woman walked into the office of Police Chief Gabrielson in
Monterey and asked whether he would like to know where Aimee Semple
McPherson and Kenneth Ormiston were from May 19 to May 29. She
offered to tell him if he would promise not to ask her name or reveal the
source of his information. Gabrielson was interested. His caller related
that she was from San Diégo, a transient visitor in nearby Carmel. The
evening before, a man whose tongue had been sufficiently oiled by liquor
told her the story; it seemed to be no secret around Carmel. If Gabrielson
could overlook the prohibition law and buy this man a few drinks, he
probably would be told everything also. She identified the man and
walked out, still without giving her name. Not until years afterward did
Gabriclson reveal her role.in the drama, and he never learned her identity.

Gabrielson followed up the tip. After an adequate number of rounds
the chatterer rambled freely. The story he told sent Gabrielson in a
hurry to a bungalow on Scenic Drive, a squat, crate-shaped stucco struc-
ture facing the ocean. The chief rang the bell and was answered by
Henry C. Benedict, a prosperously retired insurance adjuster, owner of
the property. Gabrielson began to put questions about tenants who had
rented the house in May.

Benedict, who was not a man to be pushed, spoke up. “Just a minute.
Let me ask you a question. Who are you?”

Gabrielson identified himself. Benedict then invited him inside and
talked to the point. The chief was shown certain belongings that the
tenants had left in the house. He also interviewed the couple next door,
the realty agent who rented the cottage, and men who delivered wood
and groceries to the place. Then he telegraphed Asa Keyes that he pos-
sessed information of the highest importance, and offered to come to
Los Angeles and present it in person.

Gabrielson realized that he had stumbled on the greatest break in a
policeman’s career: apparently he had solved a mystery that was setting
the state by the ears. By every rightful expectation he should acquire
professional fame overnight. Keyes, however, preferred not to trust the
acumen of a small-town cop but to send a member of his staff to Carmel.
Ryan was the man. Ryan was ambitious, too.

Mrs. Ryan accompanied the deputy on the train ride north. As they
traveled they talked about the time they had called on Sister four days be-
fore the grand jury’s vote. Ryan had received an anonymous letter which
he wished to show to the evangelist, and Mrs. Ryan was eager to meet
the glamorous celebrity. Mrs. McPherson came into the foyer of the
Temple residence to greet them; her manner was cool. Ryan explained
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his purpose. He was asked to step into a side room, where he confronted
a panel of lawyers staring in undisguised unfriendliness. The astonished
deputy, thrown on his guard and mentally marveling at the array of talent
assembled to protect an innocent woman, quickly took himself out of
there. Ryan’s mood on the train, as he riffled through a pile of photo-
graphs he had borrowed from a newspaper, was not placatory.

They arrived in Monterey at 8 o’clock in the evening, Saturday, July
24. Gabrielson told Ryan what he had learned. Together they went to
the bungalow on Scenic Drive, but the house was dark. Early the next
morning Ryan took over and Gabrielson was shunted aside, although he
continued loyally to give every assistance requested. During Sunday,
July 25, the following facts were established by the industrious deputy.

On May 14 a man calling himself George McIntire (or McIntyre—he
spelled it both ways) applied at the office of the Carmel Realty Company
to rent a cottage for his wife and himself. He explained that his wife was
in San Diego recuperating from an illness; quiet and isolation were im-
perative, so he wanted a cottage in the most secluded location available.
He had just driven down from Seattle, he said, where he had bought his
blue Chrysler coupe. Mrs. Daisy Bostick showed him several places but
none suited. Finally they reached the Benedict cottage and he accepted it
immediately, partly because of the high stone wall around it. He rented
the bungalow for three months at $150 a month, and put down a deposit
of $100 in cash which he took from a large roll of bills. He asked Bene-
dict, who with his wife was living in the cottage, how soon they could
move out, and was assured they would be out by May 18. McIntire said
in that case his wife and he would arrive from the south, driving up, late
on the 18th or in the early hours of the 19th. Mrs. Bostick and Benedict
described Mclntirc as about thirty years old, possessing a pleasing, active
manner, and walking with a limp. When they were shown photographs
of Ormiston, they identified them without hesitation: George Mclntire
was the missing radio man.

Mrs. Jeannette Parkes, who lived next door to the Benedict bungalow,
recounted that at 4 a.m. on May 19, when she got up to feed her two-
weeks-old baby, she noticed that the new neighbors had arrived; they
were standing in the kitchen, a man and a woman, getting a drink of
water. Mrs, Parkes noticed favorably the woman’s “very beautiful hair
piled on top of her head.” Then the newcomers drew the curtains to-
gether and Mrs. Parkes saw no more. She was positive of the day and
hour, because, as later she testified in court, “Your honor, we always
keep track of the baby’s birthday.”
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The next morning she observed that the curtains in the bungalow were
still pulled together tightly and pinned. They remaincd that way for ten
days. Piqued by this demonstration of sccretiveness unusual in Carmel,
Percy Parkes made a point of watching for the elusive neighbors his wife
had glimpsed, and was rewarded with a good view of them in the yard.
Both Parkes and his wife identified photographs of Ormiston and Mrs.
McPherson as the man and woman in the bungalow.

Benedict, in a breezy interview, told of Mclntire’s free-and-easy way
with money. On May 19 he paid thc balance of the thres months’ rent,
$350, also in cash, and signed for the light and water without quibbling.
“I thought we had a damn good tenant,” was Benedict’s recollection.
He said he left the lights turned on the evening of May 18, and food in
the icebox, so that if the couple should arrive during the night they
would find the house lighted and could “make a scratch at breakfast.”
Dropping past on the morning of the 19th to see whether they had
arrived, he noticed a green bathing suit hanging on the clothesline. The
next day he came around to plant some bulbs that needed to be set in
at once, and while he was troweling in the garden McIntire brought a
woman out of the house and introduced her as his wife.

“She was rigged up in a kind of afternoon tea outfit,” Benedict said.
“I mean by that she had on a silk waist and silk skirt and white felt hat,
one of these bucket or scuttle-shaped things, pulled well dowa over the
back of her neck and eyes, and had oa a pair of black goggles. All she
would say was, ‘How do you do,” in a very subdued voice, and she didn’t
say a word beyond that. I noticed she had on satin slippers, and you
know Carmel is a rough-and-ready place, and I said, ‘Those slippers
won’t last long around here.” But sk didn’t answer, she tuzncd and went
into the house.”

Pleased with his tenants and wishing to put them at their ease, Bena-
dict tactfully remained away from the house thereafter. On May 29,
he received a letter postmarked in nearby Salinas at 6 a.m. that morning;
it was typewritten, and the signature was typed “McIntyre.” Addressed
to “My dear friends, Mr. and Mrs. Benedict,” it said their tenants had
been called east suddenly by the illness of Mrs. MclIntire’s mother. Bene-
dict might reach them in care of the Hotel Pennsylvania, New York City.
“Pleasc use the groceries while they are fresh,” the note added. “Needless
to say, we enjoyed every moment of our stay in your cottage.”

Benedict went around to the bungalcw and found that the covple had
left behind, by oversight or intending to pick ttem up later, sorwe per-
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sonal belongings. These included a battery-powered portable radio re-
ceiving set (a novelty inthose days), a bottle of witch hazel bought in
Salinas, groceries in the cupboard, two kitchen aprons, a can of ground
allspice and one of pepper, two cleaner’s checks, newspapers from Los
Angeles and San Francisco, a dozen hairpins scattered through the
house, a new, small Bible, five other books, and two coat hangers from
a San Francisco dry cleaner. Ryan was permitted to impound these ar-
ticles; after a quick test, he said that fingerprints showed on the allspice
can. The titles of the books indicated weighty reading for the seaside:
The Pleasure Buyers by Arthur Somers Roche, Unmasking Our Minds
by David Seabury, History of France by Jacques Bainville, Why I Am a
Christian by Dr. Frank Crane, and Science Remaking the World by Otis
W. Caldwell and Edwin E. Slossom. Each book was marked, inside the
front cover, with a small cross.

Benedict wrote to the Pennsylvania Hotel, but his letter was returned
unclaimed; the return postmark was dated June 21. But a letter mailed
to him in New York on June 21, dated June 18, on Hotel Pennsylvania
stationery, signed “McIntire,” contained the information that the couple
would be unable to return to the West Coast, and a request that one
month of the rent money be returned, the landlord by custom being en-
titled to the first and last months. Benedict told Ryan that he had mailed
a cashier’s check for $150, which had not yet been cashed and had not
been returned. This irregularity upset the meticulous insurance man.
“It looks to me like this was an outstanding obligation of the bank from
now until Doomsday,” he complained. “I am out $150 that Mclntire
did not get, or as we may say now, Ormiston did not get. There isnota
shadow of doubt in my mind about that.”

When pressed to identify the woman, Benedict balked. He was once
the victim of a mistaken identification in New York, he told Ryan, and
“in the rig she had on I would hate to attempt to identify my own sister.”
Ryan pressed for half an hour, but the peppery old gentleman stood pat.
“Ryan tried his damnedest to get me to say I could identify her,” he
said later.

Among other witnesses interviewed, several positively identified
photographs of Mrs. McPherson as the woman in the bungalow. Ernest
A. Renkert, who delivered wood to the cottage on May 24, said em-
phatically, in the presence of Ryan, Gabrielson, and Harry Marks (a
friend of Gabrielson and a former New York City detective sergeant),
when shown a picture of the evangelist, “That is the woman.” On the
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back of the photograph he wrote, “This is the woman I saw in the garage
of the Benedict cottage at Carmel, May 24, 1926, when I delivered
wood.” All three investigators witnessed the signature.

Ralph S. Swanson, who brought groceries to the cottage, wrote on the
back of a photograph of Aimee, “This looks like the woman in the
Benedict cottage on account of her hairdress.” Swanson said he called
at the bungalow every day to pick up the order for groceries, which the
woman in the house left on a littlc pad hanging beside the back door.
Mclntire had explained that his wife was ill and didn’t wish to be dis-
turbed, and instructed the delivery boy to leave the groceries inside the
door. Twice Swanson encountered the woman in the house while mak-
ing deliveries, he said. “Once the bill was a dollar sixty-nine and she
gave me a five-dollar bill. T started to make change; but she told me to
keep the rest of it for myself.”

A woman witness described the woman in the cottage as having “great
masses of hair.” Several witnesses said the woman was “five feet six or
seven inches, with thick ankles.” All stressed that McIntire made no at-
tempt at concealment, drove freely in and out of towrrfor ten days, and was.
acquiring friends; the woman did not leave the house for several days,
but later made short trips, always wearing goggles and a tight-fitting
turban pulled down over her head. William McMichael, a carpenter work-
ing on a house being built next door, saw the couple in the back yard.
He was positive about the man’s being Ormiston, but vague in his recol-
lection of the woman. “They were holding hands and seemed to be very
engrossed in each other,” he said sentimentally. The owners of the
store for which Swanson worked said the couple tried to buy a Los
Angeles newspaper of May 19 date, but were unable to find one. They
ordered the San Francisco papers to be delivered to the house as soon as
they arrived.

Ryan and Gabrielson were not alone on their tour of research; at
every step they were dogged by newspapermen. Reporters seemed to
sprout out of the ground—from Los Angeles and San Francisco, local
newspapermen, correspondents for the wire services—they were present
at the interviews, roamed the cottage, and were put to work by Ryan
ransacking the grounds for further evidence. During the afternoon, the
search turned up two crumpled grocery-order slips, written in pencil
on paper torn from the pad hanging beside the back door. Mrs. Ryan
spotted them in a tangle of wild grass near the back steps; Ryan and
District Attorney Campbell of Monterey Courty witnessed their re-
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trieval. The list of groceries tallied with food supplics found in the house
after the tenants left. Ryan said the slips would be submitted to hand-
writing experts in Los Angeles. The identification of Ormiston was be-
yond question, he said, fourteen witnesses having positively named him,
citing as identifying features his bald spot, large ears, his pleasing per-
sonality, and his limp.

“I have talked with many witnesses,” Ryan told the newspapermen
formally on Sunday evening, “and many more are being found as the
hours pass. I feel what I have found here will do a great deal in solving
the mystery.” ‘

Twenty-four hours later, to his boss, Asa Keyes, he telephoned jubi-
lantly, “There is no doubt in my mind but that Mrs. McPherson and
Ormiston were here from the morning of May nineteenth to the night
of May twenty-eighth. Handwriting and other evidence prove it beyond
a doubt.”

All this filled the newspapers Sunday and Monday morning. How,
the public wondered, could such explosive evidence have remained con-
cealed for two long months in the face of a national hue and cry and the
efforts of police from Canada to Mexico, abetted by newspapers every-
where? The reason lay in the nature of Carmel-by-the-Sea.

That pretty resort, a hundred miles south of San Francisco, suns it=
self just below Monterey, the old capital of Spanish California. A turn-
of-the~century project of artists and writers fleeing cramping conven-
tionalities, Carmel soon attracted the “arty” and took on the quaintness
of a contrived stage decoration, dedicated to tea shops, handicrafts, talk,
and curios vendable to well-heeled tourists. Situated in an unrivaled set-
ting of ocean, valley, and hilly groves, it had a reputation for exclusive-
ness—an asset to which the Carmelites clung tenaciously. The Coney
Island touch, sensationalism, they abhorred; Carmel did not want that
kind of publicity. This was the reason for the discreet whisperings about
the visitors on Scenic Drive; Carmel did not want to become involved.

On Sunday July 25, Angelenos had the sensation of watching a three-
ring circus, their attention being drawn back and forth from the drama
unfolding in Carmel, to the gymnastics of Pastor Shuler in Trinity
Church, to the spectacle of “The Devil's Convention” premiered by
Sister McPherson at Angelus Temple.

Shuler’s mass meeting brought an overflow crowd. The afternoon was
warm. His first act was to take off his coat and invite the men in the
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audience to do the same. Attacking “this damnable policy of silence”
in the grand jury’s failure to file a full report of its investigation, Fighting
Bob branded Judge Keetch’s ruling “a horrible iniquity.”

“If Mrs. McPherson’s story is true,” he shouted, “then an infamous
injustice has been done to her, for she is the butt of derision and ridicule,
and every humorist in the country is busy concocting jokes and verses!
But if her story is false, and if she fabricated the whole affair for pur-
poses of her own, then an outrage has been committed against true
Christianity!”

Keetch and Keyes he lashed mercilessly. “Poor Asa Keyes is the most
helpless man in Los Angeles County in a crisis. I know him well, and
there is mighty little to him!” Political pressure was behind the campaign
to stifie any attack on Aimee’s story, he charged, one judge, Hardy,
being notoriously active in Temple affairs, while another judge, Gates,
was “‘enamored” of the Foursquare movement, and both Mayor Cryer
and Boyle Workman, the president of the City Council, were the evange-
list’s close friends. He concluded his philippic with a collection appeal, to
pay, he said, for reprinting a pamphlet in which he examined “McPher-
sonism” apostolically, Biblically, and dispensationally, and found it and
its prophetess a pernicious fraud.

At Angelus Temple the Carmel revelations, heralded in the morning
papers, brought a flat denial from Attorney Veitch: “Mrs. McPherson
was not in Carmel or its vicinity at any of the times referred to in the
story emanating from Carmel—particularly during any of the time
she was absent from the city. Mrs. McPherson is not interested in the
movements of Kenneth G. Ormiston or the identity of any woman cr
women, goggled or otherwise, who may have been in his company at any
time.”

At the morning Temple service, Dr. Howard, the Baptist minister from
Douglas, told the out-size crowd he had come all the way from Arizona
uninvited to assure them that the search for the shack was not ended.
“Only recently they have found four shacks,” he said, “any one of which
officers admit may be that in which Sister McPherson was held cap-
tive.” Aimee, introducing Howard, said he came unsolicited, paying his
own way. “But I feel the good friends of Angelus Temple will not let it
be that way.” A few days later Mother Kennedy announced that Howard
had been presented with “a beautiful radio set” to enable the people of
Douglas to hear the Temple services.

The evening service was the headliner. The auditorium was packed,
the Bible School was jammed, and five thousand shut-outs stood on the



CONFOUNDINGS IN CARMEL 167

sidewalks and listened to the sermon over the newly installed, improved
loudspeaker system, which projected the evangelist’s voice for blocks
around. In all, eleven thousand persons heard her preach that evening,
as the elaborate drama of the triumph of Truth over Falsity was enacted
on an enlarged platform with the help of allegory and pyrotechnics.

From craters spouting red fire leaped seven devils (impersonated by
Bible students) to open “Satan’s Convention” in a realistically painted
Hell. Against the lurid backdrop flickered flames from the “River Styx,”
casting a baleful glare over the congregation. The convention, Aimee
explained, was assembled for the purpose of plotting the destruction of
Angelus Temple by an attack on her credibility. She alluded to the jeal-
ousy of other ministers, mentioning no names, but it was observed that
the hideously grinning demons were made up to resemble some well-
known parsons around town. Sister likened her plight to that of Jesus,
paralleling plots against Him as recounted in the Bible with those she
charged were leveled against her.

“‘Ah!’ screamed the Devil as he heard the pastor of Angelus Temple
was only a poor little woman, ‘that makes it easier for all of us! All we
have to do now is puncture the bubble of her reputation and she’s gone!
Go after her name, that’s the way to wreck her!” You know, sometimes
1 think it was made easy for me to escape my captors so that all this
slander about me being sccn here, there, everywhere could be circu-
lated!” .

At the climax the futility of efforts to discount her story was portrayed
by two angels who descended from the dome, one brandishing the sword
of truth, the other rattling a chain to bind the Devil and “cast him into
the pits of Hell.” And, cried the preacher, in the three and one-half years
the Temple had been open, forty-six thousand converts had answered
the altar call, and nine thousand eight hundred and nine had been bap-
tized. Her final words were drowned out by what Temple workers esti-
mated to be the greatest ovation ever accorded her.

While Aimee preached and devils capered, outside the doors news=
boys yelled the Carmel headlines. When asked to comment on Shuler’s
mass meeting, Aimee retorted, “A dog may bark at a queen, but the
queen doesn’t necessarily have to bark back.”

Woolley, Aimee’s chief counsel, first learned about the happenings
in Carmel when he read the Sunday newspapers. “All hell is popping!” he
telephoned his reverend client, instructing her to say absolutely nothing
until he could get the situation in hand. To save time he called his
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brother, Kenneth, who happened to be in San Francisco, and told him
to hurry down to Carmel and hire the best lawyer he could find to take
charge temporarily. The brother retained J. A. Bardin, of Salinas, a re-
spected former judge of the Superior Court of Monterey County, who in
private practice retained the courtesy title. Judge Bardin drove to Carmel
and collected statements, strewing doleful forebodings about the effect
all this “bad publicity” would have on the town.

On Monday, Ryan sent for his father-in-law. That day he traced a tele-
gram addressed to “Mrs. George Mclntire” that had been delivered to the
Benedict cottage on May 28, coming from Oakland and reading: LEASE
EXPIRES TONIGHT. The woman in the cottage signed for it. Ryan seques-
tered the receipt.

Cline reached Carmel Tuesday morning and looked over Ryan’s work.
Then he picked up the telephone and put in a call for Aimee. Unable to
reach her, he talked with Mother Kennedy.

“Things look very black here for Mrs. McPherson,” the policeman
reported bluntly. “Her place now is in Carmel definitely to prove or dis-
prove whether she was the ‘Mrs. George Mclntire’ who occupied the
bungalow. The only fair thing is to have Mrs. McPherson come here
immediately. This is the most vital evidence that has been discovered
during the investigation, and things look bad for Mrs. McPherson. You
tell her attorneys they can bring as many Temple workers as they desire
who resemble her to take part in the identification.”

Mother didn’t know; she would have to talk wita her daughter. Cline
impressed on her the urgency of the situation. “The only proper thing
for her to do is to come and face these witnesses in the presence of her
attoraeys. The identification process will be made under fair and honest
cenditions. We will place them all in a room together, Mrs. Kennedy, and
I feel this will be a fair test for the witnesses we have interviewed so far.”

Mother finally said she would let Cline know by 4 o’clock that after-
noon. All day Cline and Ryan checked the evidence gathered, and Cline
asserted it stood up. Ryan counted fourteen witnesses who positively
idertified Mrs. McPherson. At 4 o’clock there was only silence from the
Temple. At 5 o’clock Cline said he would wait no longer and he was
starting home.

“The evidence here,” he told reporters, “is conclusive. An invitation
was extended to Mrs. McPherson to come here and prove or disprove
the identifications, but neither she nor her attorneys have communicated
with me. So far as the police are concerned, the mystery of the asserted
kidnaping is solved.”
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The Bible found in the cottage, Cline reported, was purchased by a
man in a Carmel bookstore more than one month previously; the price
was $1.75. The store proprietor recognized it because it was the only
one of the kind he had in stock. He could not recall the buyer’s looks,
because the store was a help-yourself place and he paid little attention
when he took the money.

Witnesses who had waited fretfully all day were both relieved and
chagrined. Mr. and Mrs. Benedict expressed their disappointment. “We
want to be absolutely fair in this matter, and have nothing to gain by
identifying her if she is not the woman. But we think she is, and would
like to have the opportunity of definitely settling the question in our own
minds.” _ :

Back in Los Angeles, investigators from the district attorney’s office,
on behalf of Ryan, called at the Temple in quest of specimens of Mrs.
McPherson’s handwriting, and also her fingerprints. Aimee refused to
furnish either. Veitch said he certainly would not subject his client to the
indignity of being fingerprinted like a criminal “just for the purpose of
exposing another one of the wild and obviously concocted identifica-
tions.” Woolley denounced the “malpractice of so-called investigators™
and said he refused to sanction her making the trip to Carmel.

Amid this brannigan, Carter, the grand-jury foreman—ijust seven days
after the jury voted to drop the case—announced that the jurors were
ready to reopen their inquiry on the basis of the Carmel disclosures.

De I’Audace,
Toujours de I’Audace!

Late Tuesday afternoon, the silence of the Temple leader was broken
dramatically. She handed to the Associated Press a statement with the
request that it be disseminated as widely as possible. The statement was
headed “An Appeal to Kenneth G. Ormiston.”

If this should reach you anywhere in the world, will you come for-
ward in the interests of justice and make kmown the facts of your
actions and whereabouts during the time elapsing between May 18
and June 22 of this year? Since May, when I was forcibly taken from
my home, children, and work, your name has been constantly before
the public in an endeavor to link it with thc case and attempt to dis-
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honor my name and work thereby. Many believe that you are a party
to the kidnaping and received large sums of money, being paid to
drive around the country and be scen here and there with an un-
known “mystery woman,” resembling myself—a woman whose part
in the transaction it was to act mysteriously, wear veils and goggles
and act in such a secretive manner as would draw incvitable attention
to you both. It would seem that any true man who knew the diabolical
attempts to assassinate my name and great work by linking it with
such a story would come out with a clear statement or communicate
directly to our office.

Signed-~AiMEz SEMPLE MCPHERSON, by MINNIE KENNEDY

If Ormiston was possessed of the slightest gallantry, surely, it seemed,
he would respond. The puzzle-happy public immediately fell to sorting
out the known facts about the phantom fugitive, in the light of the newest
discoveries. They were summed up something like this:

Mrs. McPherson disappeared from Ocean Park between 3 and 4
o’clock on the afternoon of May 18.

At about 4 o’clock on the morning of May 19, a man and a woman
arrived at the Benedict cottage in Carmel, three hundred and twenty-
five miles north of Ocean Park, a good twelve-hour auomobile drive.
This man was identified positively as Ormiston.

May 19, Benedict saw a green bathing suit dangling on the clothes-
line at the bungalow.

May 26, word was published for the first time that Ormiston was being
hunted for possible information about the evangelist’s disappearance.
This information was broadcast by newspapers and the radio. There was
a radio receiving set in the cottage at Carmel.

The next morning, May 27, Ormiston arrived in Los Angeles from
Northern California and talked with detectives. It is an overnight train
ride between San Francisco (and intermediate points) and Los Angeles.
He took a train north again late that day, and arrived in Oakland the
morning of May 28.

May 28, 29, and 30, Ormiston was registered as “K. Gladstone” at
tho St. Mark Hotel in Oakland.

May 28, a telegram scnt from Oakland was delivered to the Benedict
cottage, “Lease expires tonight.”

Late on May 28, Ormiston reclaimed his Chrysler car at the Highway
Garage in Salinas.

In the early hours of May 29, he reappeared at the garage and bought
gasoline. A woman was in the car with him then.
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Soon after dawn on May 29, “Frank Gibson” and a woman com-
panion, traveling in Ormiston’s Chrysler coupe, registered at a hotel in
San Luis Obispo, between Carmel and Santa Barbara, checking out that
cvening.

At about 11 p.m. on May 29, “Frank Gibson” and a woman com-
panion, in Ormiston’s car, were stopped by the reporter Wallace Moore
outside Santa Barbara. Moore identified “Gibson” as Ormiston.

On May 29, meanwhile, Benedict had received a letter from Mc-
Intire, mailed early that day in Salinas, saying he and his wife had been
called east.

Since then, although letters and telegrams had been received from
him, Ormiston had remained invisible.

Ryan and Cline returned from Monterey and spread the cvidence they
had gathered before Keyes; the threce were huddled for several hours.
Rumors percolated from the guarded conference room that perjury
action was probable. Keyes declined to be quoted, but it was given out
that he viewed the new evidence as “startling.” Reopening the grand-jury
investigation would entail bringing more than sixty witnesses from Ari-
zona and Carmel, as well as further research in Tucson and Douglas, and
this factor, with its attendant cost, was canvassed.

Ryan had no comment to offer on the interview, but he did deny
emphatically that he was looking for two doctors in connection with
the case—a denial brought on by gossip that the grocery boy in Carmel
had said that the first time he saw the woman in the Benedict cottage
she looked pregnant, and the second time she did not. (The boy later
denied having said this.) This revival of the abortion rumor went so
far as to causc the examination of the records of three sputtering physi-
cians and publication of their names, and a challenge was issued to Aimee
by a Los Angeles newspaper to submit to a medical examination. Aimee
agreed, set the time and place (at the Temple, after the cvening service),
the doctor to be named by the newspaper, and a nurse, also to be chosen
by the newspaper, to be a witness. Convinced she was not bluffing, the
editors at the last minute called it off. The insatiable curiosity of the
press served Aimee well in this instance: reporters tracked down New
York hospital records of twelve years back which established that surgery
Aimee underwent at that time precluded her ever having another child.
This behind-the-scenes showdown the public heard nothing about; they
heard only the bitter surface scandal.

As the district attorney’s office reported that the Carmecl grocery
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slips would be turned over to a handwriting expert within a matter of
hours, Woolley dashed north, driving all night, to reinforce Judge
Bardin. Nick Harris speedily followed. Aimee through attorneys again
said she would not go to Carmel.

Mother Kennedy was wrought up. “What are they trying to do to
Sister anyway?” she wailed angrily. “It certainly seems inconsistent to
me that after several months of linking her name with a radio operator’s,
these so-called investigators go north and without trouble pick up a
radio, and in the next room find a Bible! It certainly looks shady to me!”

The demand that Sister confront witnesses in Carmel Mother de-
nounced as outragcous. “Those people up there are sitting back with a
smile in joyful expectation of a publicity harvest they will reap from
Sister’s visit.” Minnic’s head bobbed vigorously. “But I'll tell them right
now, if they can hear me, that they might as well pack their kit and go
fishing, because Sister is not coming!”

And the evangelist? Shielded from the press (Mother absolutely for-
bade any interview), Aimec prepared her retaliatory answer. Under the
storm of attack, she did not retreat; she charged. And with a woman’s
blazing unconcern for the male fiummery of rules, she struck where the
blow would hurt. Let her opponents strive by rules; she was fighting to
win. The press secming to be the tool of her encmies, she SClZCd a counter=-
weapon which she controlled—the radio.

That evening she handed to the newspapers and read over her radio
a blast which one morning newspaper printed under the headline, FLooD-
GATES OF RIDICULE AND ANATHEMA UNLOOSED BY EVANGELIST ON HER
DETRACTORS. In a voice vibrant with conviction, at times quivering with
pathos, and always fired by passion, she read the statement over the air:

The time at last has come for a showdown. Another dastardly at-
tempt to assassinate the character and chastity of a defenseless
woman has fallen of its own wickedness. And now comes the show-
down. It is a showdown, not before officials and officialdom, not be-
fore judge and grand juries, but before the great American public.
If the chivalry of Amcrican manhood, the wonderful sympathy of
American womanhood will sanction the suffering, the mental and
physical anguish which I have withstood, then I am content; but
I have held my peace long enough! Now I will reveal a sequence of
sinister events, a chain of evidence that will make the motive of the
whole damnable conspiracy apparent to every man, woman, and
child in the civilized world. Then, perhaps, if no effort still be made
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to find my abductors, no further cfforts will be made to find me where
I never was. . . .

First, however, these new “witnesses” so belatedly discovered in
Monterey. Why did they not come forward when I was missing and
claim the twenty-five-thousand-dollar reward that was offered for
me? Months have clapsed since they saw me—wherefore do their
memories return so suddenly and so positively at the instigation of
two officers who purport to be investigating not the perpetrators of
a crime, but their victim?

And what of the fingerprints that remain for months on a tin can?
My fingerprints are everywhere—on my pulpit, on my Bibles, cvery-
where I go, available to anyone who is sufficiently interested to copy,
transfer or forge them—everywhere but on a tin can! Press your own
fingers against a tin can and watch the prints dissolve immediately
you take your fingers away. Yet those on this tin can endured for
months! Seven “witnesses” and a tin can!

Of course they can identify my pictures! Who is there in California,
throughout the whole of America, after my photograph has been
broadcast for all these weeks in every newspaper of the land, who
is there could not identify me? I marvel they did not produce seven
thousand! But why didn’t they come forward before? They could not!
But they can identify me now, and the reason they can goes back to
those first days in Douglas after I escaped.

Then she proceeded to trace the “sequence of sinister events” she had
promised her listeners. Cline, she asserted, arranged to have his son-
in-law accompany him to Douglas for a foul purpose. “Until that time
Mr. Cline stated publicly and repcatedly his belief that I was drowned.
Then, in Douglas, he stated equally positively his belief that I had been
kidnaped. And then, suddenly, he changed completely around and be-
gan venomously to attack my story. Since that time both he and Mr.
Ryan have been intensely active in the attempts to shatter not only my
story of my abduction, but also my character. They have scoured not only
California, but Arizona and Mexico as well, in a constant and deter-
mined effort to dig up dirt and filth wherever they could and hurl it at
me!”

This persecution, she charged, was motivated by her refusal, on her
return from Douglas, to hirc “a certain person whose name he [Cline]
specifically mentioned, to ‘save me any possible trouble.” . . . I did not
see why I required that person; then I had no idea of the plot. And it was
right then that Herman Cline’s attitude changed. Since that time I have
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been constantly besicged, both by telephone and in person, by cvery
variety of impossible personages, all asking preposterous sums for un-
performable services. 1 have been the chosen lamb for every kind of
slaughter—but I will not be slaughtered, either financially or mor-
allyt . ..

“After the grand-jury investigation had ended, still with their purpose
unattained, Mr. Ryan and Mr. Cline immediately began another phase
of the inquiry. This time, however, it was Ryan who first went away and
found what he wanted to find—and Clinc came tumbling after! Between
them they found seven ‘witnesses,” the Bible, and the handwriting—and
the tin can! Nobody else at any time—always just Cline and Ryan, or
Ryan and Cline!”

Then came the haymaker. Leaning over the microphone, she said de-
liberately, with her startlingly incisive cnunciation, “Both are Catholics,
persecuting a Protestant minister.”

In the silence that ensued, the public careers of Ryan and Cline (al-
though they did not realize it) soundlessly collapsed.

Aimec hurried on. “Then they laid their latest trap for me. Yester-
day afternoon they telephoned me from Monterey to come up and be
identified some more—play lamb again for their slaughter! And submit
myself to police fingerprints—I, who was abducted! Let them find my
kidnapers and fingerprint them!”

Lunging at another prime cnemy, Shuler, she associated him directly
with the minions of the Pope in the conspiracy against her:

It is significant, also, that the second outburst of calumny came
precisely at the time when a jealous rival pastor began a separate but
coordinated attack. On cxactly the same day that the [Shuler] letter
criticizing Judge Keetch and Mr. Keyes was received by them, Mr.
Ryan left for Monterey. Strange, is it not? . . . Must I permit pastors
who preach hate against my creed to lead the hordes of darkness
against my church? Am I, a woman, to be deprived of the chivalrous
protection with which Americans have always guarded every woman’s
name? Blunderers that they are! They do not see that they are trying
to drag down into the abyss not only Aimee Semple McPherson,
but Christianity throughout the earth! The Devil’s Convention is at
its height!
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“Are We Down-Hearted ?”

With that broadcast, more fat was in the firc. From then on there were
no neutrals. Shuler termed her manifesto a call for a lynching bee—
with himself the ornament of the noose. The district attorney’s office
cowered under the uproar; never for one instant had it occurred to any-
body there that the religious faith into which Ryan and Cline happened
to have been born might have the remotest bearing on the investigation.
For ycars afterward they were to groan over their lack of foresight.

Promptly the next morning Keyes convened his advisers; besides
Ryan, eight deputy district attorneys participated in the high council.
Keyes then announced that the grand-jury inquiry would be resumed the
coming Tuesday. After issuing a batch of subpoenas for the Carnel
witnesses, he hustled his own chief of detectives, Ben Cohen, north-
ward to scrve them.

“In view of the ncw cvidence obtained,” Keyes said with dignity. “it
is my duty as district attorncy of this county to present the cvidence to
the grand jury to determine whether perjury has been committed.”

Asked whether he included the Angelus Temple pastor in the possible
perjury, he snapped, “Yes, Mrs. McPherson or any other witness who
testified before the grand jury.”

As quickly as a fair sample of Aimee’s handwriting could be obtained,
the grocery slips would be turncd over to experts, Keyes went on; police
technicians alrcady were analyzing the fingerprints on the allspice can
and on the books found in the cottage. A subpoena was issued for
Aimee, but officers were unable to learn her whereabouts.

In the face of this scurrying activity, foreman Carter sounded a mina-
tory note: “We don’t want any more beating about the bush. I hope the
district attorney has sufficient cvidence to indict and convict, or we do
not want to handlc it.”

In Carmel, Judge Bardin and Woolley spent most of Thursday inter-
viewing possible grand-jury witnesses. A third man, unidentified, fol-
lowed them, rcintervicwing the intervicwees. The town was jittery with
dctectives shadowing detectives and sightscers swarming in.
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When J. Buchanan, of the Burns detective agency, left for the north-
ern battlefield the spotlight swung in the direction of Judge Hardy. He
denied that he had hired Buchanan. “I merely advised Mrs. McPherson
to employ the best detectives in the country to dig up evidence to support
her story,” he explained urbanely. Why should a judge of the Superior
Court take so great an interest in the case? Didn’t he have confidence
in the law-enforcement officials? “Why,” the judge replied, “because I
felt, judging from all the news accounts carried in the papcrs—that is all
I have to go by—that they are confining their efforts to breaking down
the McPherson end of the investigation and are making no cffort to find
the kidnapers or to uncover cvidence tending to substantiate her story.
They have been digging up a lot of stuffi—but who knows, is it true?”
Told that Buchanan had already started north, the judge breathed a
fervid “I hope so!”

Aimee took a horseback ride that afternoon, then conferred with
Veitch. In the cvening she preached to another overflow crowd at the
Thursday baptismal service. She alluded to her troubles only twice.

“They may bury my body but they will never bury my soul!” she
cried, and again, during an impassioned plea for her congregation to
continue their support, “Dear folk, it seems to me that if you ever in-
tended to stand by Sister McPherson, now in her time of trial and perse-
cution is the time!”

A male quartet enchanted the worshipers (and radio listeners) with a
ditty, “Ly-in Ry-an Won’t Get Her!” And Aimee led the choir in sing-
ing:

“Identifications may come,
Identifications may go—
Are we downhearted?”

The congregation roared back: “No! No! No!”

Sister’s sermon topics for Sunday, she revealed, would be: in the
afternoon, “I Am Doing a Great Work and Can Not Come Down [to
Carmel]”; in the evening, “Fingerprints.”

Early Friday morning she appeared, radiant and vital, at the district
attorney’s office to accept service of the grand-jury subpoena, having
come downtown, she told investigators, because of newspaper insinua-
tions that she was hiding.

That afternoon the police experts reported that the fingerprints on the
allspice can were “too blurred” to be identifiable, but they were still try-
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ing to develop the prints on the books. In this statement they were not
wholly candid: the prints on the allspice can and the books had been
identified, but they belonged to newspaper reporters who had infested
the Benedict grounds. This embarrassment was-kept from the public.

Unable to procure samples of Mrs. McPherson’s handwriting by vol-
untary cooperation, the district attorney ordered Emma Schaffer to bring
in the “Light and Darkness” sermon notes. With a glare, but helpless,
Emma obeyed. Ryan at the same time procured a police guard for his
wife; six men in a sedan had been seen loitering near his apartment at
midnight, and during the day a stranger had gained admittance by a
ruse and had started questioning Mrs. Ryan about the case; when she
telephoned the police, the intruder ran out. Ryan said he had received
scores of threatening letters since the Carmel evidence was published.

Woolley and Nick Harris, on returning from Monterey, informed the
press that they were trying to find Ormiston. “We feel certain Ormiston
is implicated in the kidnaping,” declared Woolley.

Mother Kennedy thereupon revealed a telegram that had been received
that morning from the missing radio operator. It came from Chicago,
was addressed to Mrs. McPherson, and had been in hand at the Temple
all day unknown to public, prosecutors, the McPherson counsel, or re-
porters. The surprise wire read: SWORN STATEMENT TRUTH CONCERNING
CARMEL INCIDENT CLEARING YOU EN ROUTE. DEEPLY. REGRET RYAN’S
HORRIBLE ERROR. K. G. ORMISTON. "

“That sounds like Mr. Ormiston as we knew him!” Minnie said.

But question marks shot up like. skyrockets when the - newspapers
learned that while this message lay unannounced at the Temple, the fol-
lowing telegram had been sent from there to the San Francisco Examiner:
INSERT IN PERSONAL COLUMN SUNDAY EDITION AD: “MCINTIRE—YOUR
LETTER RECEIVED. PLEASE WRITE FURTHER DETAILS IMMEDIATELY
SIGNING YOUR NAME IN YOUR OWN HANDWRITING.” MAIL BILL TO ME.
AIMEE SEMPLE MCPHERSON. '

To complete the day’s telegraphic tangle, late in the afternoon a wire
arrived from San Francisco for Asa Keyes. Cryptically it stated: THE
WOMAN WITH MCINTIRE AT CARMEL WAS NOT AIMEE SEMPLE MCPHER~
SON BUT MY SISTER WHO IS HURRYING HOME FROM THE EAST TO EXPLAIN.
BELLE OWENS., _

Keyes had left his office before the telegram was delivered. Reporters
called him at home and asked what the message meant; he assured them
he knew no more than they did. Queries north had revealed it was sent
from a San Francisco hotel—the Lankershim, on Fifth Street just off

G
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Market—the sender unknown. What did Keyes think of it? Over the wire
came a chuckle.

That day was Friday, July 30.

On Saturday, July 31, the city was astounded by the news that Keyes
had telegraphed Ben Cohen in Carmel to pull back all subpoenas, in-
cluding those he had already served, and return to Los Angeles. All
activity in the case was halted.

Ryan was dazed. Keyes could not be found, This time the district at-
torney had disappeared.

“lull of Strange Oaths . . .

Keyes managed to elude persistent scarch by reporters and some mem-
bers of his staff for thirty-six hours. Meanwhile, nothing stood still.

On Saturday morning a tclegram reached Keyes’ office from Chicago:
ASA KEYES, DISTRICT ATTORNEY, LOS ANGELES, CAL. SENDING YOU VIA AIR
MAIL ORMISTON’S AFFIDAVIT. YOU CAN COMMUNICATE WITH HIM
THROUGH MY OFFICE. H. F. MARTIN.

Inquiry in Chicago brought denials from sixtcen attorneys named
Martin (including Edward H. S. Martin) that they knew anything about
the telegram. In Los Angeles, Hallenbeck telephoned Cline his certainty
that Ormiston had shipped as a wireless operator on a steamship that was
on its way from San Francisco to New York.

Mother Kennedy was exultant. “Now I think we’re getting to the bot-
tom of the thing!”

As for the sudden dropping of the case, her first comment was, “O-0-
0-0h?” Then she added, “We all knew God was with her. Not one of her
followers or her hundreds of friends could conceive of her in a situation
such as the mighty officials have tried to place her at Carmel.”

Said Cline, “So far as the police department is concerned, the case is
closed unless evidence is produced that will aid them in locating Mrs.
McPherson’s asserted kidnapers.”

Said Ryan, “I do not know what it is all about, but when I do I will
issue an unqualificd statement.”
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Said Aimee, “I am so happy! That is all I carc to say.”
Saturday evening, in the Temple, she improvised on this theme:
The superstructure of falschoods about my kidnaping is fast crum-
bling under its own weight and will crash on the heads of those who built
it up. Even though I am an honorary battalion chief of the Los Angeles
Fire Department, it would take more than a hook and ladder to get
to the top of the pile of falschoods in this case! I have looked to the
Lord for help and got it!

Thus the tangle still stood at 5 o’clock Sunday afternoon, when, on the
cighteenth green of a golf course, reporters caught up with Asa Keyes.
The district attorney refused to explain his volte-face. All investigation
of the case by his office had ceased, he told them succinctiy, and it would
not be resumed uzless fresh evidence should be forticoming.

“When the proper time comes,” he said with finality, “I will issue a
written statement, but at present I have nothing further to say.”

Then with a volubility peculiar in a person comritted to silence, he
tore the Carmel evidence to shreds and tossed it on the dust-heap of false
leads. It just hadn’t stood up under scrutiny, he asscrted, and rever had
been as binding as the newspapers indicated. Failure to develop the right
fingerprints on the allspice can and the books struck a body blow at the
State’s case, while the affidavits collected by Ryan were “far from being
positive identifications either way.”

“The case has now reached the point,” he said, “where it would cost
the county thousands of dollars to carry it on, and after our evidence from
the north collapsed, I can’t see where anything is to be gained by coatinu-
ing. I am going before the grand jury Tuesday morning and lay what
evidence I have on the table, and it is up to them to decide whether they
care to go into it further. But after that, I think it is doubtful the Mc-
Pherson case will ever be heard of any more.”

What about the perjury flurry? He brushed that technicality aside as
infeasible. “It takes overwhelming evidence to prove beyond a shadow
of a doubt that it was committed, and the evidence from Carmel is far
from conclusive.”

He wasn’t bothering to submit the grocery slips to a handwriting expert,
because “eny layman can compare the bandwriting with Mrs, Mec-
Pherson’s, it is so obviously hers.”

About reports that circulated all day Saturday that shortly after he
left his office he was seen at Angelus Temple, Keyes would say nothing.
Mother Kennedy and Aimee emphatically denied having seen or com-
mupnicated with hi.
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A stalwart defender of the evangelist arose Sunday in the person of
Mrs. Hardy. She spoke over the Temple radio, from the Temple platform,
in a prelude to Sister’s evening sermon. Listeners were startled by her
assertion that her husband was giving all his energies, when off the bench,
to vindicating Sister. This seemed an equivocal occupation, to say the
least, for a judge.

“You know, my husband speaks here very often,” Mrs. Hardy said,
unbosoming herself, “and he would be here tonight were it not that he
is in conference, and has been all day, relative to this case. Outside of his
heavy judicial duties, he is devotmg all his spare. time to the unraveling
of this case, that truth and justice may prevail.”

Urging women everywhere to close ranks and defend one of their sex
unjustly accused, Mrs. Hardy cried emotionally, “Are we, as women, not
going to profit by the tragedies of the past when all our great women have
been persecuted by scandal?”

Again more than twenty thousand persons heard Aimee preach four
times during the day, not counting perhaps a million radio listeners.
Bursting with suppressed good news, she told her audiences that “a cer-
tain judge in Carmel (whom, on advice of counsel, I cannot name) has
evidence which will overwhelmingly crush every angle of the case up that
way.”

();n Monday, August 2, rumors flew through the city that political dick-
ering was responsible for Keyes’ jumping-jack behavior; no other explarn-
ation seemed credible. Denials of double-dealing poured out. Specifically
Keyes denied that he had attended a meeting of local polmcal bosses just
before he recalled the Carmel subpoenas. But the. suspicion lingered and
was plainly reported in the newspapers.

Judge Hardy entered his denial that he had anything to do with a deal.
As for devoting all his spare time to the case, that was quite untrue, ex-
cept, perhaps, casually, as a friend. Yes, he had discussed the case in-
formally with Judge Gavin Craig of the Appellate Court, but only
casually; that was several days before. Judge Craig was said to be politi-
cally influential; he instantly published his denial of any connection with,
or special interest in, the McPherson case,

When Keyes showed up at his office late Monday -afternoon, he sent
for Ryan, and the report got out that he had called in the deputy only
because the grand jury was demanding Ryan’s appearance; the jurors
were incensed by the district attorney’s twistings. Foreman Carter made
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it clear they expected Keyes to appear personally and present every bit
of evidence in his possession.

Keyes, on his part, was fortified by the affidavit signed by Kenneth
Ormiston, which had arrived in Monday morning’s mail. In the affidavit,
Ormiston admitted almost every circumstance that had linked him to the
case—except being with Mrs. McPherson in Carmel. All the “rubbish”
against which he had stormed he now confessed was true—but he was
not with Mrs. McPherson in Carmel. He had been in Carmel, yes—but
with an anonymous “Miss X,” not with Mrs. McPherson.

Keyes accepted the document as genuine; at least the signature was
Ormiston’s beyond doubt. The affidavit was executed in Chicago on
July 31, and was forwarded under cover of a letter from Edward H. S.
Martin, attorncy, who prepared and witnessed the instrument.

Day by day Ormiston set down his movements during May, starting
with renting the Benedict bungalow on May 14. “I used the name of
George Mclntire. On May 21 I introduced ‘Miss X’ to Mr. and Mrs.
Benedict as Mrs. Mclntire.” On the evening of May 26 he heard over
the portable radio in the cottage that he was being hunted for question-
ing in connection with Mrs. McPherson’s disappearance. He drove at
once to Salinas, parked his car there, and caught the night train for Los
Angeles, where he was questioned. He caught the train north that eve-
ning, found it did not stop at Salinas, and was compelled to ride on to
Oakland, where on May 28 he registered at the St. Mark Hotel. The
next day he returned to Salinas and picked up his car. His statement
went on:

I decided that since my name had been dragged into the McPherson
case, that the Carmel incident had better terminate. Accompanied by
“Miss X,” I drove back to Salinas, arriving there about 2 o'clock in
the morning, and went to the Salinas garage for gasoline. I stopped
in front of the garage and was served by the night man, who had
delivered my car to me two hours before. We drove south, since
“Miss X desired to be delivered to an address in the south. Arriving
at San Luis Obispo at about 6 o’clock in the morning, I registered
at some hotel, the name of which I have forgotten, as “Frank Gibson
and wife.” We spent the day in the hotel and continued the trip at
about 5 o’clock in the evening, May 29.

On reaching the outskirts of Santa Barbara, I was stopped by
a man who stated he was a reporter on a Santa Barbara paper. He
stated that he had received a tip that a man named Ormiston, in a car
bearing the license number of the car I was driving, was headed for
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Santa Barbara, accompanied by a woman who might be Mrs. Mc-
pherson. His exact words at this point were: “I know Mrs. McPherson
personally, having covered her meetings when on another paper, and
I can see that your companion is not she.” He got back into his car
and went his way. I went mine. I continued on and delivered “Miss
X” to the address to which she directed me.

Then followed his explanation of why he had avoided Cline:

I either had to refuse to answer his questions or discuss the Carmel
incident which involved “Miss X.” No doctor or nurse visited the
Carmel bungalow during my occupancy of if. “Miss X” went
swimming daily and we patronized the Carmel or Salinas movies al-
most nightly. “Miss X” resembles Mrs. McPherson' in that she is of
the same general build and has brown hair. The reported “goggles”
were in reality a pair of Krux [tinted] horn-rimmed glasses which
I purchased in Monterey. The two aprons found in the bungalow
I purchased in Salinas. The books and portion of a radio sct are
my property, To the best of my remembrance, I opened all tin cans
and the highly prized fingerprints on those are probably mine.

I have not scen “Miss X” since the night of May 29, but I have
corresponded with her. I know her true name and her present where-
abouts. She has insisted that I make. this statement. She is a trained
nurse by profession. I have sufficient confidence in “Miss X” to state
that I am of the opinion that before any great harm should befall
Mrs. McPherson, who is entirely innocent of the matter and yet
utterly unable to defend herself, that “Miss X” will make an affidavit
supporting mine.

Asa Keyes had confided to a fellow county official, “I'm in a terrible
predicament.” To him this affidavit out of the Midwest may have ap-
peared to open a possible avenue of escape from an intolerable impasse.
He was basically a good-natured man who wished harm to no one,
certainly not to a woman of Mrs. McPherson’s standing. Tuesday morn-
ing, beforc he took the Ormiston affidavit and the other evidence be-
fcre the impatient grand jurors, he conferred confidentially in his private
office with Aimee’s lcgal staff. Present at this consultation were Woolley,
Veitch, Hamner, and Judge Bardin, who had hastened south to place
his findings before the prosccutor. Bardin told Keyes he had found noth-
ing in Carmel that he could not offset in court. “I failed to find one wit-
ness who cven partially identified Mrs. McPherson as the woman who
occupied the cottage. The leading citizens of Carmel take no stock in
the story. Public sentiment there favors Mrs. McPherson decidedly.”
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One Carmel witness already had tried to shake down the evangelist for
favorable testimony, he said.

He brought affidavits. One was by Fred Horton, a carpenter, who
said he called at the Benedict cottage on. May 24 to ask about some
carpentry work to be done on the adjoining lot; the woman who an-
swered the doorbell was not older than twenty-five and had long blond
hair. He talked with her later several times, and since he had heard
Mrs. McPherson preach in Oklahoma, he could take his oath the woman
in the cottage was not the evangelist. Then John E. Considine, of Mon-
terey, who had been employed at a house nearby during May, saw the
man and the woman in the Benedict cottage seven or eight times; she
was twenty-three to twenty-five, with long medium-Blond hair, about
five feet seven, weighed a hundred and thirty to thirty-five pounds. He
noticed nothing to suggest that she was trying to avoid being seen. He
saw a bathing suit and it was not green,

During the conference, Keyes called in Ryan and ordered him to bring
into the room every scrap of evidence he held; it was spread out for the
inspection of the McPherson counsel. After looking it over, Woolley
pleaded with Keyes to “go slow.” The prosecutor needed little en-
couragement. Jauntily he and Ryan strolled off to the grand-jury room.

They had been preceded by a sympathetic statement from foreman
Carter (nobody could resist talking to the reporters) indicating that the
jury realized Keyes was on a spot, and they were willing to shoulder the
responsibility. The session with the jurors lasted three hours. During
the presentation of the evidence, keyhole listeners gathered that Ryaa
and Keyes clashed frequently, and an hour before the jurors adjourned
the door of the room was suddenly locked from the inside. The waiting
reporters heard angry voices and shouting.

When Ryan and Keyes emerged, the district attorney was taciturn.
Ryan’s scowling face was the picture of frustration. He had no comment.
Carter said the jury had ordered Keyes not to drop the case, “now that
he knows he has our support.” In fact, the jurors had taken the unusual
step of composing a Ictter to the district attorney underscoring their
instructions. Drafting the communication had consumed so much time
it could not be typed that day, but Carter conveyed the substance, which
contained the following significant warning:

The grand jury prefers his investigation shall be carried out along
as secret lines as possible, eliminating the “brass band” air of last weck.
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The next day, Wednesday, Aimee and her mother were “too busy
with church affairs” to see reporters. At the Wednesday evening prayer
meeting Sister told the congregation that Cline and Ryan had deliberately
framed her at Carmel; but God put a carpenter at work next door who
saw ‘Miss X’ and she had golden hair and was twenty-five years old.
Thirty-five-year-old Aimee, her copperish tresses glancing in the spot-
light, invited as many as wished to join her in a testing of the efficacy of
prayer in the Bible School after the service: About a thousand responded.
They knelt and prayed that Keyes and the grand jury would come out
pointblank in the morning and pronounce the case closed.

Echo of El Segundo

Judge Keetch had been trying to enjoy a vacation, but when, on Thurs-
day morning, he read in the newspapers (his swiftest and most reliable
source of information regarding the confidential proceedings of the
grand j jury with whose conduct he was entrusted) about the jurors’ letter
instructing the district attorney in his plain duty, the judge stormed into
town, He had no inkling of the shock he was in for.

First, before the jury’s letter could be transmitted to Keyes, Keetch
summoned the jurors to his chambers, read the letter, and locked it in
his desk. Then he gave the jury a twenty-minute dressmg-down en-
lightening them again on their duties and limitations. The abashed jurors
trooped back to their own room and lamely informed Keyes that their
letter could not be presented. Keyes, of course, knew everything that
was in it. He marched across to Judge Keetch and let him in on a secret,
telling him exactly what had happened in the grand-jury rcom Tuesday
while the door was locked. '

There were seventeen jurors present, fifteen men and two women. The
entire mass of evidence—affidavits, spice cans, the grocery slips, the tele-
gram receipt, everything Ryan and Cline had gathered at Carmel or
elsewhere—was laid out on a table for the jurors’ inspection. Ryan had
mounted the grocery slips, a prize exhibit (the State considered them
the most binding evidence they possessed linking Mrs. McPherson to
the Carmel cottage), on cardboard beside the “Light and Darkness™
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notes, so the jurors might make their own comparison of the handwrit-
ing. This exhibit, with the other documents, was passed from hand to
hand among the jurors.

One of the women, Mrs. E. A. Holmes, excused herself to go into the
adjoining ladies’ room, a part of the sequestered grand-jury suite. Shortly
after she returned to her seat the jury adjourned. Ryan, collecting the
documents, missed the grocery slips. None of the jurors had yet left the
room and Keyes was still present. Several of the men recalled that the
last time the slips were seen they wexre in the hand of Mrs. Holmes.

A furious row broke out. Angry jurors accused the woman of ab-
stracting the evidence. Ryan locked the door. The jurors’ desks were
searched, the men turned out their pockets, both women emptied their
handbags. The exhibit was not found. Ryan looked everywhere—every-
where except, as he ruefully admitted later, “at El Segundo,” the loca-
tion of the municipal sewage-disposal plant. Mrs. Holmes stubbornly
disclaimed -any knowledge of thc whercabouts of the invaluable bits
of paper. Keyes thundered: destruction of evidence, under the Cali-
fornia code, is a felony exposing a public official to fourteen years in
prison, a private citizen to five! The jurors envisioned the scandalous
necessity of indicting one of thcir own panel. What if the newspapers
found out—and of course they would!

Mrs. Holmes—who was ncither a member of Angelus Temple nor an
acquaintance of Mrs. McPherson—sat tight while the sterm raged
around her. After an hour of wrangling, the members were sufficiently
calmed to agree to recess until Thursday, at which time Keyes sternly
ordered Mrs. Holmes to produce the missing documents. Everybody
secretly feared that it probably lay beyond the power of anyone to restore
the papers. '

All this Judge Keetch heard with unbelieving ears from the district
attorney. The jurors, Mrs. Holmes included, had showed up that morn-
ing, but the slips were still missing. What, Keyes anxiously inquired, was
to be done? Judge Keetch snatched at dignity: he advised that the dead-
line for restoring the slips be cxtended to Monday. Then he called his
stenographer and composed the first of a rain of pronouncements that
was showered on the populace that day, which in the McPherson affair
was to go down as the Day of Statements:

Ever since the organization of this grand jury, I regret to say that
the law regarding the secrecy of its sessions has been violated almost
continually. . . . A short time ago the grand jury was permitted to

make a simple report that the evidence before it [in the McPherson
or
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case] was insuificient upon which to find an indictmezt. Almost im-
mediately thereafter, the columns of the press were filled with the
details of the activities of a deputy district attorney, who appeared
to be acting in the role of an investigator in another city. Apparently
without waiting to communicate his findings, whatever they may
have been, to his chief, he is credited with having given to the world
the statement that “the mystery is solved,” with such details as con-
stituted a bald and sordid accusation against a woman who has in-
sisted that a crime has been committed against her.

The district attorney was credited by the public press with the state-
ment that he would again put the evidence before the grand jury,
and subsequently the further statement that “after further considera-
tion of the evidence submitted to him, the matter would not be sub-
mitted to the grand jury.” Neverthcless, the matter is again before
the grand jury. It needs no letter on the part of the grand jury to
instruct the district attorney to do what his plain duty calls for.

Keyes acted on the judge’s recommendation and extended the dead-
line for returning the grocery slips until Monday. His warning was gen-
cral, but he eyed Mrs. Holmes bleakly while he spoke, Then he hastened
to his office and indited his exculpation, addressed likewise to the public.

The investigation of this matter has been one of the most difficult
ever presented to a prosecutor. Because of the prominence of the
persons involved, the sensational features of Mrs. McPherson’s dis-
appearance and return, and the unfortunate entanglement of religion,
this case has been investigated in the full glare of publicity. Excessive
zeal in secking from the slightest clue even a mere suspicion of super-
ficial evidence, and almost hystcrical vehemence in reporting ill-
considered information as proven facts, has given the public a false
impression as to the nature of the evidence in the hards of either the
district attorney or anyone else interested in bringing out the true
facts in the case. In this case the evidence is not rcady or suflicient
to sustain a prosccution. . . . Personally I am unwilling to assume
the responsibility of incurring the encrmous expense of a criminal
trial unless and until the grand jury is prepared to justify it. Hasty
or ill-considered action in this case wouid plunge this county into a
religious turmoil,

The county already was in a turmoil, political, religious, salacious,
sex arrayed against sex. Mrs. Hardy’s call had struck fire, and a crusade
with feminist overtones against the hournding of a defenseless woman
by “filthy-minded” males was beirg felt in countless houscholds. The
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reported actions of the woman grand juror were less a symbol than a
symptom of a wave of feminine solidarity in favor of Aimee.

Keyes implemented his manifesto to the public with a bulletin to
every member of his staff, forbidding them to make any statement to the
press on any subject whatever.

Excessive zeal and brass-band effects, together with the circumstance
of having a religion, had finally impaled poor Ryan; in his youthful
devotion to the logic of facts, he had overplayed his hand. The “open
letter” which he addressed to the public was so overwrought it seemed
to have been infected by the phraseology of the woman whose “Ly-in
Ry-zn” chant he heard nightly over the radio.

{ wish to annihilate certain diabolical rumors prevalent since my
advent into the McPherson case by stating emphaticaliy that the
admiration and respect which I have long held for Mr. Keyes is
stronger now than ever before, Like every truly great man, Mr. Keyes
has encmies—enemies gained because of envy and malevolence... . .
My work throughout the McPherson case has been under his personal
supervision and direction, If I have accomplished anything, the credit
belongs to Mr. Keyes. If I have justiiied his faith in me, I count my
work well done, for his commendation has been my goal

This was handsome of Ryan, because he had just been fired—pulled
o the McPherson case that he had built up, and ordered back to
prosecuting pickpockets and other petty offenders.

The public was not informed of Ryan’s summary shelving, but at
Angelus Temple, by some means, the action became known almost
immediately, and great was the joy expressed. Asked whether she might
wish to add to the day’s pronunciamentos, Aimee responded dynam-
ically, “Yes, indeed! Just what I have always said—the story of my
kidnaping is absolutely truc! All these other reports have been a pack
of lies!” :

With that she marched into the Temple to baptize five-score candi-
dates for glory before four thousand followers shouting, “Hallelujah!”

Under the balcony, Woolley whispered to a reporter that Ormiston
cught to show up quickly now—any red-blooded man would. The law-
yer did not mention (he did not know) that, now that Ryan had been
administered his come-uppance, the time of Herman Cline was growing
short. Private detectives, hired by Aimee McPherson, were shadowing
tic Los Angeles chief of detectives day and night.
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Friday’s newspapers carried a report that onc or more grand jurors
faced dismissal for violation of their oath of secrecy. Saturday the press,
still groping for the real story, found out that Keetch, although ostensi-
bly on vacation, was making trips into the city; he would not divulge
why. Rumors were rife that something of extreme gravity had happened
at the last meeting of the grand jury; half the jurors were said to be
ready to resign. As Keetch himself later put it, “the air was full of it.”

A maneuver the newspapers did not discover was a secret meeting
between Keetch and foreman Carter at a Santa Monica beach club,
where Keetch proposed a way out of the dilemma. It might be that the
jurors would take a vote of confidence in Mrs. Holmes, with the under-
standing that she would resign quietly, without scandal, and thus the
record could be kept clean. Carter agreed this might be the best way;
the jury was about to take a two-week vacation, and when it reassembled
their attainted colleague would thus no longer be among them, and the
scandal would be effectively suppressed.

But Sunday the newspapers tracked down the whole story and printed
it Monday morning in minute detail. Carter was astounded that the in-
formation had leaked out. “I have absolutely nothing to say,” he said,
and slammed the door.

Keetch, Keyes, and Ryan were unavailable for comment.

The shocked Times commented:

Evidence regarded as the most important in the investigation has been
destroyed or hidden from the authorities by one of the grand jurors.
This amazing situation, believed to be without parallel in local grand-
jury history, had been guarded by the closest secrecy since the dis-
appearance of the evidence last Tuesday.

Readers then were regaled with every detail; nothing was omitted; the
locked door of the grand-jury room was rendered as of glass.

Grimly Keetch submitted to inquisition by telephone. “If any member
of the grand jury has deliberately destroyed evidence placed before that
body, it is a serious matter and must be punished accordingly,” he said
sternly. “If the district attorney has evidence that points to any one per-
son, it is his duty, and his alone, to file a complaint.”

On behalf of Aimee’s attorneys, Leonard Hamner deplored the
lamentable event. “Naturally we hate to see anything occur in this case
that is of a suspicious nature,” he said.

The following Tuesday morning the grand jury reassembled in a day-
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long, tense session. Mrs. Holmes was told the alternatives: resign or face
criminal prosecution. She left the room while the other members debated
the vote of confidence. Three ballots were taken; in the last, seven
members voted to take criminal action and nine voted to hush the mat-
ter. Mrs. Holmes was recalled to the room and heard the verdict. The
next day the jury recessed for two weeks, after appointing an interim
committee to study the newest phases of the McPherson affair.

The public’s indignation was whipped up by this burlesque of judicial
processes, and the letters to newspapers, radio stations, prosecutors,
grand jurors, and interested bystanders snowballed, the kidnaping being
almost overlooked in the outcry against the grand jury, against Keyes’
backings and fillings, and, conversely, against the “slandering” of Mrs.
McPherson, of Ryan, of the press. Everybody seemed excited except
Aimee. She had returned home from a brief absence from the city, and
her viewpoint was given in a statement that Minnie Kennedy put out
for them both: “Sister and I just returned from a nice, restful trip and
we are having lovely meetings.”

Thus the pot boiled for two weeks. On Thursday, September 2, the
grand jury reconvened, and ructions broke out instantly, for the cx-
pelled woman juror, reneging on her tacit pledge to resign, sturdily took
her seat with the others. Before the first business could be started (read-
ing of the report of the special committee on continuation of the inquiry)
Judge Keetch summoned the panel to his courtroom and summarily
discharged them all.

The outraged jurors handed all their reports to Keyes (demanding
and receiving receipts for everything) and nine of them adjourned to a
lawyer’s office to consider possible retaliatory action. Said one of them,
“We would have resigned by noon if that juror had been permitted to
remain.” They had been under political pressure from the start, they
declared, and Judge Hardy’s name popped up repeatedly.

The action threw Bob Shuler into a shouting tizzy. Through his per-
sonal magazine he vituperated against Keyes, Keetch, Hardy, and Aimee.
In discharging the grand jury, Keetch acted to protect Mrs. McPherson
because they both were born under the British flag! “This Englishman
could not bear to see one born under the British Jack brought to justice
by an American jury!” Keyes he scorned as “fat and timid. When a man
grows two rolls of fat on the back of his neck, he no longer courts battles
of the character that he now has on his hands. . . . As for Carlos S.
Hardy, there may be reasons as horrible as hell why he is forced to play
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the part he has played.” He denounced Hardy’s “organized effort,
through the Superior judges and otherwise, for the protection of a woman
whose name has become the brunt of lechcrous jest and filthy joke the
nation over. Four names loom large in Los Angeles today—Keetch,
Keyes, Hardy, McPherson. Bchind these names looms the name of
Arnold and the more hideous name, Iscariot.”

Mrs. A. E. Holmes spoke her mind. “It’s all dirty politics,” she spat
out. “You can’t put half a dozen clean people in with a bunch of Bolshe-
viks and make a go of it!”

Wecks later, Aimee and her mother invited Mrs. Holmes out to the
Temple for tea. It was a mutually interesting introduction,

Under the Rose

These convulsions were on the surface, but underneath, unknown to
press or public, other strands of intrigue were being woven throughout
the hectic weeks of July and August.

The day after Sister McPherson returned in triumph to Los Angeics
from Douglas, McKinley, the blind attorney, happened to te in Judge
Herdy’s chambers on court business. McKinley toid the judge about
the visit of the mysterious Miller and Wilson. Hardy belicved McKinley,
but he had suspicions about Miller and Wilson; his guess was that they
were sharpers horning in on some apparently casy moncy. He suggested
that McKinley let him know if he should hear from the pair again,

On July 11, three days after Mrs. McPherson made her appearance
before the grand jury, Roland Rich Woolley showed up at McKinley’s
office. McKinley was not in. Woolley handed a card to Bzrnice Morris,
the secretary, who read all McKinley’s mail and acted in the most confi-
dential capacity for him; it was Judge Hardy’s professioral card, and on
the back was penciled:

Mr. McKinley, tiis will introduce Mr. Woolley, who will act for me.
Please work with him. Carlos S. Hardy.

Two days later McKinley received a telephone call from Mother
Kennedy, asking him to see her that evening after the Temple service.
The friend driving him lost his way, and it was micnight when he reached
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the Temple. The mansion was dark. The attorney rang the doorbell. An
upstairs window opened and Mother Kennedy pecred out. Too late to
talk that night, she called down; perhaps they had better not talk just yet
anyway, because McKinley was under subpoena by the grand jury. Mc-
Kinley testificd before the grand jury a couple of days later, and two
days after that Mrs. McPherson visited his office in Long Beach.

Almost immediately after the grand jury’s refusal to indict, on July
20, consultations between McKinley and the Temple leaders grew fre-
quent. While not confiding everything to his secretary, the lawyer did
tell her that Aimee and her mother were urging him to re-establish con-
tact with her kidnapers and procure from them a confession and informa-
tion as to the location of the shack, which the cvangelist needed to con-
vince the world of the truth of her story.

It was assumecd between McKinley and Miss Morris that there were
no kidnapers; but the lawyer shadow-boxed, tantalizing the Temple
leaders with intimations that he was working out a dcal, and had talked
with the criminals. They werc prison-shy, he explained, fearful of being
arrested. Aimee begged him to assure them they ran no risk, since she
would not sign a complaint, and without a complaint the authorities
could not prosecute. McKiniey knew the nonsense of this legal moon-
shine, but ke strung along, ccllecting $1000 in the process, a fact which
he did not tell his secretary. On August 15, he and Miss Morris went in
utmost secrecy to San Francisco, ostensibly to keep a pre-arranged
rendezvous witli the stadowy Miller or Wilson in the St. Francis Hotel
there. Judge Hardy was told in advance of this trip, and cautioncd the
attorney that no money should be laid out in expenses unless there was
a good chance of success. No kidnaper kept the appointment.

Mirs. McPherson was stipulating, McKinley told Bernice Morris, that
the proofs the abductors should provide must be irrefutable—no more
shacks inhabited by chickens and brats. At the Temple, in the presence
of her mother, she suggested that McKinley get the kidnapers to sketch
a road map showing the route over which they carried her; also, couldn’t
he bring a photograph of whomever he was talking with, or have the man
speak to her over the telcphone? If he was onc of her captors, she was
certain she would recognize his face or voice.

McKinley came away from this interview laughing. When he told
Bernice, she laughed with him. If Sister wanted a photograph, why not?
It would have to be a picture of a man conforming to Aimee’s descrip-
tion, so they searched the newspaper files and settled on the nameless
“{hin, flat-chested” kidnaper whom she had mentioned, who was dark
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and had a beard so heavy it showed blue after he shaved. They chose
this candidate partly because a waterfront character named Joe Watts,
part-time oil worker, part-time process server, was in and out of the
office nearly every day and he was meager and hollow-chested. Get Joe
Watts to pose, McKinley suggested. Joe was willing, but he was blond;
so Bernice smudged his face, blackened his eyebrows and painted long
sideburns with mascara, and then pulled a fedora hat down over his
eyes. In this make-up she photographed him with her Brownie camera.
On August 23 McKinley took a print of the picture to the Temple.

Aimee recognized her abductor at once. “Mother,” she cried, “that
looks like the man that was with Steve!”

Minnie was less enthusiastic; all she could make out, she complained,
was one ear. Couldn’t they get an enlargement? Aimee grew vehement
in her identification.

When McKinley had entered the room, Aimee had guided him to a
chair and taken a seat on a settee beside him. From time to time dur-
ing the conversation she nudged him with her knee, and his acute hearing
detected a subtle antagonism in the voices of the two women. Back in
his office he burst out in astonishment to his secretary: “You never
could have told me—never in the world could have told me before
tonight—that the old lady wasn’t in this business! Now I believe, as
sure as God makes me live, that she is absolutely innocent! Aimee is
trying to fool her mother more than anybody else in the world!”

He was never permitted to meet the evangelist alone, he pointed out,
Mother Kennedy always being present when they discussed the kidnap
houses, both the first and the second, and when Aimee specified what
the genuine hut would have to contain.

“Did you say anything about the toilet that was supposed to be in
the first house?” Bernice asked.

“Yes, there would have to be a toilet in it,” McKinley said, chuckling,
“because she said in the grand jury there was a toilet that flushed in this
shack.”

He was willing to guarantee that anything he cared to mention in
connection with the kidnapers Aimee would back up in front of Mrs.
Kennedy because she was afraid of her mother.

“Aimee wants to hear one of their voices over the telephone, this man
in the picture, she wants to hear him over the telephone. She gave me
a telephone number where I can reach her day and night. She said any
time I get hold of this man, to call her and have this man speak to her
over the wire, that she knows she can recognize his voice. We’ll have
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Joe Watts talk to her over the phone, and if her mother is standing
around, she’ll identify his voice.”

The morning of August 25 Miss Morris was delayed in getting to the
office. When she arrived she found McKinley and Joe laughing.

“Well, Joe, did you talk to Aimee?” she asked.

“Sure did,” grinned the sometime process server.

“What did she say?”

“Oh, she recognized me all right.”

McKinley took up the story, tears of merriment trickling from his
sightless eyes. “Well, I called her at the Santa Monica number and
talked to her, and then I put Joe on the extension in the other room, and
he said, ‘Mrs. McPherson, I'm sorry I caused you such a long walk.””

“What did she say?”

“She said,” Joe Watts piped up, “ ‘My God, is it really you?’ ”

“Was that all?”

“That’s all she said.”

The men discussed a road map of the kidnapers’ route; Joe said he
knew a place around Blythe, over Imperial Valley way, where he could
probably find a shack that would fit Aimee’s description.

“Well,” said McKinley, “it’s a cinch that any shack we find that is
anywhere near the description she gave to the papers she will identify.”

That afternoon McKinley with much amusement told a friend how
Sister McPherson recognized Joe Watts’ face and voice as belonging to
one of her kidnapers. The lawyer attended a lodge meeting that eve-
ning, and shortly after midnight left with two friends who offered to
drive him home.

Near dawn the automobile was found overturned in a water-filled
roadside ditch. All three occupants were dead. The date was August 26.

One hour after the news hit the streets, Mrs. McPherson appeared
at the undertaker’s parlor in Long Beach where the body of the blind
attorney had been taken. She wanted to see the body, but was refused
permission. She drove to McKinley’s office building (in Woolley’s car,
with Woolley, her mother, and a chauffeur), called Bernice Morris down-
stairs, and took her into the car; they drove around the city for nearly
an hour, pursued by reporters in another automobile.

Bernice was weepmg when she got into the car ard sat between the
two Temple leaders in the back seat.

Sister comforted her. “You poor child!”

Soon after Bernice was let out of the car, she visited the undertaker’s
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with an order signed by the coroner to surrender to her the papers found
in the dead man’s pockets. Much affected by the sight of the water-
stained, begrimed documents, she took them back to the office and
locked them in the safe.

Reporters who were on her heels dunned her to say what these papers
were. For twenty-four hours she resisted, then in a stilted, formal state-
ment cxplaincd:

The papers indirectly deal with the McPherson case. They are corre-

spondence with a third person who was interested in a solution of the

kidnaping, and giving them out to the newspapers would only make
timid those whom it was necessary to deal with.

Already she had visited the Temple (on the evening of the day of
McKinley’s death) and had initialed a statement which Mother Ken-
redy released to the press, carrying the startling disclosure that Mic-
Kinley had established contact with Sister’s kidnapers and had engineered
a telephone conversation between one of the men and Sister cnly a day
or two before. Part of the statement read:

He said he had interviewed both men and was confident they were
the right persons. His information included the location of the first
house in which Mrs. McPherson was held. He outlined the route fol-
lowed, and, morc important stil], the peculiar formula of the anesthctic
used, which we never thought of This we cannot speak of until we
have it investigated.

Aimee confirmed the telephone conversation. “Although he said only
a few words to me, I feel certain I recognized his voice,” she said.

There was action on other hidden fronts. During July, Judge Hardy
had persuaded Sheriff Traeger to detach two detectives to investigate
an underworld tip about a Steve and a Rose around Mexicali. The depu-
ties brought back word that the Rose in question (in the inner circle
she was promptly dubbed Mexicali Rose) had died in Mexico, and the

teve referred to was in the midst of serving a long prison term in
Texas. During July also, Judge Hardy was receiving reports, by letter
and telegram, from Burns detectives in Carmel, sent there to check
on “Mr. O. and car.” Operative X-2 (his name was Archambault, but
to use his name would have’violated the code of professional sleuthing)
reported to the judge that he had talked with two of the Carmel wit-
nesses interviewed by Ryan, and there was “rothing to fear” from them.
fe also talked with Police Chief Gabrielson, who said that he (the
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chief) was satisfied in his own mind that the Benedict cottage was occu-
pied in May by “Ormiston and client.” Operative X-2 also interviewed
Ormiston’s parents in San Francisco, but got no information about their
son; he was unable to trace Ormiston’s blue Chrysler.

Hardy had also engaged Buchanan, the Burns agency manager, (o
accompany McKinley to San Francisco on the August 15 expedition, in
the hope that the kidnapers might turn up.

Toward the end of July (while the dealings with McKinley were in
progress and just when the furor over the grand jury’s failure to indict
was agitating the city) a former convict named A. M. Waters, who styled
himself a doctor, came to Judge Hardy with a story about a double of
Mrs. McPherson whom he had seen in Ormiston’s company. Waters said
he knew Ormiston’s parents. Hardy referred him to Mother Kennedy.

Early in August Mrs. Hardy happened to bemoan the fact to Aimee
that the judge and she could not afford a vacation trip, what with the
expense of moving into their new home. Aimee suggested to her mother
that they really ought to do something for the judge financially, in
view of his years of helpfulness. With ill-concealed repugnance Minnic
consulted Brother Arthur and they agreed on the sum of $2500. Minnie
signed the check, and aftcr some demur the judge accepted the gift on
the day the grand jury adjourned for its vacation. He and his wifc headed
north toward Canada by automobile on August 16.

That evening they stopped at Santa Barbara. Hardy went to the
oflice of the Morning Press, introduced himself to the reporter Wallace
Moore, and requested a talk privately. Hardy explained that he was
deeply interested in Sister McPherson’s work, and he wondered what was
Moore’s off-the-record conclusion about the identity of the woman in
the Chrysler coupe he stopped the night of May 29.

Well, Moore replied, if the woman had been a few years younger she
would have strikingly resembled Mrs. McPherson as he saw her in Fresno
four years earlier.

Hardy complained that the Los Angeles policc were spending more
time checking Sister’s activities than hunting her abductors. Identification
by witnesses is a serious matter, the judge continucd with fatherly grav-
ity; it is so easy to makc mistakes in testimony, and perjury on the
witness stand is dangerous. Even if a man identifics a defendant in
good faith, if the defendant is convicted and later cleared, he can sue
the witness for damages in later life and stands a very good chance of
collecting a heavy judgment. He recalled such an instance that occurred
in his own court.
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It happened that the young reporter was looking forward to inherit-
ing a legacy, and as he listened to this warning by a judge of the Superior
Court, he envisioned his inheritance in jeopardy. After Hardy departed,
the city editor found Moore incoherent, pacing back and forth, sweating,
hands trembling, hair tousled, face contorted, gnawing his fingernails.
He was in no condition to work for two days.

During this period when the scandal of the missing grocery slips was
setting pulpits aflame, Chief of Detectives Cline was suddenly suspended
from duty and ordered to departmental trial. On the previous Sunday,
in Azusa, a town east of Los Angeles (it was Kenneth Ormiston’s birth-
place), Cline, driving a police car, had smacked into the rear of the
machine ahead. Nobody was hurt and damage in the amount of about
$25 was inflicted. Instantly a cry went up from a car directly behind
the chief’s: “Stop that driver!” A policeman arrived; Cline was arrested,
subjected to a sobriety test, and certified as drunk. He spent the night
in the Azusa jail.

The news reached Aimee while she was on the platform in the Tem-
ple’s evening service. She appeared elated. With easy confidence she
assured her auditors, “The story which I told when' I returned stands
just as true today. The Carmel story will fall, cans and all.”

Mother Kennedy hurried to Azusa and gathered details; then she and
Aimee telephoned the facts to the Los Angeles newspapers, with barbed
inquiries as to how the editors intended to handle the item. The news-
papers buried it in a few lines on inside pages. Aimee broadcast a
sizzling statement over the Temple radio, and several community week-
lies printed lurid accounts, embellished with photographs. One showed
Cline dramatically pointing to “Azusa, where men are men and drunks
are drunks.” Another showed the cell in which the chief rested (“For
obvious reasons he had a lower berth”). The jail entrance was pictured
under the caption, “Where Is My Wandering Boy Tonight?” A Glen-
dale paper screamed, “Taxpayers Up in Arms over Cline’s Asserted
Debauch!” and delineated “a drunken chief of a great city’s detective
force at the wheel of a high-powered official car, careening madly
through the streets, wrecking another automobile and endangering lives
and property.”

In the morning Cline was released in his own recognizance, and
eventually the case was dismissed because of conflicting testimony. After
his departmental trial, with the help of a sympathetic press, Cline was
restored to duty to serve out the few months separating him from
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eligibility for retirement. He never meddled with the McPherson case
again.

Even Fighting Bob Shuler, enemy of strong drink and miscreant public
servants, could not stomach the entrapment of Cline. He refused to
preach on the subject; instead, Rudolph Valentino having died that
week, he joined several of the city’s pastors in deducing moral lessons
from the passing of the screen lover, posing this pulpit conundrum:

A) What percentage of women are crazy?
B) Will the world be 95% insane in 500 years?

A Soul Seared

Meanwhile, on Sunday August 22, the public had been introduced to a
fresh set of characters, some visible, some hovering tantalizingly in the
wings. Heading this company were a phantom “Miss X" and her very-
much-in-sight self-proclaimed sister, Mrs. Lorraine Wiseman-Sielaff.

The evening before, reporters had been called to the office of Roland
Rich Woolley, the McPherson chief counsel. There they found a woman
who gave her name as Mrs. Lorraine Wiseman, her address as San
Francisco, her age as thirty-seven; she said she was the widow of an
Army captain killed in the World War, and the mother of a son aged
nineteen and a daughter aged seven. She was a legal secretary, she said,
and her mission in Los Angeles was to exonerate Mrs. McPherson of
any connection with Carmel.

Woolley interposed that the woman was speaking entirely for her-
self; neither he nor his clients at the Temple assumed any responsibility.

Pacing the floor and wringing her hands, Mrs. Wiseman told a vivid
story. On May 18, she said, she received word from her sister that the
latter was ill and on her way to Carmel; would Mrs. Wiseman meet her
there? Mrs. Wiseman drove down from San Francisco on the morning
of May 19 and was introduced to Ormiston under his alias George Mc-
Intire, and remained with her relative at the cottage continuously for
three days. She did not sleep in the house; she took a room in Mon-
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terey, the address of which she had forgotten. Later she called at the
bungalow off and on aimost every day. Mrs. Wiseman said that she
was the woman who was introduced to Benedict as Mrs. Mclntire; she
signed for the “Lcase expires tonight” telegram; she crdered the gro-
ceries on behalf of her sick sister.

“I did not know Ormiston,” she recounted. “I took for granted his
name was Mclntire. T understood that as soon as my sister recovered
from her illness they would be married. Later we learned that he was
Ormisten, and that newspapermen were looking for him, so it was only
natural that they left.”

“You are positive you were the one who signed for the telegram and
also wrotc out the list of groceries?” a reporter asked.

“Yes, I am positive; I did all the ordering. However, I doubt whether
they really found any grocery slips.”

Reporters osked to see a specimen of her handwriting, but she
countered thot she used three different styles of script and couldn’t
remember which she used in writing the grocery slips. But she would
submit sampies to the grand jury; she was going to meet the interim
committec Tuesday.

In confirmation of this narrative which placed two women in the
Carme! bungalow during Ormiston’s tenancy, Mrs. Wiseman produced
an affidavit signed “Miss X.” This statement attested:

I am thc woman referred to as “Miss X” in the affidavit of Kenneth
G. Ormiston. . . . I was with Mr. Ormiston at the Benedict cottage
at Carmel from May 19 to May 29. . . . Whils we were there we
went under the name of Mr. and Mrs. George Mclntire. . . . During
a portion of this time my sister, Mrs. Lorraine Wiseman, visited with
us. . . . I was weering my hair long at the time.

Mrs. Wiseman explaincd that since May “Miss X” had betbed hLer
hair. The affidavit had been signed in the office of Judge Bardin in
Salinas one week beforc, on Sunday, August 15. Reporters noted that
“Miss X” gave no clue to her name, her addresss, or her whereabouts.
Mrs. Wiseman cxplained that her sister had returned to Philadelphia
after the fiasco of the Carmel romance, but had been persuaded to
come back and clear Mrs. McPherson as an act of justice. However,
when they reached Monterey, her sister became frightened, and had
consented only to make the affidavit.

Woolley said he met Mrs. Wiseman for the first time in Bardin’s

1y

ofice, when she witnessed e “Miss X” affidavit. Woolicy had no no-
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tion who this “Miss X” might be; he saw her and talked with her, but
she refused to divulge her name,

“I told them both,” said Woolley, “that they should immediately tell
their story to Mr. Keyes; it is a matter that should be handled through
his office.”

“I have been to the district attorney’s office several times and have
told and retold my story,” broke in Mrs. Wiseman, “and they don’t
seem to care to make it public. That is why I am telling it to the press.
Mrs. McPherson must be vindicated, and knowing what I do, she will
be, if it takes my life blood!”

Did Mrs. McPherson instigate her action?

“I called at the Temple and wanted to broadcast my story then, but
Mrs. McPherson, in true Christian spirit, didn’t want me to drag my
name into the mire. She said her shoulders were broad, and inasmuch
as her people had confidence in her, there was no need of sacrificing my
job and my good name. But I cannot stand by and see another woman
suffer for an indiscretion with which she was not connected in any way.”

With the “Miss X” affidavit, the newspapers printcd Mrs. Wiseman’s
story in full, then sent reportcrs scurrying on this new trail. These fer-
rets were unable to find Mrs, Wiseman at the Los Angeles address she
gave or at the YWCA in San Francisco, where she said she had lived.
A woman of that name had checked in and out of both places during
August, but left no forwarding address. The reporters did notice a simi-
larity of appearance between Mrs. Wiseman and Mrs. McPherson, in
that they were about the same age, weight, and height, and had abundant
hair of the same copperish hue.

Opening the service at the Temple that Sunday evening, Sister prefaced
her preaching with a report on the ncw devclopment. She said she had
promised herself “not to mention this terrible affair again,” but she
owed some statement to her faithful followers.

“This woman got in touch with me,” she explained simply, “saying
she must make this public. I tried to dissuade her; I didn’t want to see
anyone suffer as I have suffered. Nevertheless, she went to the district
attorney and gave him her information.”

Why Keyes had not honestly and openly revealed this clarification of
the whole Carmel misunderstanding she left to the imagination of the
wildly cheering audience.

Keyes, as usual, could not be reached for questioning.

Ryan said he pever was told that the woman called at the district
attornev’s office.
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The manner in which the newspapers handled Mrs. Wiseman’s story
incensed the Temple leaders, especially when editorial demands were
made for a meeting with “Miss X.” :

“It certainly isn’t necessary to reveal ‘Miss X,’” objected Mother
Kennedy. “This woman has a fine family and name and we are not go-
ing to see her dragged into the mire as was done to Sister McPherson.
After seeing how this story was handled, we might as well forget the
entire matter and go along as we are, bearing the burden in silence.”

Aimee issued a dignified protest:

‘Some of the papers carried a statement purporting to come from me

that I claim a vindication by reason of the story revealed by Mrs.

Wiseman. I have been misquoted. If -any vindication were needed to

satisfy- the mind of any skeptic, it came completely and beyond

refutation last week when H.C.Benedict called upon me and after
spending one-half hour in conversation with me, during which time
the Carmel incident was not referred to, stated to my attorney, and
the next day to Mr. Keyes, that I did not resemble the lady who was

at his cottage under the name of Mrs. George Mclntire and he was

positive I was not her.

The disclosure of this Benedict téte-a-téte was a shock to the press,
which believed it knew everything -that was going' on. But Benedict
could not be found, although it was established that he had just left a
Glendale sanatorium where he had been undergoing treatment for high
blood pressure. Keyes declined to amplify. “I'm sitting tight,” he said.
It would be up to the grand jury, when it reconvened on September 2,
to hear “Miss X,” if they wanted to.

Mrs. Wiseman haunted newspaper offices. Repeatedly she promised
to bring in “Miss X,” who earnestly desired to “clear up the name of
Mrs. McPherson.” She had brought several witnesses and two attorneys
from the north at her own expense, she declared, all primed to testify
in support of her true account as soon as the grand jury returned. Six
times she assured the Examiner that she would bring in “Miss X” and
six times she reported inability to break down her sister’s aversion to
publicity. ‘

«f, like Mrs. McPherson, have two children growing into maturity
and it would blacken my soul for life to know that I had not aided in
clearing an innocent woman when I knew it was I who could do so,” she
declaimed in the city room of the Times, smartly attired in a picture
hat of the latest fashion, a black dress, cream shoes and stockings, with
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her mineteen-year-old son at her side. “I have done nothing criminal.
The fact that efforts were made to hound me has caused me to act
with the least possible publicity. Also, you can realize the undertaking
that I have faced, and see that it is one that sears the very soul; so why
should I blazon it to a morbid world?”

The Times blazoned her outbursts for her, and she returned with
more. Woolley professed repeatedly that he knew nothing about her
activities; she was on her own. “All I know in regard to any action taken
by the lady known as Mrs. Wiseman is what appears in the newspapers,”
he emphasized. “Anything she says or does is on her own initiative. I
do know, however, that Mrs. McPherson was not in Carmel.”

Early on September 2, foreman Carter received a telephone call from
Mrs. Wiseman, requesting an appointment to appear before the grand
jury. Carter advised her to be on hand at 2:30 that afternoon. At 11:30
Mrs. Wiseman called back and inquired what she should do now: she
had just heard that the grand jury was dismissed. Carter was dumb-
founded; the word had barely been broken to the grand jurors. He told
her she would have to wait for a new grand jury. . '

Judge Keetch also received a call from the frustrated Lorraine; she
wanted to confess to him. At first he was unable to grasp what the
woman was gabbling about, and when he did comprehend, he cut her
off indignantly with the reminder that he was a judge, not an investigator,
and he certainly would not see her. Mrs. Wiseman thereupon told the
newspapers that her witnesses—since nobody wanted to hear their testi-
mony—were going home.

The Times Scores a Scoop

On the afternoon of September 10 (the Friday after Labor Day), a
Times reporter complained to Mother Kennedy that Mrs. Wiseman was
not keeping her promise to produce “Miss X.”

“She must have some very good reason,” Minnie said. “You can de-
pend on her, she is a very high-class woman; anyone who has talked
with her and been with her would know that.”

That evening the reporter telephoned to Mrs. Wiseman. “We haven't
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been very nice to you,” he admitted. “We've acted as if we didn’t quite
believe your story. But we arc skeptical no longer. We are ready now
to reverse our position and back the truth to the lirit. We might even
pay for a series of articles.”

Lorraine hurried to the Times office as fast as a taxi could carry her.
Once she entered the city room, the newspaper lowered the boom. Step
by step she was confronted with cvidence their investigators had gath-
ered. It could be summarized thus:

Her right name was Villa May McDonald Wiseman Sielaff.

She had a twin sister named Virla, who lived in Oakland.

During May, on the dates when she said she was in Carmel, with
her sister and Ormiston, she was living in a furnished room in Los
Angeles, working as a seamstress.

On May 17 she received a pay check, for $18, made out to Villa May
McDonald.

On May 18 she told her landlady she didn’t fcel well and stayed home
from work.

On May 20 (the day she said she wrote out the grocery-order slips
in Carmel) she cashed the pay check in a Los Angeles bank.

On May 24 (when she said she was commuting between Carmel and
San Francisco) she rented a sewing machine in Los Angeles.

On May 27 (the day Ormiston was interviewed at Ocean Park beach)
she cashed a second pay check in a Los Angeles bank.

On May 28 (the day she said she signed the receipt for the telegram
to Mrs. Mclntire) she bought an accessory for the sewing machine a*
the place where she rented it.

That exploded the Carmel fantasy. There was more. Villa May Mec-
Donald was wanted up and down the coast on bad-check charges. In
Los Angeles she had borrowed money, including $1000 from a crippled
woman, to be used to open a dress shop; she stocked the shop with
merchandise for which she gave rubber checks. On July 19, the day
before the promissory note for the $1000 loan was to fall due, she dis-
appeared. The next day her landlady received a telegram from San
Jose: MOTHER AND BABE HURT. TAKING THEM HOME. BE BACK IN
COUPLE DAYS. LOVE. VILLA. In San Jose she cashed a worthless check
for $50.

While this evidence was being placed before her, the landlady and
two of the persons who had been bilked entered the room and watched
silently. Mrs. Wiseman retained her composure, denjed everything, said
her twin sister was the Villa May McDonald of the worthless checks. The
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witnesses identified her positively; cight otiiers had identified her from
photographs. Mrs. Wiseman stuck to her guns: they were confusing her
with her twin sister.

“I am not Villa May McDonald,” she insisted. “She is my twin sister.
The things you say she did I know nothing about. But I will gladly pay
back all she owes if you will give me half a chance.”

Her sister she described as a trained nurse, “somewhere out on a
case””; she had seen her at 2 o’clock that afternoon ‘“‘somewhere out on
the Redondo road.” She would not reveal her sister’s address.

One of the identifying marks the witnesses pointed to was her missing
left thumb. She said her sister also had no left thumb. “It isn’t so strange,
we are twins, you know. Things like that happen with twins. I lost my
thumb by blood-poisoning twenty-one years ago; she lost hers in an
automobile accident eight years later. Coincidence? Oh, no.”

Detectives were waiting. Just before midnight on September 10, they
arrested Mrs. Wiseman on felony check charges. Her handbag was
searched and yielded documents linking her with Mrs. McPherson.
Among thera was a packet of photographs of herself and the evangelist
in identical pose-and dress, side by side, their hair combed exactly
alike. On the parcel was written, “Angelus Temple. Will call.”

There was a red notcbook on several pages of which were written
“butter,” “pcars,” “rhubarb,” “meat” and other words appearing on
the Carmel grocery slips. On another page was a long list of itemized
expenses totaling more than $2000—railroad fares, hotels, taxis, meals, a
handwriting expert’s fee, long-distance telephone calls. One entry: “Mrs.
McPherson gave me 100 for a present and asked me not to tell her
mother about it.”

The grocery words—Mrs. Wiseman laughed—were written “just for
fun. We were talking about it, one night, my son and I, after the Carmel
story came out. I wrote the words there just to see how they would look.”
The handwriting expert’s fec referred to “another case, a long time ago,
in San Francisco.” As for the other items, “They are all old—long be-
fore the McPherson affair.”

Also in her handbag was a long statement in affidavit form which
recounted her secret meeting with District Attorney Kcyes and with
Benedict at the sanatorium in Glendale. The district attorney, she had
written, “put me through a perfect third degree in every sense of the
word. Mr. Keyes is that type of man. It was a very trying ordeal. I was
exhausted and my nerves so unstrung afterward that I thought I should
not be able to get back to my hotel.” When she asked Keyces’ advice as
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to what she should do next, he told her bluntly to go home and go to
work. This outrageous suggestion moved her to “remind Mr. Keyes
that he had accepted and immediately published Mr. Ormiston’s affidavit
without question, yet wken I, the only one who had come forward in
person, had told the true story, he was refusing to let the public know
about it. At last I became thoroughly indignant and did not even let him
see my sister.”

Her struggle to overcome Mrs. McPherson’s scruples, the discussion
with Benedict, “during which I recalled to his mind many minor details
which he admitted were correct and which only the party actually stay-
ing in the cottage could know,” completed the summary. The statement
ended: “ ‘Miss X’ is going east tonight. I am going to return to my home
and my son is returning to his school tonight.” It was to have been re-
leased the next morning,

At 1 a.m., September 11, Mrs. Wiseman was jailed and her bail set
at $1500, while off the Times presses rolled one of the cleanest scoops
in Los Angeles newspaper history.

Mrs. Wiseman’s first action was to rout Woolley out of bed at 2 a.m.
Woolley angrily refused to have anything to do with her. At Angelus
Temple there was silence.

All day Saturday Lorraine muttered and swaggered in jail, surly, de-
fiant, and confident by turns. The whole business was a frame-up, she
railed, and she could bring Ormiston himself to prove it. “I can get ahold
of him inside a few minutes when I get out of this place,” she bragged.

The Examiner, humiliated by its rival’s enterprise, on Sunday morn-
ing printed the first rcjoinder from Aimee:

I was never so surprised in my life. I must admit that I believed
her and sympathized with her in what seemed to be her deep trouble.
She came to me at the Temple and said her conscience would not
let her rest until she told the truth about the Carmel incident. I told
her emphatically that I did not need her explanation of the Carmel
incident to help me because the whole thing was built on a base of
untruth. She told her story despite my efforts to dissuade her. I be-
lieved her—she was so convincing. I am sorry she is in trouble.

Then, forty-eight hours after the Times put Mrs. Wiseman in jail, the
Examiner bailed her out, conveyed her at 11 p.m. to its office, and there
obtained her confession of having conspired with the Temple leaders to
perpetrate a hoax. The Examiner’s readers devoured the tale in install-
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ments over the next three days. It was the turn of the Times to feel
chagrined.

What neither newspaper guessed was that Lorraine Wiseman had
once been committed to a Utah insane asylum because of ungovernable

lying.

Lunatics at Large

“‘X’ CONFESSION—MRS. MCPHERSON ACCUSED!” the Los Angeles Ex-
aminer’s headline screamed.

The story Lorraine Wiseman related departed radically from the ver-
sions she had been pressing on the press, and introduced still more char-
acters to the already overlong roster.

To obtain this story that circumstantially enmeshed Mrs. McPherson
in a maze of duplicity, the Examiner had employed its own wiles: legal
counsel had been procured for Mrs. Wiseman (S. S. Hahn, an ambi-
tious young divorce and criminal barrister who understood the uses of
publicity) and, as bait, it was hinted that the bad checks might be made
good. Then, trotting tandem with the San Francisco Examiner (another
Hearst publication), the paper brought south Mrs. Wiseman’s twin sis-
ter, Mrs. Virla Kimball, who lived with their mother, Mrs. Clara Mc-
Donald, and her five children in Oakland.

The sisters met in the Examiner office. Virla implored Villa to tell the
whole truth, sparing nobody. Mrs. Wiseman wrung her hands, hesitated,
wept. She wanted to speak with Mrs. McPherson alone, without Mother
Kennedy being around, she said. A reporter offered to telephone the
evangelist, and a call was faked from another room, the reporter re-
turning with the supposcd message that Mrs. McPherson refused to have
anything to do with Lorraine, she was “through.”” Then, in the presence
of her attorney and her sister, Mrs. Wiseman began the narrative, speak-
ing clearly, coherently, and plausibly. She talked for hours, while down-
stairs, excluded from the confessional chamber, Woolley paced the
foyer.

)iVIrs. Kimball had told reporters her sister’s story. Villa and she were
twins, Virla being the elder by five minutes. They were born in Des
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Moines in 1890 (the same year as Mrs. McPherson); they had been
reared in Utah, and Villa had been a “bad lot” since she was a girl. At
seventeen she ran away and married C. B. Wiseman; there was a son,
and Wiseman divorced her in Pioche, Nevada, three years later. She then
married Gustav J. Sielaff, a geologist (in 1926 chief geologist) for the
Southern Pacific Railroad. He separated from Ler after the birth of
their daughter because of her inability to tell the truth and her check-
book rampages, although he had remained friendly with the family.

Hcr sister traced Villa’s behavior to injuries she received in a rail-
road wreck many years before; she had suffered a head injury, besides
losing her thumb, and was in hospitals for months. Afterward she de-
veloped delusions of persecution and the family committed her to an
asylum; technically she was still in her mother’s custody. The family had
made good her bad-check sprees over and over. Virla had last seen her
in April, after she tclcphoned from San Francisco that her son had died
in New York, and had lent her train fare to go to the funeral. The same
day Lorraine inserted her son’s death notice in the San Francisco Ex-
aminer (paying $1.75 for it), although he was neither dead nor in the
East.

“T'll stick by her,” said Mrs. Kimball, choking back sobs, “although I
can’t imagine her saying these terrible things about me, her only sister!
She was paid to do it—she must have been paid to do it! Somebody
paid!l”

Mrs. Wiseman’s account started on July 30. She was sitting in the
lobby of the Hotel Lankershim in San Francisco when a stranger ap-
proached, gave his name as Martin, and said he knew her. He told her
that she had been recommended to him as a trustworthy, capable per-
son who could undertake a job that would be well paid, required Little
work and orly a few weeks of time, and involved principally typing and
investigation. It concerned the McPherson case, he said; she would
have to go to Los Angeles. What the work entailed she would be told
in Los Angeles. First she must send a telegram to District Attorney
Keyes, signing the name “Belle Owens,” saying that her sister was the
woman with Ormiston at the cottage in Carmel. Although she had
never seen the man before, knew nothing about him and never saw him
again, and did not know what the job might be, with whom she would
deal, or how much she would be paid, she accepted the commission, she
said, sent the telegram dictated by him, and entrained for the south.

In Los Angcles the next morning, she telephoned to Keyes’ office
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and was told he was out of town; this bore out a prediction made b
Martin. Then, following his instructions, she went to Angelus Temple
and met Mother Kennedy and the lawyer, Veitch. Veitch was unfriendly,
she said, and she talked vaguely, because she did not know what was
expected of her. Once Veitch left the room, the proposition was un-
folded to her: if she could produce “Miss X” to back up Ormiston’s
Chicago affidavit, she would be paid $5000 and expenses.

Her first move was to visit Carmel, where she watched the detectives
and got the lay of things. She returned to Los Angeles and assured Mrs.
McPherson and Mrs. Kennedy she could produce “Miss X,” but it would
take time. Mrs. McPherson told her to go right ahead, and sums of money
were doled out to her, for which she was required to sign receipts.

To pose as “Miss X,” she summoned from Philadelphia a friend,
“Miss Rachel Wells,” whom she had known a long time; they com-
municated “through her home address which I don’t recall at present.”
“Miss Wells” arrived in San Francisco, and Lorraine took her to the
office of Judge Bardin in Salinas, where she signed the “Miss X affidavit.
An added purpose of this deception, which she asserted was known to
all the conspirators, was to prevent Mrs. Ruth Ormiston from naming
Mrs. McPherson as corespondent in a divorce action.

Lorraine said she brought “Miss X” to Los Angeles to meet Keyes,
but in view of Keyes’ brutal reception she decided the intrcduction
would not be politic until she produced witnesses to buttress her story.
She related her interview with Benedict:

I knew at the time I was talking with him that he did not belicve
me; in fact, he stated this. That evening when I called on Mrs. Mc-
Pherson, as I called on her every evening to report.what I had donz
during the day, I told her I didn’t get by very well with Mr. Benedict.
There were certain details about the cottage that naturally I was un-
familiar with. The next day she told me a great deal more of the
things that were in the Carmel housc, such as the small portable ice-
box, the cedar chest in which the linens were kept, the writing desk
in which the table silver was kept, the large two-piece chair which
could be used as a day bed.

During my first talk with Mr. Benedict he questioned me about the
bedspreads and also about the clothes I wore when I was supposed
to have been introduced to him in the back yard. [These things she
had been unable to describe.] The following day we [she and Aimee]
discussed the different things in and around the Carmel house in de-
tail. In coaching me, Mrs. McPherson would say, “Don’t you re-
member the pretty spreads they had on the beds?” I would say, “Ob,
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yes, but I just don’t remember the color.” Mrs. McPherson then
would say, “Weren't they those fancy spreads—weren’t they yellow
or old rose?”’

Mrs. McPherson also said, “Don’t you remember what was said
about the black satin slippers you wore? Don’t you recall what Mr.
Benedict’s remark was about the slippers you were wearing when he
met you? He said he didn't think they were very appropriate for that
kind of country.” In coaching me about the dress, she said, “Was
it a two-piece dress you wore? Was it a blouse and skirt?” and I
answered, “Yes.”

The next day Aimee drove her to Glendale to talk with Mr. Benedict
again; Rolf was with them in the Kissel.

She let me out at the front entrance and drove around the bend
and waited for me there. I was a great deal more successful at this
interview than I was at the first one, although I was positive in my
own mind that Mr. Benedict knew I was not the woman whom he
had met at the Carmel cottage. I also want to add that Mrs. McPherson
asked me if I remembered that there were no shades, and that was
why the curtains were pinned together.

On a subsequent trip to San Francisco she rounded up witnesses who
would corroborate her story, she said, including friends who had driven
her back and forth to Carmel. During this visit she was in an automobile
accident and telephoned to Mrs. Elizabeth Frame, a Temple confidante
and her intermediary with Mother Kennedy, for $50, which was wired
within two hours. Back in Los Angeles with her witnesses, she was
stymied when the grand jury was discharged; both Aimee and her
mother, she said, were present when she telephoned to the foreman,
Carter, asking an appointment. Her telephone inquiry to Judge Keetch
as to the best course of action, she continued, elicited the advice to
“let the matter slide for the time being.” The statement continued:

Finally it was decided by Mr. Woolley, Mrs. Kennedy, and Mrs.
McPherson that it was a better thing to do to get it before the news-
papers and make a final statement and let it go for good and all. This
I proceeded to do. I had just arranged my statements and had wit-
nesses and everything ready to go before the newspapers on Friday
afternoon. I stated to Mrs. McPherson that I would be through in a
day or so, and she told me to be sure to have a complete list of all
expenses and everything would be fixed up for me. She also stated
that she wanted me to make a trip to the Grand Canyon, the Yosemite,
to rest, and that I was to go as her host [sic]. I figured out the list
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of about two thousand dollars but that was not all of it. She expected
to pay me Saturday, ‘September eleventh. I planned to leave Sunday
or Monday.

Friday night she was arrested.

“The whole thing was a fake,” she concluded. “I received only a
small part of the money.”

Intimate glimpses of life inside the Temple residence were scattered
through the confession. Lorraine described Sister as giving up her own
bed on several occasions, and the spread on Sister’s bed she was in no
doubt about,

I stayed at the house many times. I stayed in her room. This room
has a double bed with a yellow cover, and a lace cover on the top.
It has a princess dresser, a dresser and a day bed. It has a bookcase
in it. It also has her mother’s picture at the time she was in her late
twenties above her dresser. In her bookcase she had several Bibles
and books pertaining to sermons, Off the bedroom on one side is a
clothes closet with her clothes in it and her shoes. She has numerous
beautiful robes and beautiful underwear. I wore one nightgown while
I was there that was very beautiful. While I slept there she slept out-
doors in the outdoor swing.

Mrs. Wiseman said she bought a switch and arranged her hair high on
the head like Aimee’s, and they were photographed together. She was
sent to an optician’s to get a particular kind of dark glasses to be
photographed in. “She had_the photographer pose us so I would look
as near possible like her.”

About ten days previously, Mrs. McPherson had telephoned the
lawyer, Martin, in Chicago, the statement went on, asking him to trans-
mit a message to Ormiston to get in touch with her personally. Last
Thursday, Sister had excitedly told Lorraine that Ormiston was in Los
Angeles; he had telephoned her and would call again Friday; she was
sure the call was not a fake. She kept Lorraine waiting around all day
Friday but no call came; Lorraine made herself useful by acting as a
witness at a wedding Sister performed, signing the marriage register.

Lorraine mailed a letter to Ormiston from Mrs. McPherson (she did
not see the contents), she said, and she herself wrote to the radio man
in care of the Chicago attorney, requesting him to write or come back
and back up her statements identifying “Miss X.” She said Aimee assured
her Ormiston would be glad to do this; “she said that was all we needed
to clinch the whole thing.”

H
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Regarding the radio operator, Aimee was represented as being crush-
ingly candid, once quipping, “People ought to know if I was going to
take a man I wouldn’t take a cripple or one without hair!”

The words on the grocery slips she was advised to practice copying,
after photostatic reproductions were published in the newspapers. She
and Aimee both copied them, she said, Aimee to show how dissimilar
her handwriting was, Lorraine to demonstrate how similar hers was.
“We laid across her bed in her room a whole half day while I prac-
ticed the handwriting. She would write the list and I would write it.”
After that Woolley, she said, sent her to a handwriting expert who “stated
that there was no question that the handwriting [on the slips] was not
mine, and for me not to write any more for anyone.”

She described a visit to the Temple by Bernice Morris after McKinley’s
death, and the secretary’s conversation with Mother Kennedy and Mrs.
McPherson about bringing a map showing the location of the kidnap
cabin; Bernice said the kidnapers were demanding money in advance,
$15,000, and while Aimee was all for giving them a substantial sum,
Mother balked, pointing out that McKinley had been given $1000 and
produced nothing. Finally $100 was advanced to Miss Morris, Lorraine
said.

Mrs. Wiseman said “Dr.” Waters (whose name and telephone num-
ber were written in her notebook) had been in a deal to produce “Miss
X,” and he once brought his “Miss X” to within a block of the house,
but she became frightened. Once, she said, she overheard Mother Ken-
nedy tell Waters over the telephone, “Now, I've given you fifty dollars
and seventy-five dollars and you haven’t produced. You needn’t do
anything further, because the lady who is going to produce ‘Miss X’ is
right in this room.”

After the long, soul-searching session, Mrs. Kimball came downstairs
in the Examiner building and passed Woolley. The attorney imme-
diately identified her as the woman who had signed the “Miss X” affi-
davit in his presence in Salinas.

Mrs. Kimball angrily declared, “I am not ‘Miss X’ and I am positive 1
have never been anywhere near Carmel at any time.”

“Do you know Judge Bardin of Salinas?” a reporter asked.

“I do not.”

“Do you know Roland Rich Woolley?”

“I do not.”

“Did you ever hear of him in Salt Lake City while you lived there?”

“No.”



CONFOUNDINGS IN CARMEL 211

On her way back to jail to complete bail, Mrs. Wiseman learned that a
man acting on behalf of her estranged husband, Sielaff, had been trying to
get her transferred to a psychopathic ward preparatory to having her
placed in a mental hospital. She was outraged.

“A Pack of Lies!”

The Examiner’s journalistic ten-strike had the effect of a giant fire-
cracker exploding in a flock mattress: the feathers flew and statements
rained. Judge Keetch repudiated the scandalous allegation that he ever
told that woman to let anything slide. Bob Shuler jumped to it with a
pulpit dissertation on “Was the grand jury a bunch of fiour-flushers—
or is Judge Keetch a four-flusher?” Woolley declared he had always sus-
pected Mrs. Wiseman was a fake, and had told her in Salinas he did not
believe her story; he finally became completely convinced of her fraudu-
lence when a handwriting expert said the writing on the grocery slips
could not possibly be hers.

“I warned Mrs. McPherson and Mrs. Kennedy from the very begin-
ning that I did not believe the woman’s story and cautioned them against
having anything to do with her,” the lawyer said. “If they were parties
to her deception scheme, it was entirely without my knowledge, and I
really can only bclieve that they acted in. good faith and were themselves
deceived.”

Russell A. Swan, handwriting expert, recounted Mrs. Wiseman’s com-
ing to him with samples of her calligraphy and copies of the grocery
slips. He told her at once it was useless to go through an elaborate com-
parison process, because the slips could not have been written by her.
“I asked her if she had told anyone she wrote them,” Swan recalled.
“She said, ‘No!” ‘Well, then, don’t,’ I said to her, ‘because if you persist
in this story it can land you nowhere but in jail.” She was not in the least
abashed.”

Mrs. Frame, in an affidavit drawn up, she admitted, in Sister’s dining
room with Mrs. Kennedy doing most of the dictating, confessed she acted
as go-between during Mrs. Wiseman'’s trips out of the city; once she lent
Lorraine a disguise and spirited her out of town when she complained
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that she was being followed by reporters and detectives. Mrs. Frame
admitted wiring the $50 to Lorraine in San Francisco after the latter
telephoned a pitiful story of having been injured in an automobile acci-
dent, although Mrs. Frame noticed that a few days later Mrs. Wiseman
went swimming with Mrs. McPherson at Ocean Park without any visi-
ble sign of injuries. Mrs. Frame was sure the Temple leaders believed
Mrs. Wiseman and intended no wrong.

Ormiston Senior in San Francisco ex;ressed his belief that “after
reading my son’s affidavit Mrs. Sielaff took a chance and made a sup-
plementary affidavit in the hope Mrs. McPherson would be grateful and
reward her. Her statements are pure invention. There will be a day of
reckoning. I know my son has told the truth.”

In Chicago, lawyer Martin cleared himself of being the “Mr. Martin”
who first approached Lorraine, according to her account; Martin said
he had never been in either San Francisco or Los Angeles, knew noth-
ing about Mrs. Wiseman, and since mailing Ormiston’s affidavit had not
seen the man again, although they remained in communication.

Reporters hurried to Waters’ apartment, for this was the first dis-
closure of his shadowy activities in the case. He disclaimed participating
in any conspiracy. Two days later investigators from the district at-
torney’s office, sent to question him, found his body; he had swallowed
poison. The fireplace contained a mass of charred papers. In a waste-
basket were two telegrams, the start of a letter to “My dear Judge Hardy,”
and a rambling note about producing “Miss X.” One telegram, dated
August 8, read: KINDLY COMMUNICATE WITH US AT EARLIEST CON-
VENIENCE. HIGHLY IMPORTANT. AIMEE SEMPLE MCPHERSON. The second,
dated August 22: PLEASE COMMUNICATE WITH US AT EARLIEST POSSIBLE
MOMENT. MRS. KENNEDY,

In Salinas, Judge Bardin and his law partner, Russell Scott, were un-
able to recognize news photographs of Mrs. Wiseman as the woman
who brought “Miss X” to their office, although they did discern a re-
semblance. Bardin told what had happened that Sunday, August 15.
His telephone rang at 7 o’clock that morning; a woman asked to see
him at his office right away. Woolley had arrived from Los Angeles the
day before to work on the case, and the judge telephoned him at his hotel
and asked him to meet him at the office. Bardin arrived there at 8 o’clock
and found Woolley in the inner office and Mrs. Wiseman waiting in the
reception room. She was a complete stranger to him and Woolley. She
said she had important information about the Carmel incident and asked
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to speak with him alone, but Bardin refused to listen except in Woolley's
presence.

Before both attorneys, Mrs. Wiseman unfolded her story: her sister
was the “Miss X” of Ormiston’s affidavit, she said, and had come back
from the East to exonerate Mrs. McPherson in regard to the cottage. As
Mrs. Wiseman hung her head in embarrassment, the lawyers suggested
her sister could speak for herself; where was she? Right across the street
in the Jeffrey House, Mrs. Wiseman replied; but before she would con-
sent to appear, they would have to promise not to question her or demand
her name or address. “In view of the shame and humiliation she would
suffer if her name became known, she does not care to subject herself
to cross-examination or any very careful examination as to who she is,
where she lives, or matters of that kind.” Anonymity was desirable, also,
because of the prominence of their family: one uncle was a justice of the
Supreme Court of Idaho. (This was true; Lorraine’s mother was attend-
ing his funeral in Idaho at the time of her daughter’s arrest.)

Mrs. Wiseman assured the lawyers that she was the woman introduced
to Benedict, that she signed for the telegram, that she wrote the grocery
slips; but she constantly evaded answering questions about Ormiston,
about her own place of employment or address, and about the interior
arrangements of the Benedict cottage, which were vividly in the attorneys’
minds because they had just been there. All these details she would give
them later, she declared. She then left and in a few minutes returned with
a woman of her own weight and general appearance, whose hair was
dark. This person replied to few questions and spoke as little as possible,
but signified her readiness to sign an affidavit affirming her presence in
May in the Carmel cottage.

Bardin and Woolley were suspicious, but Mrs. Wiseman “gave a good
line and stuck to her guns.” Two affidavits were drawn, one for each
woman, testifying to their separate roles in Carmel. Bardin wrote them in
longhand, partly from Mrs. Wiseman’s dictation as she read from a note-
book she took out of her purse. Woolley then typed the documents, mak-
ing an original and three copies. It was now noon. Bardin telephoned his
partner, Scott, to come over and notarize the signatures, at the same time
intimating his suspicions; as a result, Scott took extraordinary precau-
tions in swearing the women and wrote down a description of both.
Bardin warned them that false swearing could land them in prison, and
he took a handwriting sample from Mrs. Wiseman, which she gave will-
ingly. “Miss X” seemed on the verge of tears, choking with emotion, as
she penned her pseudonym.
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During the formality, Bardin stepped around the desk and examined
the hair of “Miss X" at close range; it seemed to have been dyed; it was
streaky, moist-looking, and carelessly combed. “Miss X” murmurcd
that she had applied a tonic; she had just had her hair bobbed. With her
permission Bardin felt the hair: it felt oily and greasy. He then asked for
a lock from cach woman’s head, so acute were his forcbodings. He rum-
maged in his secretary’s desk but could find no scissors, and Mrs. Wise-
man volunteered that the clippings from her sister’s hair were in the
dresser drawer at the hotel; she would send him over a sample. Shortly
afterward the strangers departed, and in a few minutes two locks of hair
were brought to the office by a messenger. Bardin filed them. He had
alerted a local detective to trail the visitors, and the latter reported they
checked out of the hotel in haste, got into a taxi, and drove for seventeen
miles at high speed to a point where they caught the bus for Oakland.

Mrs. Wiseman, confessed but not shriven, was relcased on bail. “What
a relief!” she exclaimed. With her lawyer she hurried to a bank where,
a few days before, she had rented a safe-deposit box; she had turned over
the key to Emma Schaffer after Woolley refused to touch it. The box was
opened. Its contents, in nine sealed envelopes, included:

A slip of paper with directions for reaching Ocean Park and the Bene-
dict cottage in Carmel.

A copy of Aimce’s crackling radio statement on Cline’s arrest.

An August telegram delivered to Mrs. Wiseman at the YWCA in San
Francisco: PLEASE COMMUNICATE WITH ME AT ONCE. NEED PARTY’S
ASSISTANCE IMMEDIATELY. MOTHER KENNEDY.

A rough draft of the “Miss X” affidavit in longhand, later said by ex-
perts to match the handwriting on the grocery slips.

A document indicating an attempt by Mrs. Kennedy to put Mrs. Wise-
man in touch with Ormiston. This was a letter, on the stationery of
A.W. and Edward H. S. Martin, Attorneys, Chicago, dated J uly 30,
addressed to Mrs. McPherson, and reading “Enclosed herewith is copy
of affidavit of K. G. Ormiston which was sent to District Attorney Keyes
today. Respectfully yours, Edward H. S. Martin.” Across the bottom of
the letter, in pen and ink: “This will introduce Lorraine Wiseman. Any
information helping us to get a message to Mr. K. G. Ormiston in the in-
terest of justice to Mrs. McPherson will be deeply appreciated. Thank
you. Mrs. M. Kennedy ‘Mother.” ”

Also in the box was a will in Mrs. Wiseman’s handwriting: “In case of
my death, all the contents of this box number 2A903 is to be delivered to
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Aimee Semple McPherson or her children, without restriction, or without
being opencd.” It was dated September 4.
Said Mother, tight-lipped: “She came a stranger and left a stranger.”
Said Aimee: “The whole thing is a pack of lies.”

“The Walls Came Tumblin’ Down”

Bernice Morris lost no time in extricating herself from a dangerous posi-
tion as soon as Mrs. Wiseman’s confession was broadcast. She hurried
into the city and met Keyes in a midnight interview. Then she went to
the office of the Times and made her own confession, which rivaled
Mrs. Wiseman’s, and in the morning the Times was able to preen itself
over the discomfited Examiner.

Miss Morris recounted that the day McKinley was killed, Mrs. Mc-
Pherson and her mother picked her up in Woolley’s car and during that
long drive around Long Beach pleaded with her to carry on her em-
ployer’s work in negotiating with the kidnapers to tell the whereabouts
of the shack. Bernice was excited and unsure. She was twenty-three years
old and studying for the bar; she believed that McKinley had no real
contacts with the kidnapers; but Sister’s personality was persuasive, and
the chance to play a role in the biggest legal case of her-lifetime was
tempting. Pleading youth and inexperience, she hedged.

“Mother Kennedy then spoke up and said she didn’t see why we
women couldn’t take care of this by ourselves and not get anyone else
mixed up in it,” ran Bernice’s account.

Bernice went to the Temple that evening and signed, under protest, a
press statement saying that McKinley had been in contact with the ab-
ductors, although she believed this statement to be untrue because of the
Joe Watts photograph and telephone conversation, which she had helped
to engineer. (This was the first time the public enjoyed this laugh.)

The next day the Temple women picked up Bernice in Woolley’s car
and took her to the Temple, pursued by a car that came to grief in the
chase, spilling reporters over the pavement; Mother Kennedy and Aimee
received the news of this accident with equanimity. Minnie had another
press statement ready for Bernice to sign, asserting that she was carrying
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on her employer’s task. The secretary objected again, but under pressure
signed.

A week later, Miss Morris went back to Echo Park and was admitted

to the Temple home by Mrs. Wiseman, who was busy advising Roberta
to put alum on her chapped lips. Bernice did not know Mrs. Wiseman,
and from her familiar manner judged that she was one of the family.
Her statement went on:

Mother Kennedy came in and asked me if I had gotten the map yet.
I told her no, that there had been too much talk in the newspapers,
that I was afraid to have anything to do with it. Then Mrs. McPherson
came in. Mother Kennedy left and Mrs. McPherson began talking
about the shack, that if these men produced the real shack, it would
have to contain a lot of things she enumerated. . . . She said the
furniture might have been removed, but surely the paper was the
same; it was a kind of paper you could find anywhere, it could be
bought for about five cents a roll, just common paper, kind of smoky-
like. She asked me if the shack had a bathroom, and said, “It was
a very small bathroom, wasn’t it?”

After we talked for some time, Mrs. Kennedy came into the room.
Mrs. McPherson said in the presence of her mother that she thought
thesc kidnapers should be able to remem er some incident which
had happened during the time she was held there. Attempting to test
Mrs. McPherson’s sincerity, I invented a fictitious incident and related
it to her. I said, “One of these men wanted to know whether on one
afternoon you did not have a very bad crick in your neck that was
so severe that Rose rubbed your neck all afternoon.”

Mrs. McPherson at once turned to her mother and said, “Mother
dear, I do remember that. I never recalled it before. But you know
that I have trouble with my neck.” She then started to massage her
neck and illustrate to her mother her habit of massaging her neck.
[Mother Kennedy agreed that “the crick in the neck is good.”] Mrs.
McPherson told me she would give cverything in the world to
vindicate herself, and that all this information would be of no value
to her unless I could make the world believe it, and clear her. I kept
telling Mrs. McPherson I was afraid of the entire deal. Of course,
I knew there were no men and could produce no men. The minute
details supplied to me by Mrs. McPherson’s indirect suggestions were
obviously for the purpose of assisting me to produce testimony cor-
roborating her story.

Just before I left I told Mrs. McPherson that these men couldn’t
stick around Long Beach all their lives and should be supplied with

money for a quick getaway. Mrs. McPherson suggested to her mother
H*
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to give me some money fo give to these men. Mrs. Kennedy said she
would give me $100 and wanted me to sign a receipt for it. I refused.
Shortly after this I left by the back door. Mrs. McPherson followed
me out of the house, put her arm around me and said, “You are a
dear little girl and I know you can help me. I am sure those are the
right men. Let me hear from you Monday and try to have a map for
me.” . . . Inall our conversations, I gathered the impression that Mrs.
Kennedy implicitly believed Mrs. McPherson’s kidnaping story and
that Mrs. McPherson was fearful of her mother. The one time Mrs.
McPherson talked to me alone her demeanor was entirely different
than when Mrs. Kennedy was present.

Miss Morris handed to Keyes the water-smeared papers taken off
McKinley’s body. One was a list of specifications for the kidnap shack
to prove it genuine. The other was a letter to the dead attorney, written
in a firm hand, dated August 14:

Dear Mr. McKinley: Just starting on my vacation driving north to
Canada—expect to be at Palace Hotel, San Francisco, Thursday, Fri-
day and Saturday. If your friends communicate with you and it is
necessary for you to reach me, you will know how to do it up to
next Saturday inclusive. Thereafter I will not be reachable and you
will have to act on your own initiative in co-operation with Mrs.
Kennedy who is advised. Best luck. Sincerely yours, Carlos S. Hardy.

August 15 was the day when McKinley went to San Francisco sup-
posedly to keep a rendezvous with Miller or Wilson there.

On the day of Miss Morris’s confession, J udge Hardy returned to Los
Angeles. He was summoned to Keyes’ office and interrogated sharply.
Hardy admitted his interest in the case, his friendship for the Temple
leaders, and some of the steps he had taken to unravel the mystery.
Mrs. Wiseman he had met only once, at his home on August 1, he said.
The judge did not show Keyes the reports he had been receiving from de-
tectives, nor volunteer any information regarding their findings. Publicly
he said, “I believed that facts that would verify Mrs. McPherson’s story
would help her. I am of an open mind and await what facts develop with
an open mind.”

Ryan encountered Mrs. Wiseman by chance one day soon after her re-
lease on bail. He was passing the press room in the Hall of Justice, where
Mrs. Wiseman was chatting with reporters while waiting for another talk
with Keyes. Through the open door a reportcr called to the deputy, “You
two ought to meet!”
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Ryan laughed. “Why didn’t you come to sec me when I sent word to
you last week?” he asked.

“I was afraid you would ask me some questions I couldn’t answer,”
said Lorraine, simpering,.

“You found out I wanted to ask you what medicine was left in the cot-
tage by the occupants?”

O

“What did you do?”

“I told Mrs. McPherson, ‘Ryan wants to see me.’ She said, ‘What
about?’ I said, ‘He wants to sec if I know what medicine was left in the
cottage.” ”

“What did Mrs. McPherson say?”

“She laughed and said, ‘Well, that’s a good one. Lct me see—there was
some witch hazel, for one thing.” ”

“Did she say that?” Ryan was surprised. “What else did she say?”

“Mrs. Kennedy and some others came in just then and she never got
to finish it. She didn’t talk so freely when her mother was around. I be-
lieve there’s a lot Mother Kennedy doesn’t know. Aimee’s hair is gray,
you know that, don’t you? She buys hair and colors all of it to do up
bigh on her head and make her hair look like she does.”

A reporter inquired, “Was Mrs. McPherson always serious, or did she
display a bit of humor over the situation now and then?”

“She was nearly always serious,” replied Lorraine merrily, “but she
had a sense of humor and she laughed sometimes—when a good one had
been put over on the newspapers!”

Three hours of grilling by Keyes failed to sour Mrs. Wiseman’s cheer-
ful insouciance. She was sent to a hotel under guard of two police matrons.

Mother Kennedy could not endure the torturc of silence; she issued
statements and talked with valiant abandon. Regarding Mrs. Wiseman:
“She fooled us completely. We have pursued the policy of listening to
cverybody with the hope that they could bring us a grain of truth con-
cerning the attacks that have been made upon us. When she declared she
did not want money for her services, we met her more than halfway.”

She paused, then flushed. “It’s martyrdom! We’ve known for weeks
that they have planned to drag Sister down from the pulpit of Angelus
Temple in a sensational arrest!”

That day (it was the fifth since Mrs. Wiseman’s arrest, and the interval
had been packed with sensations) Sister preached with her accustomed
bounce and fire. She warned her flock to expect the worst. “I have been
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informed from reliable sources that I may be arrested tonight.” A hush
fell over the great hall. “I have just telephoned the district attorney’s
office and asked them if they would arrest me tomorrow before my serv-
ices are over at five o’clock.” She paused. “They told me there would not
be anything doing before that time. So stick around and you may see
something!”

Hallelujahs, cries, cheers, high-pitched screams broke the tension.
Sister smiled. “I only wish,” she added, “that I will be given enough time
before this action is taken to be prepared and looking right!”

In the evening she spoke of Mrs. Wiseman’s betrayal. “I have been a
little simpleton. Everyone has said I have talked too much; but I couldn’t
see why I should not talk when I knew that everything I said was the
truth.”

Glimpsing her mother standing in a doorway of the second balcony,
she called out, “Am I talking too much, Mother?”

Minnie Kennedy shook her head and exclaimed, “I don’t blame you!”

“Then I guess I'm all right,” resumed Sister, and she told the Wise-
man episode:

One day there came to Angelus Temple a woman who tearfully
pleaded for a chance to see me, intimating that she could help clear
up the Carmel-by-the-Sea incident. We listened to this woman’s
story and told her to go ahead and do what she could. But we in-
sisted that her story should not become public until it had been
thoroughly substantiated. We gave this woman money as we did
detectives and others who had come to us with claims that they could
help us clear up and substantiate my story. [When Mrs. Wiseman was
arrested] we were dumbfounded. We received two notes demanding
$3000; if it was not forthcoming, disaster would fall. Then came the
bombshell, or the disaster perhaps, to which the writer of the notes
referred, with the announcement of the “confession” made by the
woman after she had been arrested as a passer of bad ghecks. Despite
the charges against this woman, her story was given credence over
mine—I, who for seventeen years in the work of the Lcrd have borne
a stainless reputation—against whom nothing can be found in the
whole seventeen years! Sometimes I pinch myself to see whether this
is all true and I, a pastor of the Lord, an American citizen and the
mother of two children, am being so persistently persecuted—and it
is persecution! Never has anyone been so persecuted as I have been!

Thunderous applause drowned out her words.
She brought the service to a close with a dramatic reading of the Beati-
tudes. (Her daughter, years later, would recall: “Aimee McPherson could
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read the Twenty-third Psalm the way Judith Anderson could read Mac-
beth.”) Leaning on the pulpit, she read, “Blessed are the peacemakers,”
and interjected, “I only wish there were morc peacemakers in Los
Angcles!”

“Blessed are they which are persecuted for righteousncss’ sake,” she
read on, and referred again to her “persistent persecution”; no one ever
was “bombarded by so many forces.”

“Blessed are ye, when men shall revile you, and persecute you, and
shall say all manner of evil against you falsely, for my sake. Rejoice and
be exceeding glad, for great is your reward in Heaven.” She drew herself
up proudly. “I am not going down in the dirt and answer the accusations
of these people! Christ was crucified—but His crucifixion didn’t last so
long!” -

I«glipping the Bible shut, she shot out an arm scornfully toward one
corner of the Temple and called, “Now, all you newspaper people, jump
up and go out and tell that to the world!” Not a person stirred, and,
sweeping the congregation with her golden smile, Aimee changed the
mood with, “Now is the time to sing and rejoice!” and invited all to join
her in a hymn, led by the brass band, the organ, the choir, and the Stein-
way grand. Cheers and hallelujahs were still echoing when the hymn
came to a massive “Amen!”

The melodramatic suggestion that Angelus Temple’s pastor might be
dragged from her pulpit drew an instant rcbuke from the district at-
torncy’s camp.

Mr. Keyes has not the slightest intention of doing what Mrs. Me-
Pherson was told would happen. She will be treated with every con-
sideration merited by her sex and her position in life.

During the evening service Aimee had asked her audience and radio
listeners “courtcously” to protest the “raw deal” she was getting. Within
two minutes Keyes’ home telephone started to ring and kept ringing until
he ordered it disconnected. Guards were posted around the building.
Fifty-two tclegrams of protest were delivered to his office in the first
batch, requesting fair play and denouncing acceptance of Mrs. Wisc-
man’s word over the evangelist’s, and this was only an advance trickle.

Asa Keyes could temporize no longer. Mrs. Wiscman and Bernice
Morris, two impeaching witnesses, had been dropped on his lap. Their
storics of being coached in what they were to say and discover dovetailed
too glaringly to be shrugged aside. Mancuvered into an exposed position,
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the prosecutor acted with rigor. On Thursday, September 16—four
months almost to the day after Aimee went for her swim—the district
attorney, following the pattern of public announcement that had become
standard in the case, dictated a general order to the citizens of Los
Angeles and the world:

I have just instructed Mr. Forrest Murray, head of my complaint
division, to issue felony complaints against Mrs. Aimee Semple Mc-
Pherson, Mrs. Minnie Kennedy, Mr. Kenneth G. Ormiston, Mrs.
Lorraine Wiseman, and John Doe Martin. Legal action to place before
the public of this community all the facts and circumstances of this
case and to prosecute before the bar of justice this woman and her
associates for tampering with the instrumentalitics of the law is im-
perative.

From the time the story that Mrs. McPherson had been drowned
was broadcast throughout the country, there has been the tainted
atmosphere of a gigantic hoax surrounding it. As time has progressed
this increased with the exposé of the unbelievable story of the kid-
naping and the brazen activities of Mrs. McPherson and her friends
to build up a false alibi for her.

It is my duty and I can do no less than exert the full power of my
office to bring this woman to the bar of justice in order that she may
have a fair ‘and public hearing. It is with regret that I take action
against a person so high in the religious esteem of many persons, but
the community and the upright members of all religions must welcome
a fair and open hearing of the situation, which has become a nation-
wide scandal.

A few hours before Keyes took this decisive step, Aimee, standing in
her Temple, in tones that pierced to the heart of every listener, uttered
these words: “I expect to meet my God in Heayen as I expect to meet
my friends and loyal followers. And I expect to meet my beloved hus-
band, Robert Semple.”

Then falling on her knees, with passionate sincerity she cried, “And
as I expect to meet my God, my story is as true today as it was the first
time I told it!”
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“And though they hide themselves
in the top of Carmel, I will search
them and take them out thence; and

though they be hid from my sight

in the bottom of the sea, thence will
I command the serpent, and he shall
bite them.”

—Amos 9:3
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“Falsely, Wickedly,
and Maliciously . . .”

Keyes waited twenty-four hours after announcing his intention to prose-
cute. All morning Thursday, September 17, he sat in his office, hoping
for a response to his last-minute invitation to Aimee and her mother to
come talk with him and perhaps work out some accommodation. A
messenger brought word from the Temple that Mrs. McPherson was
“too sick” to come downtown and Mrs. Kennedy was “too tired.” Then
came a report that Sister was well enough to be preaching to her follow-
ers from her bedroom window, and Keyes grimly ordered prepared the
prosecutor’s criminal complaint under which he must act, since no
new grand jury had been empaneled and he could not proceed by
indictment. Instantly extras hit the streets: “Aimee’s Arrest Near!”

The complaint (which the newspapers printed verbatim as a historical
document) left little to conjecture. It charged Aimee and her asserted
confederates with “conspiracy to commit acts injurious to public morals
and to prevent and obstruct justice, and to obstruct and pervert the due
administration of the laws of California,” all of which was “against the
peace and dignity of the People of the State of California.” It recited
that Aimee Semple McPherson “surreptitiously disappeared from Ven-
ice, Cal., on or about May 18, 1926, and appeared on or about 2 a.m.
on the morning of June 23, 1926, behind a slaughterhouse in Sonora,
Mex.” That she went before the grand jury and “swore falsely, wickedly,
and maliciously, with intent to procure another to be charged, arrested,
and indicted of the crime of kidnaping . . . and well knowing at the
time that she had not been kidnaped, falscly and fraudulently represented
and pretended that she had been kidnaped and kept in an unconscious
condition for upwards of thirty (30) days . . . and from the 19th of
May up to and including the 29th of May 1926 she resided and remained
concealed with goggles and other devices and contrivances at Carmel-by-
the-Sea, from which place she departed with Kenneth G. Ormiston, with
the full knowledge, acquiescence, and consent of Minnie Kennedy.”

225



226 THE VANISHING EVANGELIST

It recounted Aimec’s describing “the alleged kidnapers as ‘Rose’ and
‘Steve’ . . . for the purpose of ceceiving the grand juzy of Los Angeles
and inducing them to return an indictment whercby and wherein others
would be charged with the said crime.” It declared that she hired Mrs.
Wiseman to impersorate her, coached her, and paid her to make the
false affidavit at Salinas; and that she hired McKinley to produce bogus
kidnapers, and attempted to induce Bernice Morris to carry out the
criminal hoax.

Against cach defendant were invoked two counts, one under Section
182 of the Criminal Code, carrying punishment of up to fourteen years
in prison; the other under an 1872 law making the preparation of false
evidence a felony, with a penalty of five years’ imprisonment. Mother
Kennedy was represented as an accomplice from the beginning, acting
in concert with her caughter.

The thirteen-page document, the district attorncy’s staff believed,
pinned down the offensc securely; but nothing was to come easily for
the prosccution. Experts in moot law pounced on the complaint and
worried it to ribbons; others were just as assertive that it was water-
tight. The arguments on both sides were subtle. Mrs. McPherson stood
accused of having committed perjury before the grand jury in statements
regarding a kidnaping. But, assuming that her statements were false,
telling untruths under oath is not perjury, within the meaning of the law,
unless it pertains to the “material issue of a crime”—and the crux of this
case was that the crime she made her statements about was nonexistent.
Can one commit perjury about what does not exist?

Some legal casuists also argued that the ronexistence of Steve and
Rose could be proved only negatively, by circumstantial inference; no-
body could prove positively that they did not exist. And as for Mc-
Kinley, what Lc might kave been up to no one would ever know, because
he was dead; but whatever it might have been, he certainly had not pro-
duced any kidnapers, real or feigned. As for the conspiracy charge,
while the statute made the act of having someone “falsely and ma-
liciously indicted” for a crime a felony, nobody had been indicted. And
the flaw in the State’s contention that acts “injurious to public morals”
had been committed lay in the failure of the statute to define what acts
might properly come under that provision. It was a legal tantalizer that
is still good for debate wherever lawyers gather.

The bemused public sensed, without legal promptings, that the State’s
position was somchow topsy-turvy. A prosecutor’s task obviously is to
prove, first, that a crime has been committed, and thea to link the ac-
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cused person with that crime. But here the prosecution was avowedly
determined to prove that no crime had been committed (no kidnaping),
and hence that the defendant’s claim of innocent involvement in a non-
existent felony was moonshine. But if there really was no kidnaping, and
nobody had been indicted, what was the shouting about? Was it a prison
offcnse for a lady to say she was where she wasn't—if she wasn’t?

Keyes was not to be deflected by divagations or chop-logic. His
advisers assured him the complaint would stand up, and he set to work
vigorously to tie together the loose ends of the case. His office became
the headquarters of frenzied activity: witnesses strcamed in and out;
excited deputies, reporters, photographers, detectives, stenographers
josticd one another. Statements were taken from new witnesses, fresh
statements from old ones—statements on statements stacked up on the
deputies’ desks. And as fast as the statements accumulated, they were
published in the newspapers; nothing, it seemed, was withheld.

Bernice Morris brought in two more letters written by Judge Hardy
to McKinley about contacts with the kidnapers. Hardy thereupon gave
out that he had told Sister and her mother when the casc first broke
that as a judge he could not give them legal advice, but as a friend he
urged them to get the best detectives and attorneys they could to run
down the facts; that was his only role.

Emma Schaffer told of Mrs. Wiseman’s giving her the key to the safe-
deposit box in Mrs. McPherson’s presence; Emma didn't know what was
in the box. Lorraine had aroused no sympathy in her. “I didn’t believe
she was entirely truthful. She had a nervous habit of twitching at her
hair; I'm sure it resulted from an overburdened conscience.”

Keyes asked Emma’s opinion of Mrs. McPherson as a woman.

“She is the most loyal, pure, and honcst woman I have ever known,”
replied Emma stanchly.

Did she still believe the evangelist was kidnaped?

“Absolutely! I am as positive as of anything in the world that Sister
McPherson has spoken the truth and nothing but the truth. There has
never been anything at all to shake my faith in her.”

Mrs. Frame told the prosecutor that she never believed Mrs. Wiseman
fully, “but I felt she was helping Sister. She was always mixed-up in
her mind.” Once, when she observed Lorraine jotting down scraps of
conversation as though keeping a record, Mrs. Frame cautioned Mother
Kennedy, saying, “Be careful. I don't like the way that woman acts. She
has a limpy handshake, for onc thing.”
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“She is sincere, darling,” Minnie replied. “She is going to get these
witnesses and everything.”

Mrs. Frame admitted she had allowed Mrs. Wiseman to use the
telephone at her Ocean Park cottage for communicating with the Temple
from out of town; they were all convinced the Temple wires were tapped.
On Labor Day (September 6) Aimee and her children, with Mrs. Frame
and her children and Mrs. Wiseman and her son, had spent the holiday
at the beach, swimming and riding the roller coaster; Sister treated every-
body to waffles and coffee, and screamed with delight on the rides like
the youngest in the party. That night Mrs. McPherson and Mrs. Wiseman
shared a bed in the Frame cottage; they rose at 6:30 for a frisk in the
sea (both wore red bathing suits) and drove back to the Temple for
breakfast at 7:30.

Blanche Rice told the district attorney she was on duty at the in-
formation window in the Angelus Temple lobby on July 31, when Mrs.
Wiseman first appeared and asked if she might see either Mrs. McPher-
son or Mrs. Kennedy, sighing nervously, “This thing has weighed on
me for some time.”

“What thing? Are you in trouble?” asked motherly Mrs. Rice.

“It was my sister who was at Carmel.”

Blanche bolted into the home next door without knocking, and
when Mother appeared on the stair landing, called out, “There is a lady
downstairs who says it was her sister who was at Carmel with Ormis-
ton!”

“Bring her up,” said Minnie, who was in conference with Veitch.

Mrs. Wiseman filled in her version of the events from then on. Veitch,
she said, was unfriendly, but after he left, Mother asked her to talk with
Judge Hardy, which she did the next morning, Sunday, at the judge’s
home. Hardy opened the door himself and brought her into the living
room, where Mrs. Hardy was sitting, she said. While tae judge asked
questions, Mrs. Hardy switched on the radio and got the broadcast
from Angelus Temple; Sister McPherson was heard announcing that
Mrs. Hardy would speak at the Temple that evening.

The next day, Mrs. Wiseman said, she met Mrs. McPherson for the
first time. After some talk Minnie took the visitor across to the Temple
and upstairs to the Five Hundred Room, where they would be undis-
turbed.

“I think,” Minnie cautioned, “if you are going to try to bring this
little lady forward, it would be better if Mr. Woolley and Mr. Veitch
should know nothing about it. We will just keep it among us women.”
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On their return to the residence, Sister received them with a pensive
frown. “You know, while you were gone I just wondered if you were
not the lady mistaken for me at the Benedict cottage,” she said. “You
look so much like me, you even talk like me; your throat is like mine.”

Roberta entered the room and Aimee asked her opinion.

“You know, you do look so much like Mama,” Mrs. Wiseman quoted
Roberta as answering.

During the succeeding days, Mrs. Wiseman said, she shuttled between
Los Angeles, Carmel, and San Francisco, negotiating to produce “Miss
X,” using an assortment of fanciful names—Pauline Mack, Ruth Ander-
son, Grace McClelland, A. Moore. Expense money was advanced by
Minnie, who always took a receipt. Only once did she speak with Aimee
alone, she said, and then the evangclist told her it was “all right,” to
“go right ahead,” and gave her three $10 gold pieces. Another time
Aimee at the back door slipped $100 into her hand, whispering not
to let Mother know.

It became known that disharmony existed between the Temple at-
torneys and their clients; Woolley had clashed violently with Aimee and
her mother over Mrs. Wiseman. “That woman is fire!” he pleaded. “She
will blow you into the middle of the ocean!” But Minnie defended Lor-
raine against the attorney’s “prejudice,” saying she was doing a fine,
sincere action.

The newspapers bulged with revelations. The frantic appeal for bail
money which Lorraine sent to Aimee from jail just after her arrest was
printed and made reflective reading:

Oh, what a terrible thing they have done to me. They said they
would get me and they think they have. But wait, I have got a card
to spring they don’t know of yet. Now, decar, if you will send down
$3000 for bond in cash by this man, I will get out long enough to get
back. Belicve me, I only want four hours; I will get them then. They
took me unawares, they went through all I had, found nothing much,
but Oh, what a terrible thing for my children and for you! But
I'll get them, dear, believe me, please, when I tell you this whole thing
is framed. Please send me the moncy within a few minutes, but I
will give it back within forty-eight hours, besides having the Times
eat dirt. . . . This is just another thing to get you. It is terrible
what they say about you. Please dear, put it in an envelope so even
this attorney will not know, but please do it. Lorraine.

This approach, and others more threatening, transmitted by the wife
of a bail bondsman, had met only silence.
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Wallace Moore, the Santa Barbara reporter, irformed Keyes that
during August he received a telephone call from Mrs. McPherson, urg-
ing him to make a statement denying she was the woman in the car he
stopped on May 29. “I kept telling her I would be glad 1o prepare a state-
ment of the cvent as it occurred, but I would not specify that she was
not the woman,” he said.

Finally Keyes called in Mrs. Holmes, the woman grand juror suspected
of having desiroyed the grocery slips, and learned that at one time she
and another member of the panel had been carrying on their own un-
authorized snooping in the case; they had visited Woolley and invited
him to complain about the conduct of the district attorney, but the lawyer
bowed them out without giving satisfaction. After this interview with
Mrs. Holmes, Keyes prudently ordered every scrap cf evidence to be
photographed; the negatives he locked in his personal safe.

Keycs announced that his case was complete. He would subpoena
thirty-five witnesses, Ryan among them, for the preliminary hearing.
This hearing, of course, was not the trial; all Keyes could get from
it would be the judge’s sanction to have the case tried before a jury.
But Keyes promised to lay all his cards on the table, withholding noth-
ing. The hearing, he estimated, might run a week, possibly two wecks.
Already on September 17 Municipal Judge Samuel L. Blake had signed
warrants for the arrest of Aimee, her mother, Ormiston, the mysterious
“Mr. Martin,” and two John Does. Mrs. Wiseman was also a defendant;
she was living in an apartment at the county’s expense, chaperoned by
two women deputy sheriffs. But scrving the warrant on Aimee was im-
possible. For in her red-and-bluc-floodlighted mansion the evangelist
lay dangerously ill, her spirit floundering, at times delirious, crying out
hysterically against her martyrdom.

Down—and Up Fighting

While she was preaching, the evening before the complaint was signed,
Aimee had felt a stabbing pain in her face. From the platform she went
into conference with her attorneys, all the while the pain increasing and
her face swelling rapidly. By 2 a.m. the agony became unbearable and
a doctor was called. He diagnosed an absccss in the upper nasal passage.
The abscess was lanced and the doctor placed two nurses on duty.
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All that night (Wednesday, September 15) the Temple grounds re-
mained brilliantly lighted, while guards patrolled the adjacent shadows.
%/ord spread that Sister was ill, and in the Bible School students gath-
cred to sing hymns and pray for their leader. At dawn the faithful
clustered below Sister’s window, praying in chorus and singing “Stand,
Don’t Waver!” At 8 o’clock the French window on the little balcony
cpened and Sister stepped out, pale and trembling. Huskily she said,
“After the scrvices last night I was not well, but praise the Lord, I gained
the victory at three o’clock this morring.”

Amid raurmured hallelujahs Mother Kennedy appeared and thanked
Sister’s well-wisiers. Then slowly both women returned inside the housec,
the window was closed, and the crowd melted away. A bulletin posted
at 11 a.m. announced: “Temperature 102, pulse 100, infection not
spreading.” As the doctor left the house he told reporters the evangelist
was suffering from an abscess dangerously close to the brain; if there
were complications, it would be very serious.

Thursday (while Keyes was drawing the complaint) Aimee admitted
women reporters to her sick room. Her inflamed face was under ice
packs and she was in physical and mental anguish, but she insisted that
the telephone remain beside the bed and constantly answered cails from
prayerful sympathizers. The room was banked with flowers and baskets
of fruit; telegrams rustled in from half the world. As 7 o’clock approached
she insisted on getting dressed to go to the Temple; the alarmed nurses
and her mother telephoned the doctor, and he wamned that the effort
might kill her. When finally convinced that she could not appear, she
sank back, covered her face with her hands, and wept.

“I hope they are satisfied now! They have crucified and reviled me
unmercifully! I hope they sce their work is nearly completed!” Tears
coursed down her puffed, unsightly checks. “I am going to prison—
I know it! I have been hounded like a wild animal—it’s becn a hunt—
that’s what it was—and the hounds and their dripping jaws are closing
in!” She shuddered and screamed. “No woman of the streets was ever
given less consideration than has been given me!”

The reporters left her moaning convulsively and went across to the
Temple, where a full house was singing hymns in an atmosphere of
angry tension. In the Prayer Tower, women werc besceching Heaven,
not that Sister might be spared her Calvary, but that she might be given
strength to pass through it triumphantly. At the moment in the scrvice
when Sister customarily made her entrance, striding down the ramp
with blue cape billowing behind her, Mother Kennedy appeared. Sister,
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she told the hushed crowd, was in bed under “the greatest strain ever
borne by mortal woman”; her strength had finally given out. However,
she sent her love and hoped to be with them again in a few days.

All day Thursday and Friday knots of the curious and of the faithful
lingered around the Temple home, while overhead a small plane cir-
cled, its passcnger waving to the crowds below. The sidewalk loud-
speakers were turned off to give the patient quiet. A stream of auto-
mobiles passed and repassed incessantly, from which expensively gowned
women craned for a glimpse of the bedroom window. Early Friday
morning the students congregated again, singing hymns until Sister
stepped out on the balcony, weary and wan. Her voice was not strong,
but she smiled. “God bless you all! That is beautiful music—like angels
singing.”

Mother gently led her inside. The doctor reported that his patient
was improving but was not out of danger. (That day Judge Blake signed
the warrant for Aimee’s arrest.) Friday evening she arose from her sick
bed and appeared in the Temple to submit to healing prayer, according
to the rites of her church.

“I practice what I preach,” she told the compassionate crowd. She
had brought in a medical doctor, she explained, to satisfy the require-
ments of the law, but the partial abatement of her illness she ascribed
to her followers’ prayers. The elders of the church, standing in a semi-
circle around her, anointed her with oil and imposed hands solemnly.
Sister was so invigorated by the ceremony that she spoke with something
like her usual fervor, asking for a speedy hearing “at which everything
will be cleared up. The sooner it comes now, the better.”

Saturday afternoon she again was interviewed, propped in bed; she
appealed for fair play. “Tomorrow is a blessed Sabbath day. Let’s get
back to our calm.”

To her callers she seemed much recovered; the facial swelling had
gone down, her temperature was almost normal, and she was busy with
preparations for Sunday.

Mother Kennedy had need of all her courage in the hour of humilia-
tion Friday when she arrived at the Hall of Justice to surrender to the
warrant for her arrest as a conspirator with her daughter. Shepherding
her was W. I. Gilbert, a leading criminal lawyer whom she had retained
that morning while downtown on a “shopping trip.” The courthouse
corridors were jammed. Preceded by a smugly complacent bail bonds-
man, Mother and Gilbert fought their way to the sixth-floor office of
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the district attorncy’s detective chief, Ben Cohen. Minnie, wearing a
modest black dress with brown bodice, and a soft black hat, held a fixed
smile, but her fright and shame were evident.

In Cohen’s office the warrant was read and Gilbert accepted it, Mother
sitting miscrably under the harsh scrutiny of a score of courthouse
attachés. When Cohen started to escort her to Judge Blake’s chambers
on the floor above, she shrank back. Couldn’t Judge Blake come down-
stairs and arraign her there, she pleaded? Blake ordered the defendant
be brought to his chambers forthwith, and Cohen whisked her into a
waiting elevator. In the judge’s office she was arraigned and $2500 bail
was posted. Gilbert reported Mrs. McPherson too ill to appear and
posted another bond of $2500 for her appearance. The preliminary
hearing for both women was set for the 27th.

Hastening to the Temple, Minnie drafted a statement reaffirming her
pride and confidence in her daughter and charging that they wcre the
targets of ruthless persecution.

All through sacred history we read of those children of God whose
message rang forth in denunciation of sin, who were haled before
magistrates and imprisoned and bodily punishment inflicted. Jesus
distinctly taught that His church should have persecution. As far as
we know, we are the only church in the world today to have this honor.

This broadside goaded Keyes into making his only direct rejoinder
during the protracted turmoil:

Mrs. McPherson is not and never has been a victim of persecution
in so far as the law-enforcement agencies of this city are concerned.
Every act of my office concerning her kidnaping story was weighed
carefully and thoughtfully. We went over every shred of evidence be-
fore issuing the complaints against Mrs. McPherson and her mother
in order that we would not be guilty of hasty or ill-considered con-
clusions. Mrs. McPherson returned home after a month’s absence with
‘a story that she had been kidnaped and held prisoner in a shack by
a Steve and Rose whom we now know to be purely mythical. She
never brought forward one iota of evidence to back her astounding
charges, but went, instead, to the grand jury and attempted to make
that body a plaything by asking for indictments against kidnapers
that did not exist. This office has its duty to perform and must do it
regardless of who is hurt. I am sorry for Mrs. McPherson, but that
cannot influence my sworn duty.

Mother marched into the Temple after issuing her inanifesto an
assured a weeping, shouting, determined throng that “ninety pe: cent
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of the people in Los Angeles have been absolutely with us during our
troubles. This work will go on! Even the gates of Hell cannot prevail
against it!”

“Praise God!” the congregation shouted, and radio listeners heard
intermingled cries of “Persecution! Persecution!”

Just before the service, on this day of her great trial, Minnie found
time to look in on Roberta’s birthday party of young people, held in the
Bible School. Her granddaughter was sixteen that day.

By Saturday morning, Mother Kennedy had recovered her spunkiness;
she snapped to reporters who demanded where she was going when she
stepped out of her home, “I'm going downtown to have my hair fixed.
Any objection?” And in Woolley’s car she whirled away just as the city
was electrified by the offer of attorney Hahn to surrender Ormiston within
twenty-four hours, in return for immunity.

Rumors that the radio man was hiding in Southern California had
been driving the police frantic. Detectives scurried to the nearby com-
munities of Alhambra, Seal Beach, Redondo Beach, Monterey Park,
and even Santa Catalina Island, without finding the man who limped.
Keyes brushed aside Hahn’s offer with scorn: Ormiston was the key to
the whole conspiracy, the prosecutor said, and he wanted him in jail.
Ben Cohen was ordered to circularize every police department in the
United States and Canada to arrest the fugitive on sight.

Aimee sneered at Hahn’s pretensions. “Publicity, a cheap attempt at
publicity! He has never been in touch with Ormiston! He has never been
in touch with any of his friends for him! We know. . . . We know!”

From Winnipeg, Canada, came a telcgram: ORMISTON SICK. WILL
SURRENDER IF GRANTED IMMUNITY. THIS IS LAST OFFER. REPLY THROUGH
PRESS.

Replied Keyes: “I will not grant immunity. That is final.”

In Chicago, the attorney Martin told reporters that Ormiston had
offered to meet Keyes in Chicago and discuss the case, but Keyes had
not responded.

“Neither I nor my deputies are going to run to Chicago to interview
M. Ormiston,” countered Keyes. “When I talk to Ormiston it is going
to be in jail!”

The Los Angeles Times received a telegram from Windsor, Ontario,
signed “Ormiston,” denouncing the stories about his planning to sur-
render as “bunk.”

The public was titivated by the disclosure that Mrs. McPherson was
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fecling a financial strain. Recording of a deed revealed the sale for $25,-
000 of a corner lot in Venice owned by the evangelist and her mother.
The hill site in Elysian Park donated to Sister by grateful gypsies already
had been sold, and her first home in Los Angeles, thc famous “Housc
That God Built,” near Culver City, was on the market. And it was
learned that on September 10 (a few hours before Lorraine Wiseman
was arrested) the deed conveying the Temple to the Echo Park Evange-
list Association was at last recorded. The deed had been signed by
Aimee and Minnie on November 24, 1925; the conveyance placed the
Temnple properties beyond the legal reach of possible claims against Mrs.
McPherson personally.

That Sunday, ignoring lawyers, hearings, or technicalities, Aimec
launched her defense in her own way, and with sure instinct struck
straight home to the emotions of her listeners. It was the first Sunday
she preached out on bail, and the Temple could not contain the multi-
tudes. Sister appeared briefly at the morning service; she scemed bright
and energetic, although the lights had shone in her home until after
midnight. Thanking the congregation for their prayers, she said their
efficacy was proved that morning when her temperature dropped not
only to normal, but below normal. The afternoon service was for chil-
dren, and Helene Smith, aged thirteen, preaching the sermon, likened
Sister to the queen bee of “God’s greatest beehive on earth.” When
Aimee cntered she received an ovation; then the children sang a song
written for the occasion, “We Are Mrs. McPherson’s Boys and Girls.”
In her talk Sister made only one reference to her troubles: “All these
things that people are falsely saying derogatory to my character and
our church are absolutely false.”

But in the evening she blazed out before a sobbing, moaning, shout-
ing throng cramming every cranny of the Temple. The spectacle was
voted by reporters to be as sensational as anything either the city’s
stage or Angelus Temple itself had ever witnessed. The service was
under way when she entered with Rolf and Roberta on either arm, a
huge spray of flowers on her shoulder. As she glided down the ramp,
the congregation stood and shouted. “Hallelujah!” “Praisc the Lord!”
“Sweet Jesus!” “Amen!” Her sermon opened with a rapid tracing of
the events that had led to her own and her church’s plight. The struggle,
she said, was the age-old fight between the children of light and the
people of darkness, the hordes of evil and the crusaders of Christ. Over
and over she repeated that the attack was directed not against her but
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against Angelus Temple. Dynamically she ridiculed Keyes’ accusations,
heaped sarcasm on Hahn (whom she compared with Judas Iscariot,
to Judas’s advantage), indirectly referred to Ormiston as a possible
despicable squealer, excoriated the newspapers for “the stuff they are
printing” and called for an avalanche of protests to the editors, while
disclaiming any intention of exciting public hysteria against the repre-
sentatives of the press and the state. (Three times during this tirade she
halted everything to pose in striking attitudes for the press photographers.)
Once when the loudspeaker over her head went out of kilter and squawked
raucously, she shouted, “That’s the angel Gabriel blowing his horn as
a sign of victory!” and brought down the house.

Her mother and herself she described as two gullibles taken in by
plotters with mercenary motives. “We’re not city folks, we’re country
folks! I hardly know what it’s all about.” After her escape from her kid-
napers, the county was not spending money to learn the truth, “so we
two little women tried in our weak way to find out what we could.”
They dealt with McKinley in blind hope, and she still did not know
whether Mrs. Wiseman was a plant or not.

Tears and stifled groans greeted her recounting of her suffering
through the weeks of tension, and how she gained a victory over it, but
could gain no victory over the suffering of her mother—“my dear,
little, sweet, lovable mother, who has been brought into this diabolical
plot! Even the nails in the Cross couldn’t hurt worse! I don’t care what
they do to me—but, oh, my mother! . . .” She burst into uncontrollable
sobbing and the thousands sobbed with her. Her voice choking with
anguish, she cried, “I wish my mother had died! I wish she would die
tomorrow! Isn’t it awful to say that? I don’t know what is wrong with
me to say that!”

In a furious finish, she defied her enemies to do their utmost. “Turn
loose your packs, bring on your bloodhounds! Go back over the scven-
teen years of my life I have devoted to preaching the gospel and see if
you can find a flaw anywhere!” Amid cheers she called for the American
flag and stood under it; the house lights were dimmed, and while the
spotlight played on her, the flag whipping over her head, she led the
singing of “The Star-Spangled Banner.”

When the lights came up, with brisk confidence she launched a fund
to defray her court expenses. She was loath to appeal for money, she
explained, but her resources were exhausted. (“Why, we don’t even
own the roof over our heads!”) “You may call it a ‘Fight the Devil
Fund’ if you wish, because that’s what it will be used for. Information
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has come to me that the man who will handle the prosecution said,
‘Either she will have to go or we will have to go!” They say, ‘It's
she or us!” We’ve got to spend money or we are undone!”

Calling for a show of hands to vote on the proposal, she received
unanimous, yelling approval. Who would contribute $1000? Chilling
silence greeted the invitation: none of her followers possessed $1000 to
give to even so resplendent a cause; they did not have $500 or $100.
No matter: the most humble gifts would be accepted in the name of the
Lord. The plates circulated and the coins tinkled, and Aimee gave the
benediction with the confident injunction: “Now I don’t want to see
any long faces! Everything is going to come out all right!”

The next morning attorney Hahn protested in pain against being
bracketed with Judas the Sellout. The district attorney’s office seethed
with indignation at being cast in the role of Hell’s henchmen, and Aimee’s
distracted lawyers implored her to drop that “Fight the Devil” label. Who
were her accusers anyway? The People of the State of California! There-
upon the fund became the decorous Aimee Semple McPherson Defense
Fund—but “Fight the Devil” as a slogan stuck. Aimee had landed her
first thumping counterblow.

During the week Aimee was in exuberant spirits, far from crushed
or despondent. Interviewed in the alley between her home and the
Bible School (it was known as Newspaper Row or Reporters’ Walk)
on her way to conduct a Bible class, she laughed at reports of more
witnesses being rounded up by Keyes’ staff. “Let them get up and
perjure themselves,” she said, chuckling. “I have several things up my
sleeve they would like to know. I was not at Carmel, and that’s the
story I will carry to my grave.” She nodded toward the Bible School
where students were singing. “Listen to that. It goes, ‘“Troubles may
come and troubles may go, but we’ll believe in Sister, come weal or
woe.” That’s for me. After seventeen years of effort, you don’t think I'd
throw all this over, do you?” She challenged the circle. “Do you? Do

ou?”
d Not all her fund-raising was for her own predicament. Hurricanes that
week took more than a thousand lives in Florida, and at the Wednes-
day meeting, before soliciting for her own fund, she read President
Coolidge’s appeal for relief and collected $682.40 for the Red Cross.
“Pprajse the Lord!” she told the audience. “Everything is going fine and
dandy!”

Mother Kennedy issued her own pronunciamento (it took up several
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columns in the newspapers) in which, regarding Mrs. Wiscman, she
contended: “We will have to frankly acknowledge that we were utterly
fooled.” The conclusion was sturdy: “I am a mother and I will stick by
my daughter.” Aimee appended the comment: “Of course Mrs. Wisc-
man fooled us—just as she is fooling the district attorney right now!”

Such thrusts did nothing to help Keyes among a large segment of the
public alrcady sharply critical of his official ways. Stories alleging scan-
dalous personal misbehavior by the prosccutor were circulating with a
wealth of disparaging detail. Deputy Disttict Attorney E. J. Dennison,
who had drawn the coveted assignment to prosccute the case while
Ryan watched discontentedly from the sidelines, informed the press
that phrases appearing in the “Light and Darkness” notes also ap-
peared in one of the books found in the Carmel bungulow. Aimec
countered with a call to her devotees to fast and pray for forty-eight
hours; she set aside rooms in the Temple for this purpose, and passed
the suggestion along to her radio sympathizers.

In the week just before the preliminary hearing was to start, San
Francisco authorities arrested a pair who glibly “confessed” they had
schemed with Mrs. McPherson to manufacture evidence to bolster her
story. This self-incriminating couple were Harry Melosh, a reform-
school alumnus with a long prison record, and Babe Danicls, a pretty,
twenty-two-year-old Chicago girl. Melosh said he had been hired by
Aimee, her mother, the attorney Vcitch, and Nick Harris, whilc Babe
said she was the mysterious woman who signed the “Miss X” affidavit—
only she signed it in Veitch’s office in Los Angcles, she insisted, and not
in Salinas. Melosh volunteered that he was the “Mr. Martin” who
brought Lorrainc Wiseman into the scheme, and complained that he
had never been paid for his services. “Mother Kennedy wanted every-
body to work for lovc, she wouldn’t part with a nickel.”

Resounding denials were issued by cverybody implicated. Keyes had
the couple brought to Los Angeles and after a six-hour grilling turned
them loose: their story was full of holes, the prosecutor said; Melosh
had becn confronted by Mrs. Wiseman and did not recognize her, while
Russell Scott, the notarizing attorney in Salinas, declared the Daniels
girl was not the person who signed as “Miss X.”

Aimee ridiculed the farce. “Well, it looks as though we won’t need
that million dollars after all,” she said, beaming before a packed house.
“If we kecp on getting confessions and Miss X’s, the case will fall apart by
itsclf. There have been so many Miss X’s a certain party doesn’t know
whether to drive them tandem or abreast. Why, there are so many they
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would make a harem! They say I bought thesec Miss X’s. Well, if I did,
I bought wholesale! They have three Miss X’s on tap right now, and
four more have written to me! If all the Miss X’s fall to fighting among
themselves, the Devil will get his due without any need of help from
us!”

The crowd yelled itself hoarse, while Mother smiled from her seat
in the balcony as Aimee called for singing *“Over the Top with Jesus.”

It seemed, that week, as if the name Aimee McPherson cropped up
everywhere Publication of the official returns for a special election held
in August disclosed that Aimee had received a sizable write-in vote
for governor of the state, Ormiston for lieutenant-governor, and Mother
Kennedy for state treasurer. Twice Aimee turned aside to rout minor
adversaries. When the City Park Commission cited her because the
Temple’s sidewalk loudspeakers were drowning out the band concerts
in Echo Park, Sister counter-complained that the band concerts were
interfering with her religious services, and the action was a stand-off.
Then Aimee sailed into court and through her attorneys obtained an
injunction against a roadhouse that was doing a thriving business under
the name ‘“‘Aimee’s Shack.”

On Sunday, September 26, Sister addressed fifteen thousand persons and
for the first time turned her vituperation on Keyes. Hitherto she had been
tender with the district attorney, calling him “a fair man” who sincerely
wanted to get at the truth but was being taken in by liars. Now Keyes
was installed at the head of the hosts of darkness. Why, she demanded,
did Keyes release Melosh and the Daniels girl after they confessed they
had been hired to manufacture evidence? “Why the exception, when
they are admittedly guilty of what we are merely charged with?

Mr Keyes means to do aplenty to me! He has already blasted my name
with trumpets across the world—settling it before everybody (if his
word 1s the gospel) that I am the worst ever! .  Some say, ‘Why did
you believe Mrs. Wiseman?’ We did believe her—and when the district
attorney is taken in and believes her, then he ought to excuse us. .
Upon what meat does this Caesar feast himself that he should demand
the virtue and blood of a woman evangelist, rather than the blood of
self-confessed liars and extortionists with records of penitentiaries and
asylums fastened to them? Jesus trod the way before, and we are go-
ing through with Him! Pontius Pilate, even Calvary, has no terror for
us! Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do!”

She admitted that she might go to prison. “I see now how readily
they can plant people and evidence to get the victim they are after, and
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I warn my friends not to be surprised at any outcome.” Then, in a
master stroke of policy, she told all her people to stay away from the
courthouse during the hearing. “No one who loves me—no one who
cares for me—will go anywhere near the Hall of Justice tomorrow or
any day I am there,” she commanded earnestly, from the pulpit, through
the newspapers, and over the radio “Only pcople who want to sate
their vulgar curiosity will be there; you would not want to be in such a
mob. Mother and I are on trial alonc—and Mother and I want to go
through with it alone. We are going down there smiling and coming up
shining! Hallelujah!”

So loyally was this injunction honored that decades later many of her
people could recall with pride, “We never went ncar the courtroom or
read one word of what the newspapers printed.”

That evening, in fashionable Wilshire Boulevard Congregational
Church, Dr. Frank Dyer preached with heavy heart on the subject the
whole city was talking about. He urged all men and women of good
will to pray for Mrs. McPherson as a Christian worker; hundreds of
heads were bowed.

Events were moving too swiftly for Bob Shuler to keep up. His ser-
mon topic that evening was billed as “Whatever’s Latest.” Persons com-
ing from his services reported that he was highly critical of Mrs. Mc-
Pherson.

No Muted Trumpets

Outside Judge Blake’s courtroom in the Hall of Justice carpenters had
erected a sturdy wooden barricr more than waist high. There were gates
in this fence and twenty deputies stood guard on Monday, September
27. They were part of a force that had been on hand since 7 o’clock,
prepared to rope off the entire courthouse area, if necessary, to restrain
the expected crowd. Inside the courtroom a hundred extra seats had
been installed, and an adjoining room was fitted up for the use of the
press, with direct telegraph and telephone wires. International interest
was typified by the correspondent of the London Daily Mail, who was



(1) Aimee Semple McPherson in 1923, three vears before her disappearance
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(2) Angelus Temple, with its own radio station and a scating capacity cf 5400,
on Echo Park. Los Angeles
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(4) "1 think our little Sister is gone.” t5) Kenneth Go Ormiston,  former
Mother Kennedy  weeping  over Femple radio operator, as he ap-
Aimee’s supposed  drowning on pedared for gquestioning on May 27

Mav 18, 1926
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(6) Emma Schaffer. Aimee’s faithful secrctary (eenrer), with the cvangelist’s
children, Rolf McPherson and Roberta Semple
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(7) An airplane joins the search at Occan Park beach. A crowd gathered at
the rumor that a body had been found: it was a dead scal

(8) Sister rising from the waves: a composite prewure sold by Ocean Puark
concessionaires while the secarch went on



(10)

A fost tarewelll
Mother Kennedy
and Koberta,
posed on  citber
side o Ammed’s
photograph.onthe
Tenwple plattorm.
decorated  for
memorial services
held June 20

World Radio Histol

(9)

Diver RO Craw-
tord. about to de-
scend benecath 1ick
Pier to look tor the
body: Mother Ken-
nedy tollowed his
progress  through
carphones
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(1

“God has resur-
rected me from
the dead.” Aimee
in the hospital at
Douglas, Arizona,
after her reap-
pearance June 23

(Below)  Trium-
phal return to L.os
Angeles, June 26.
A crowd of fifty
thousand greeted
her at the railroad
station




(13)

(14)

Fhe evangelist at
Dcean Park Beach
on the day of her
return, with Chief
of Detectives Her-
man  Cline  and
Deputy  District
Attorney  Joscph
W. Ryan

At the scaside
with her son Rolf.
Aimee salutes
“the Kindly sea
that did not claim
her™




(15) Back in Arizona on July 1. Aimee — detiantly hat-
less and scarchers comb the sun-buked desert
carth tor footprints: Mother Kennedy stands dis-
consolately at right

(16) (Lefry Dress over her head. Aimee demonstrates
how she warded off the sun in her trek across the

desert

(17) (Below) This wasn't the shack. but it was, Almice

said. the way she had escaped from her kidnapers
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(182 Superier Court Judge Carlos S, (19) The Reverend Robert P Shuler.

Ha-dy, fricnd and counselor of who called Aimee™s oy “an out-
the Temple Jeaders rage against Chrstiunsty ™

iy

(20) Aimee (exrreme lefr)y with her Temple guard of honor, dressed identically,
entering the Hall of Justice on July 8 to testify betore the grand jury
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(21) Rear view of the Benedict bungalow at Carmel, showing the back door,
the garden trampled by sightseers

(221 Books, spice cans. and radio

set left in the bungalow

(23) Aimee’s first broadeast over
her Temple radio station
(1924): Ormiston at the con-
trols. The only known picture
of the two together. this up-
peared in Aimee’s magazine
The Bridal Cull




(24) Mrs. lorraine Wiseman-
Siclaff. the “hoax woman”

(25) “She huad the photographer
pose us so 1 would look as
ncar possible like  her”
Mrs. Wiseman said of pic-
tures such as this one,
found in her possession,
showing her (lefr, wearing
switch) with Aimee







(26-32) A lesson in coiflure:
Aimee shows reporters
— a» she showed the
court that 1t's all her
own hair. and that she
can Jo it up in three
minutes flat, without a
mirrer
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X

(351 District Attorney
Asa Keyes

Femple witnesses at the preliminary hear-

ing in October 1426 (left to richt):
jrother ). W, Arthur. Mrs. Elizabeth

Frame, Emma Schaffer. and Mae Wal-
dron, Temple stenographer

Bernice Nlorris, see-
retary to the dead at-
torney R. A, McKin-
lev. on the stand at
the hearing

1360 Mrs. Wiseman and her attorney. S.S.

H:hn. in court

World Radio Histo



(37) The “little blue tunk™ that contained so many surprises. Ben Cohen, chief
imvestigator tor the distmict attorney. holds the black satin slippers the
Srate contended were worn by the womuan Lt Carmel
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(28) Policewoman wearing the many (39) Aimee as she lett tor the Heh
Auttoned bhue seree dress tound 1and, January 1926, wearing a

in the trunk mam;, -buttoned blue serge dress



(41) The evangelist on her thirty-sixth birthday, surrounded by presents from
her loyal foilowers
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under orders to cable at least a thousand words daily. Boyish-looking
Judge Blake had announced that, so far as his powers extended, the
hearing would not be turned into a public show. Only persons holding
passes signed by himself would be admitted, and the principals, at-
torneys, witnesses, and press would occupy about all the space. Re-
porters werc immediately offered scalpers’ prices for the loan of a pass
—as much as $25 for one session; there were no sales.

More than five thousand of the ‘“vulgar curious,” most of them
women, were pressed around the entrance of the Hall of Justice when
Aimee and her mother arrived. Along the corridor to the courtroom
several hundred spectators lined the barricade. The evangelist wore
a plain tailored street dress of black silk with a round white collar. Her
hat was a high-crowned black straw with drooping brim; women re-
porters noted that it was unbccoming and that the white collar was
harsh. The faces of both women were pallid, devoid of make-up. As
they left the elevator cn the seventh floor they were jostled and pushed
by the crowd until the escorting deputies were almost knocked down.
Magnesium flashes sent up clouds of acrid smoke. Sister posed oblig-
ingly for the cameras as shc stepped along the corridor between the
staring faces, glancing to neither right nor left, poised and at easc. Mother
Kennedy’s lips were set rigidly; her facc never lost its gray, settled,
remote look; she seemed very tired. The two defendants were the first
of the principals to arrive; they took seats behind the attorneys’ table,
inside the railing that shut off the spectators.

At 10 o’clock Mrs. Wiseman appeared, smart in a two-tone outfit
with swagger cape, her hat tilted at a stylish angle. She swept to a seat
separated by several chairs from Aimee. Reporters decided her poise
was half defiance: she looked fashionable but hard-boiled, thrusting out
her chin, chatting with her counsel, and looking everywhere except
toward the evangelist. Now and then Aimee glanced quietly at her, but
Lorraine never turned her head. When Bernice Morris came and sat
behind her, Aimee turned and smiled to her sweetly; toward the secre-
tary she seemed to harbor no ill will.

Last to enter were District Attorney Keyes and his two deputies, Den-
nison and Forrest Murray. While Woolley was greeting Keyes cordially,
Aimee and her mother appraised the prosecutor with critical eyes.

Ordinarily a preliminary hearing is disposed of in a quarter of an
hour, the lowliest of a prosecutor’s aides handling the routine job. The
legal battery marshaled herc underscored that this preliminary hearing

1
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transcended prccedent. There were three spokesmen for the People—
Keyes, Murray, and Dennison; for the defense there were four—Gilbert,
Woolley, Veitch, and Hamner; for Mrs. Wiseman, the shrewd and the-
atrical Samucl S. Hahn. Mrs. Wiseman had pleaded guilty when she
turned State’s evidence, but technically she was having her preliminary
hearing jointly with the Temple leaders on the separate count of con-
spiracy.

Judge Blake entered and court was in session. The clerk called the
case of a man accused of murder. Aimee glanced pityingly at the hand-
cuffed man standing near her. His case was assigned to another court
and he was led away. The clerk read out, “The People versus McPher-
son.” Aimee settled back and scribbled notes as the parade of witnesses
began.

Keyes had already outlined his case publicly. He was prepared to
prove, he said, that:

(1) The kidnaping story was a fabrication.

(2) To support the kidnaping story, I.{is. McPherson and Mrs.
Kennedy conspired to commit acts injurious to public morals and to
prevent and obstruct justice.

(3) Mrs. McPherson hid at Carmel with Kenneth Ormiston, with
the knowledge and consent of her mother.

(4) Mrs. McPherson tried to have other persons.indicted for the
fictitious kidnaping.

(5) Mrs. McPherson hired and paid Mrs. Wiseman to produce a
false “Miss X.”

(6) Mrs. McPherson caused false affidavits to be prepared and
signed,

(7) Mrs. McPherson hired and paid McKinley to manufacture
false evidence.

The evidence to support this case was divided into five parts: the
desert evidence; the Carmel evidence; the evidence indicating a con-
spiracy to pcrpetrate a hoax (Mrs. Wiseman, Bernice Morris, McKinley,
Waters); the handwriting evidence; and evidence of hotel registrations
intended to show that the movements of Ormiston and Mrs. McPherson
synchronized before and after her disappearance. People’s Exhibit A was
a photograph of Kenneth Gladstone Ormiston.

The Carmel witnesses were called first. In rapid succession, five per-
sons positively identified Mrs. McPherson as the woman who occupicd
the Benedict cottage in May with the man known as George Mclntire.
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The lead-off witness was Ralph W. Hersey, a retired cngineer and a
prominent resident of Santa Barbara. A gentleman of sixty, tall, be-
spectacled, and composed, he testified with assurance. He said his wife
and he drove from San Jose to Carmel on May 25 to visit friends.
While turning the corner of Ocean Vizw Avenue and San Antonio
Strect, he saw a woman standing on the corner. She turned to look at
him and he looked at her as the car went by. Keyes asked if he saw
Mrs. McPherson in the courtroom.

“I do,” was the reply.

“Have you seen her before?”

“I have.”

“Where?”

“At Carmel, on the 25th of May, 1926.”

Aimee met the witness’s gaze steadily, a little smile playing on her lips.

“When did you see her again?”

“At the Temple on the 8th cf August.”

That day was Sunday, he went on, and Mrs. McPherson was preach-
ing. He stood in a doorway, about a hundred feet from the platform,
and observed her for about fiftecn minutes. He bscame positive as he
watched her that she was thec woman he saw in Carmel; he identified
her especially by her “large, open, brilliant, and deep-sct” eyes and her
“large mouth.”

Gilbert peppered the witness with questions. How old was he? How
long had he worn glasses? “You have trouble secing, I presume? I see
you are one of those boys who spot the women on the street as they
drive past. What is your religion, anyway?”’

Judge Blake quickly ruled out that question. Hersey mildly enjoyed
the crossfire and remained unrufiled and unshaken.

Next came Mrs. Jeannette Parkes, who lived next door to the Benedict
cottage in Carmel. She was nervous and tittered as she toid of noticing
the arrival of a couple next door at 4 a.m. when the light was switched
on in the bungalow and it shone into the room where she sat nursing
her baby. She noticed the woman’s hair, “very beautiful, piled on top of
her head.” Scveral days later she saw the woman when she came out
of the house and called after the man, who had just driven away in his
car; the woman was pleasant-looking; she smiled at Mrs. Parkes but
turned and went back into the house immediately.

Deputy prosecutor Dennison asked Mrs. Parkes whether she saw
that woman in the courtroom.

“Well,” the witniess hesitated, “I saw her without a hat on.”
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Dennison suggested that Aimee remove her hat. Gilbert nodded con-
sent, and without smiling Aimee removed the black straw, revealing
a mass of auburn hair bunched tightly in folds high on her head.

Mrs. Parkes gasped. “Oh, dear! . . .”

“What did you say?” asked Dennison.

“Yes, it looks like her,” the witness replied and giggled.

Gilbert prodded her about this tentative identification, until suddenly
she blurted, “Now I am sure of it!” She had been studying Mrs. Mc-
Pherson, she explained, and could not be mistaken.

Percy Parkes followed his wife and identified the evangelist as his
neighbor for ten days in May. He was cocksure and self-righteous.
“That is the woman,” he said, pointing. Aimee studied him with her
meditative smile, chin cupped in hand.

Ralph Swanson, who delivered groceries and newspapers to the
cottage, said that Mrs. McPherson was the woman calling herself Mrs.
Mclntire.

“Was there anything about her that attracted your attention par-
ticularly?” he was asked.

“Her hair.”

“Anything else?”

“Her eyes. They were large. They seemed to draw me to her.”

Under cross-examination, Swanson protested he had not read the
newspaper accounts of the evangelist’s disappearance: “I got tired of
that case.” He confirmed that he told Ryan the woman in the cottage
had large ankles.

Ernest Renkert, who brought a truckload of wood to the Benedict
cottage on May 25 and saw both the man and the woman while he was
stacking the wood in the garage, described the man as “kind of limping.”

“Do you see anybody in this courtroom whom you saw out therc at the
time you delivered that wood?” Dennison asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Referring to Mrs. McPherson, who sits there by her counsel?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Notice anything about her hair?”

“Yes, sir. A beautiful head of hair.”

“What color?”

The witness studied. “Brown, with a little tint, kind of reddish tint,
in it.”

“Could you describe how it was on her head?”
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“Kind of a knot, kind of fluffed out.”

Gilbert asked Renkert to estimate the age of the woman hc saw in
Carmel.

“Between twenty-five and thirty,” replied the truckman.

“How old do you say Mrs. McPherson is now? Take a good look.”

“Between twenty-five and thirty.”

Aimee beamed.

Mrs. Bostick, who had rented the Carmel bungalow to Ormiston,
alias Mclntire, related the transaction, by now familiar to millions,
and described the client as “tall, slender, walking with a dccided lame-
ness; thin nose, sensitive mouth, prominent ears, and baldness on his
forehead; dressed in gray tweed.”

Under this steady fire, Aimece ncver appeared ill at ease. Although
Mother Kennedy’s face was moist with tension, Sister smiled and chatted
with reporters during the brief lulls with the grace of a hostess.

“A drcadful ordeal for you,” said one woman writer.

“Not as bad as I expected,” the evangelist replicd. “I am rather en-
joying it. I feel I am listening to the unfolding of a story about someone
else altogether; they arc not really talking about me.”

Nevertheless her poise was tested at the noon break when she stepped
into the crowded corridor, flanked by Woolley and Gilbert. There was a
patter of handclapping and then a burst of hissing. Aimee recoiled; then
her head came up and with a courageous smile she .walked firmly to the
elevator. In the crush Gilbert was knocked off his fect, while deputics
fought in sweating futility to clear a path. Later Judge Blake ordered the
corridors kept open, but the public pressurc was too great; the halls
were never emptied.

A few hours after court adjourned for the day, Aimee introduced a
diversion in the case that shattercd another precedent. Beuncing on
the platform at the Temple, vibrant and refreshed, she recounted to the
packed house and to an immense radio audience everything that had
transpired in the courtroom—with a difference. She derided the wit-
nesses, calling them “a fine little bunch of parrots” who “recited their
pieces just as they were schooled to do for months.” One man, she
rattled on, who was sixty years old and was afflictcd with astigmatism,
was coming downhill at fifteen miles an hour and saw a woman whom
he first thought was onc woman, but whom he identified five months
later as the pastor of Angelus Temple! Then later the same man stood
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a hundred and fiftcen feet away and identificd her by her “large and lus-
cious eyes. Page his optometrist! You folks back there! Can you see my
large and luscious eyes?”

Her sermon was on Joseph and Potiphar’s wife. Dramatically she
described how the lustful woman grabbed Joseph’s coat as he ran out
of the house. “ ‘Ahal’ she cried. ‘Now I've got circumstantial evidence!
I’ve got the coat—and that’s better than a grocery slip any day!’ ” The
congregation howled, and the district attorney’s staff (half the popula-
tion of California was listening to the travesty) writhed.

But in the morning courtroom amenity prevailed; opposing counsel,
dropping into the spirit of the testimony, frequently addressed each other
as “Brother.” Judge Blake, looking more boyish than ever, kept the pro=
ccedings moving briskly, disposing of objections rapidly and firmly.
His unconscious trick of pushing up the tip of his nose while concentrat-
ing endeared him to the women present. And comfort was forthcoming
for the belcaguered evangelist when three State’s witnesses in succession
failed to identify her as the woman in the Carmel cottage. ‘

The star witncss was Benedict. Well set up, more than six feet tall,
ercct, with broad shoulders, closely trimmed gray hair, tanned face, and
solid features, hc was impressive on the stand. He testified crisply, with
scrupulous accuracy, yielding occasionally to a smile. He identified a
photograph of Ormiston as that of his ten-day tenant, but he weuld rot
name Mrs. McPherson as the woman, again using the phrase that he
would hesitate to identify his own sister in the get-up the woman wore.
She had on black slippers, he said, and as the couple walked back to
the house on the random-set flagstones of the garden path he turned
to observe them, “mildly curious to see how a New York woman, used
to the smooth pavements of that city, would negotiate the rough stepping-
stones of our garden. Her skirt was of medium length, halfway between
knees and ankles.”

“Did you see her ankles?” asked Xcyes.

“I did.”

“Will you describe the general appearance of the woman?”

Benedict estimated she stood about five feet seven, weighed around
a kundred and forty pounds, and was stockily built.

“Have you seen Mrs. McPherson since then?” asked the prosecutor.

“I have.”

“How does she compare with the description?”’

“Very similar.”

“Have you seen he: ankles?”
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“I have.”

“How do her ankles compare with the ankles of the woman you saw
at Carmel?”

“Very similar.”

At the persistent talk about anklcs, women in the room grew seli-
conscious and tucked theirs under their chair. But not Mrs. Wiseman;
hers, slender, gleamingly hosed, remained impudently cxposed.

With Benedict’s testimony the State started to lay the fcundation
for its contention that Mrs. McPherson concocted a hoax with Mrs.
Wiseman. The transcript of Benedict’s interview with Lorraine at the
Glendale Sanatorium in August was introduced and read; this contained
his firm conclusion that Mrs. Wiseman was nct the woman at Carmel
“and she knew I knew it.”

Sitting in a hot closed automobile outside the hospital that afternoon,
he had told Keyes why he was in the sanatorium: the rubberneck invasion
of Carmel was ruining his health. Seventy-five thousand sightseers had
clobbered his cottage and more were coming.

We might as well be living in a jail. People peeping through the
windows at all hours of the day and night, hundreds standing on the
sidewalk, staring. They think nothing of going up on the roof, tram-
pling the flowers, sitting on the front porch. We had a fence built on
the beach side; people climb over the fence. They gouge pieces out
of the stucco. The flower garden on the Scenic Drive side is trampled
to bare earth. Our shades are pulled down all day long. We have to
hire a guard. I'm sorry it had to be my place and not somebody clsc’s,
if it had to be!

With this outburst off his chest, the transcript showed, Benedict ex-
pressed readiness to listen to Mrs. Wiseman, whom Keyes had brought
along. “If she can convince me, I'd like to be convinced.” She was called
from the porch where she was sitting and opened the interview by
saying she recognized Benedict at once.

“What makes you think you have seen me?” he responded.

“You were in the garden when you met me. I can tell you things I
don’t think anybody clse knows. I can tell you how your house was fur-
nished in every room, pretty near.”

What was the picture that hung over the mantel? Benedict asked.
She recollected the subject (“It was not what I would call very artistic”)
but was uncertain about the details. She was unable to name the color
of skirt she was wearing when Ormiston introduced them. Some facts
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about the furniture she was sure of; others, she said, escaped her mem-
ory.
r}‘,‘Does your sister look like you?” the landlord asked.

“She is shorter than I.”

“Heavier built?”

“I was twenty pounds heavier then; I weighed a hundred and forty-
six pounds.”

“That shows what worry will do,” he replied cheerfully. “Here is the
situation. You are attempting to hang yourself.”

“Oh, no!” she cried. “I know you feel you recognize me in some way,
don’t you now?”

“I can’t say that I do. I don’t see that we are getting anywhere, sit-
ting here and chewing this over. There is no use frying in this car any
longer.”

After the interview, the transcript read, Benedict gave Keyes his
considered opinion: Mrs. Wiseman had told him incidents and described
things that could be known only to the woman who was in the bunga-
low, but he did not believe Mrs. Wiseman was that woman; in fact,
he was positive she was not.

Several times during the reading of this transcript Mrs. Wiseman
laughed and exclLanged smiles with the witness. In cross-examination,
Gilbert adverted to this opinion clearly expressed by Benedict in August:
“You concluded that Mrs. Wiseman was a monumental falsifier, and
the only thing you were interested in was what her object was, is that
true?”

“That is true,” Benedict replied.

Gilbert handed to the witness a photograph of Mrs. McPherson on
which Benedict had written, on August 8: “There is nothing about this
photo that suggests to me Mrs. McIntire who occupied my cottage at
Carmel-by-the-Sea the latter part of May 1926.” And a second photo-
graph; on which was noted, in Benedict’s handwriting, over his sig-
nature: “This photo does not in any way suggest to me Mrs. McIntire.”
Benedict acknowledged the notations.

On redirect, Keyes brought out that the photographs were studio
portraits of the evangelist taken in Rochester, New York, five years
previously.

Hahn, over Gilbert’s objection, drew from Benedict the opinion that
Mrs. Wiseman’s ankles were nothing like those of the woman at Carmel.
“They were very dissimilar,” the witness said, after studying the pzir that
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Mrs. Wisemarn pushed forward. “Mrs. Wiseman’s ankles are slender. The
ankles of the woman at Carmel were considerably heavier.”

When Benedict left the stand, Aimee reached cut and shook his hand
pleasantly.

Jesse Lynch Williams, a Western Union messenger, was called and
testified that he delivered the “Lease expires tonight” telegram to the
Benedict cottage on May 28. (This cryptic message, the public finally
learned, was signed “Walter.”) The messenger saw the woman sign the
receipt, standing in the doorway. Asked by Dennison whether he saw
the same woman in the courtroom, Williams gazed at the ceiling, glanced
toward the back of the room, and mumbled, “No.” Dennison urged him
to look around a bit more. He looked out the window, up at the ceiling,
ran his eye swiftly around the room.

“Do you see her?”

“Naw.”

The prosecution was nettled, and their annoyance increased when
Villiam H. McMichael, carpenter and stonemason, also failed to identify
Aimee. In broad Scots he said he was working on the boundary line ad-
joining the Benedict property all but two of the days the Mclntires were
there, and he saw both the man and the woman several times. He no-
ticed the man was lame. He saw a bathing suit on the clothesline, “green
with some other color.” He stood as close as eight or ten feet to the
woman, and he estimated she was about thirty years old, five feet three
or four inches in height. Murray, the assistant district attorney, asked
whether he could identify Mrs. McPherson. The stonemason said that
he had seen the Carmel woman without a hat; at Gilbert’s nod Aimee
again removed her hat and faced the witness steadily.

“Ever see her before?” pressed Murray.

“Never saw her before in my life,” came the reply.

Fireworks flashed frequently; at one point Gilbert proposed that the
hearing be moved to Carmel, since the State seemed to believe some
offense had been committed there.

“The offense has been committed all over the world!” Keyes snorted,
and the judge warned counsel to moderate their courtesies. But when
Gilbert interrupted the State’s presentation to request permission to put
a defense witness (August C. England, town marshal of Carmel) on thc
stand out of turn, sc that he might return to his job, Dennison was in-
dignant,

1%
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“I know what his proof in this matter will be,” he objected to the
court, “and she has a magnificent opportunity to herald garbled state-
ments in relation to this witness over the radio, and tonight we would
have her chanting over the radio—"

“Don’t let us bring in this radio business!” warily interposed the judge.
He ruled that England might testify. The witness thereupon was sworn
and, while the prosecution grimaced, related that Bencdict had re-
quested him to keep an eye on the cottage while the tcnants were there,
and in consequence he had ridden past the house on horseback every
day; he had seen both the man and the woman several times, the woman
both with and without a hat and with and without sun-glasses or goggles,
at a distance of not more than eight feet. What was the color of her hair?
The marshal described it as “light.”

“You recognized Mrs. McPherson here now?” Gilbert asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“I will ask you to tell the court whether or not Mrs. McPherson was
the woman who was there at that place.”

“Positively not the woman,” came the reply.

During the cross-examination altercations were frequent, Dennison
again putting it to the court that this trick of breaking into the prosecu-
tion’s case was an adroit move to provide ammunition for the defendant
to use over the radio.

“If your honor takes the occasion to be on the radio tonight, you will
hear all about it!"” he advised bitterly.

“I assure you, I will not!” snapped Blake.

Gilbert flew into a pat fury. “I have been here at the bar twenty-five
years, and I've heard something today enough to turn anybody’s hair
gray!” he shouted, sweeping a contemptuous hand toward the transcript
of Aimee’s testimony before the grand jury, which the prosecution had
insisted on reading in full earlier in the session. “The district attorney
with Mrs. McPherson before the grand jury and clubbing her while
she was there!”

Keyes flung up his head. Murray started out of his chair. Dennison
gaped.

“You mean—"

“I mean just what I say!” shouted the wily Gilbert.

“You mean we clubbed her? We certainly were criticized for our
leniency to her!”

“Gentlemen, gentlemen,” the judge said. “Let us try this law suit.”
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So fair an opportunity was scized by Sister that evening in a way that
enthralled a million radio fans as well as her eager Temple audience.
“Jt was one hundred per cent for us in court today!” she shouted jubi-
lantly from the platform, and then proceeded to give a burlesque per-
formance of how, she said, the prosecution was overcome by confusion
and chagrin when the testimony started to go in her favor. She mimicked
Keyes, scated listening to the witnesses with calm, dignificd approval.
Then came the unexpected testimony, the refusals to identify her; where-
upon, with consternation in her face, she bounced up and down on her
pulpit chair in a frenzy of frustration. The audience screamed with
laughter.

“It was amazing to see,” exclaimed Sister, “how they hurry to get
their heads togethcr—how they quickly confer and say, ‘How are we
going to overcome this? How are we going to get around it?” Oh, brothers
and sisters, why wouldn’t they leap to their feet and cry, ‘Hold on there,
boys! This farce has gone far enough! Let’s get down on our knees and
beg pardon for the wrong we have done!”

Far from discontinuing her Bulletin Hour containing the daily résumé
of courtroom news, she announced that it would be made a regular pro-
gram featurc, every evening at the same time. Exhorting her followers
to “keep on believing,” she added that they might pray for “the min-
isters who have been running up and down the steps of the Hall of
Justice” in a campaign to spur on her persecutors. And just as she closed,
she deftly spitted her prosecutor, Keyes, with a question lifted, in her
own way, from the afternoon’s courtroom altercation: “What did Mr.
Dennison mean, and whom was he talking about, when he said you were
accused of ‘not clubbing Mrs. McPherson enough’?”

A Lesson in Coiffure

The testimony continued to favor embattled Aimee. Wallace Moore, the
Santa Barbara rcporter, proved a total disappointment to the State.
Again and again Keyes tried to pin him down on his impression of the
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couple in the car he stopped on the night of May 29, but cither Moors
could not make up his mind, or he was afraid to; to reporters present
he gave every appearance of being a terrified witness. The man in the
car he finally did identify from a photograph as Ormiston (or rather,
he identified a photograph of Ormiston as that of the man in the car,
stipulating that he did not know whether the photograph was of Ormiston
or not), but he refused to make any commitment about the woman.
When Gilbert demanded categorically whether it was not .a fact that,
after interviewing the pair in the car, Moore had returned to his office
and reported that the woman was not Mrs. McFPherson, it took seven
minutes of prodding to get an answer. It was “Yes.” Gilbert in disgust
moved to strike Moore’s entire testimony, and Keyes almost agreed.

The tension in the courtroom was exacerbated by the clatter of
riveters working on the steel skeleton of the new City Hall being erected
across the street. The weather had turned warm and all the windows
were open; the rat-tat was distracting and drowned out the witnesses’
words repeatedly; but Emma Schaffer proved impervious to noise when
she took the stand. Emma was a good witness: she volunteered nothing,
answered questions curtly and directly, and could not be shaken. Den-
nison led the secretary through the events of May 18, just as she had
told them before. At no time, she stated firmly, did she telephone Mother
Kennedy saying Sister was “drowned”; although she feared Aimee in-
deed was drowned, she never uttered the word, saying only, over and
over, that Sister had “disappeared in the water.”

While Emma testified, Aimee worked on the sermon she was to
preach that evening. At the top of the page she wrote: “Baptismal Ser-
mon, Thursday Night,” then the Bible text underneath and the title,
“Christ on Trial.” Under that, in parallel columns, “Jesus” and “Barab-
bas.”

Emma said she was the one who received the “Avengers” ransom
letter at the Temple and there was no special-delivery stamp on it. She
handed it to Mrs. Kennedy without reading it all the way through.

Dennison shifted to Aimee’s accouterments on the visit to Ocean Park.
“Did you get her jewelry?” he asked.

“She had no jewelry.”

“Was her watch in her purse?”

“NO.”

“Did she wear a hair net on that ride to the ocean?”

“Yes.”

“Had it on?”
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ves.”

“Was it a silk hair net?”

“Just ordinary hair net.”

Dennison showed the secretary a photograph of the evangelist and
asked suavely, “Do you know whether a great deal of that hair is false?”

“Her hair is not false,” came the decisive response.

“Just comes down to her shoulders?”

“It is short and very thick.”

“Then she packs it up on her head?”

“Yes.”

“And places this net on top?”

“Yes.”

Aimce glanced up from her scribbling and Gilbert spoke. “You want
her to do her hair up? I'll have her do it up in the courtroom. I'll have
her take her hair down and do it up as it is in the picture if you think
it can’t be done.”

At this point the judge called a five-minute recess, and when court
reconvened the prosecutor started in on the hair net again. Upon a nod
from Gilbert, Aimee suddenly removed her hat, deftly pulled out a few
hairpins, and shook her tumbling tresses into fluffiness around her head.
Spectators gasped, women exclaiming in amazement, while the startled
judge and delighted reporters stared. The evangelist’s hair was all her
own, and the surprise was that it barely reached her shoulders. The
mass “piled on top of her head,” identificd by so many witnesses—the
“great masses of hair” viewed by thousands, any one of whom probably
would undertake to identify it after one glimpse-—was short and bushy,
just as Emma had said.

Gilbert motioned Aimece to stand up. Tossing her finely proportioned
head and showing her strong teeth in a grin, she arosc.

“If you want to sce this hair, Mr. Dennison, you can look, or you can
look the other way,” Gilbert drawled. “I am showing you all about it. You
have been talking about short hair and switches.”

Dennison stammered, “Oh, I admire short hair!” and blushed. With
the rest of the fascinated audicnce he watched Aimee pile the hair up
again with swift, surc movements of her hands, her plain platinum wed-
ding band flashing; then she pinned it and hid it under what one woman
shuddered at as “that mecan black hat.” Sitting down composedly, she
resumed her sermon writing. Reporters trampled cach other scrambling
for the telephones.

Dennison turned to the issue of the wrist watch. On this detail Emma
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blandly and stubbornly contradicted her adored employer: the watch,
she insisted, was at a jeweler’s being repaired all the time Sister was
missing. Emma herself gave it to her after the return from Douglas.

Emma said she knew both McKinley and Waters, but she did not
know their business at the Temple. She also knew Kennecth Ormiston,
but she never mailed any letter to him for cither Mother Kennedy or
Sister. Hadn’t Mrs. Kennedy communicated with persons by code tcle-
grams signed “Rehtom” (“Mother” spelled backward)? The secretary
did not know.

When the State finished with the witness, Hahn undertook a cross-
examination that aroused the buzz-saw qualitics in Emma’s nature. His
hostility was met at first with a superior little smile.

“You saw Mrs. Wiseman in the home of Mrs. McPherson?”’

“I did.”

“And you know that she slept in the home of Mrs. McPherson?”

“Two nights.”

“Before Mrs. Wiseman occupied any of these bedrooms, who occu-
pied that bedroom?”

“Mrs. McPherson.”

The attorney moved to show the intimacy existing between his client
and her Temple hostess, but all he obtained was a picture of Emma’s
loving care for Sister during a time when she understood that her em-
ployer was in some deep, inexplicable trouble.

“Mrs. McPherson moved out of that room and gave it to Mrs. Wise-
man and went into another room?” Hahn asked.

“No, she went and slept in the swing.”

Hahn affected astonishment. “Mrs. McPherson slept in the swing and
let Mrs. Wiseman sleep in her bedroom?”

“She certainly did.”

“How do you know she slept there in the swing all night?”

“Because I know she did.”

“You watched her all night?”

“About every hour.”

“You got out of your bed every hour to see if Mrs. McPherson was
asleep?” Hahn exuded incredulity.

“My bedroom was right above where she was sleeping.” Emma closed
her lips tightly.

When the secretary left the stand, Aimee drew her to her chair and
kissed her; tears of love and pride glistened in the eyes of the grim-
visaged, elderly woman.
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But the atmospherc changed when Walter B. Lambert, proprictor
of a haberdashery shop at 458 South Hill Street, in the same block as
the Clark Hotel, was called. He testified that just after 10 o’clock on the
morning of May 18, as he was returning from the bank, he saw Mrs.
McPherson walking ahead of him. He recognized her, and out of curi-
osity quickened his steps. He said she was carrying a briefcase stamped
“Aimee Semple McPherson” in gilt letters. She turned into the Clark
lobby, and a man standing in the entrance tipped his hat, although
Lambert could not be sure whether to her or to someone else. A minute
later the man also went inside; he walked with a limp.

The shopkeeper was taken over the jumps by Gilbert. Lambert would
not divulge his home address, giving as his reason that he dreaded get-
ting mixed up in the distasteful case; he was married with four small
children, and he didn’t want his family “annoyed by cranks and fanatics.
My wife is a rervous woman, she doesn’t cven know I am giving this
testimony.”

Keyes sympathized. “I have gone through much of the trouble he
refers to,” he told the judge, and the court ruled that the witness
might give the defense counsel his home address privately.

Gilbert challenged Lambert’s memory and his eyesight. The haber-
dasher could not recall any detail of the dress of the woman he saw, or
any personal peculiarity, such as, perhaps, ankles. Gilbert got him to
specify how far away he was when he read the lettering on the brief-
case. Whereupon Gilbert held up a bricfcase at the same distance and
asked the haberdasher to rcad the initials on it. Lambert rcad “A.E.-W.”
Aimee smiled; the bag belonged to Veitch and the initials were “A.L.V.”
Turning to Nick Harris, who was lounging in a chair beside her, chew-
ing gum, she whispered audibly, “I never had a briefcase with my name
on it in my life.”

While Lambert was on the stand, Mrs. Wiseman was handed a letter,
which she opened and with a smile passed to reporters—a longhand
note from Judge Carlos Hardy, posted in Seattle August 25, addressed to
her at the YWCA in San Francisco. It had been wandering since then,
and was finally routed to the Los Angeles County Jail and thence to the
district attorney’s office. The letter expressed the judge’s hope that her
activities were fructifying, and gave instructions as to just when and
where he could be rcached on his return to San Francisco from the
Canadian Northwest.

“Our day again,” said Aimee as she left court, holding her head
high, greeting acquaintances pleasantly.
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As soon as she reached home, for the benefit of the importunate news-
recl cameramen Aimee re-enacted the hair-do incident. “Don’t laugh,”
she told the sniggering males. “You’d be surprised how many women—
thousands of them over a period of years—have asked me how I do my
hair. Many have said I spend two hours a day with a hairdresser, which
is absurd.”

The whole job, without a mirror, took her exactly three minutes.

The faithful at the Temple got a frequently uproarious report on the
day. Sister portrayed Moore’s perspiring agitation; she ridiculed the ob-
scrvant haberdasher, with side references to his wife and four children
afraid of “fanatics.” With the help of Brother Argue and Evangelist
Billy Black, she demonstrated the fallibility of his eyesight, holding up
briefcases in the pulpit while the brothers misread the initials on them
from the back of the auditorium. The shopkeeper’s testimony, Aimee con-
cluded, was “bought by my persc— pardon me, my prosccutors.”

Keyes next called to the stand a newcomer to the case, Agnes Calla-
han, a chambermaid at the Ambassador Hotel. Gilbert roared objections
until the judge required the district attorney to make clear his purpose in
calling the witness; Keyes replicd that he intended to prove that an inti-
mate relationship existed betwcen Mrs. McPherson and Kenneth Ormis-
ton long before the evangelist disappeared.

This statement brought a rush of angry color to Aimee’s cheeks, and
throughout the testimony she glared.

Agnes Callahan recounted that she was assigned to the third floor of
the hotel during the summer of 1925, and during that time Mrs. McPher-
son occupied room 330, at the end of a corridor, several times. On six
occasions, or thercabouts, the maid saw a man who limped in the corridor
near room 330, and once she saw him go into the room. When the man
cncountered her in the hall, she said, he stepped to a window and looked
out until she had passed.

Spectators strained forward when Gilbert arose to cross-examine.
Had the chambermaid ever found Mrs. McPherson’s room door locked?
Gilbert asked sarcastically. She had never found it locked. Aimee leaned
over and whispered questions to her counsel, which he repeated to the
witness, until the cross-examination became largely the evangelist’s own.

“Did you know Mrs. Armstrong, who lived in the room right across
the hall from Mrs. McPherson?”

“I did not.”

“You knew she was there?”
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“Idid.”

«You knew she was a crippled member of Mrs. McPherson’s church,
didn’t you?”

“She wasn’t crippled, by any means—"

“What’s your religion?” cut in Gilbert, but the judge overruled the
answer before it could be given. Snatching up a paper Gilbert snapped,
“Well, I am prepared to prove this witness is a Catholic!” and sat
down.

Colonel Albert L. Denman, the assistant manager of the Ambassador
Hotel, was sworn next. Denman gallantly disclaimed that he was appear-
ing as an adverse witness against Mrs. McPherson, but he supported the
chambermaid’s story to some extent. He also had seen a man in the corri-
dor near room 330, during Christmas week of 1925, and he identified a
photograph of Ormiston as the man. “The gentleman had a very decided
limp; my impression is it was with the left leg he limped.”

Everybody who knew Ormiston recognized that he limped with the
left leg.

“Who was in that room across the hall from Mrs. McPherson?” asked
Gilbert. :

“There was a lady, a crippled lady, who had been there for months.”

“And her nurse?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You have seen Mrs. McPherson there many times?”

“T have seen Mrs. McPherson there a good many times.” His answer
was friendly.

“She just came in the front end of the Ambassador Hotel like she was
a clean American woman and signed her name on the register, ‘Aimee
Semple McPherson,’ did she not?”

“Absolutely,” the manager assentcd. “At about one o’clock in the
morning, Mrs. McPherson used to come in.”

Gilbert also brought out that there had been no report made or suspicion
of any impropriety at the time.

When Denman stepped down, noon recess was called and reporters
swarmed around Aimee. Her face was taut with anger. Never, never had
Ormiston visited her room at the Ambassador, she repeated passionately;
the only time she ever saw him in the hotel was during a radio show at
which she spoke, when there were hundreds of people present.

“How long do you expect this trial to last?” a reporter asked.

“Forever! Forever!” she answered miscrably. “They have tasted blood!
They’ll never give up!”
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Thomas Scott Melville, doorman at the Clark Hotel, was the next
witness. He was not a member of the Angelus Temple, he said, but
he had been baptized there by Sister only a week previously. (All
through his testimony he called the evangelist “Sister.”) His story—
told with earnestness and obvious heart-searching—was that he saw
Mrs. McPherson (“Sister, that is”) enter the Clark lobby at about
10 o'clock on the morning of May 18: he knew her well, had often
been to the Temple, recognized her, and was confirmed in his recog-
nition by the name on the leather portfolio she was carrying, “Aimee
Semple McPherson” in gilt letters. He said she got into an elevator and
rode to an upper floor, then emerged from the hotel about half an hour
later. He was certain of the time, because he was checking taxis, and also
because his wife always came by at 10:30 bringing his lunch.

Under a scorching cross-examination the doorman said he went to the
Temple with his story on the evening of May 18, just after the news-
papers first announced Sister’s disappearance. Recently he had been
requested by “one of the ladies from Angelus Temple” to see Roland
Rich Woolley, which he did, giving the attorney a full statement. The
transcript of that conversation was read. At one point Woolley was
quoted as saying, “You would not swear it was her that day? I mean,
from the dress and everything you thought it was her, but you would not
swear it was her?”

“If T said it was not her,” the doorman replied, “I would be lying to
my conscience. I hope you can prove I am mistaken. . . . I think it is
conclusive proof to you that I know, when I came and was baptized since
she returned.”

When, on the hecls of Melville’s testimony, Keyes moved to introduce
the grand-jury testimony of Mrs. Kennedy, Gilbert exploded. This district
attorney, he charged, had deliberately contrived a trap in the grand-jury
room to bring about the prosecution of the Temple women on trumped-up
complaints. Aimee and her mother, Gilbert said, were haled before the
grand jury not for the purpose of obtaining information in order to cap-
ture the kidnapers, but to lay a foundation for their indictment. “You”—
he shook a denunciatory finger at Keyes—‘“were not looking for any
kidnapers! You were trying to get testimony before the grand jury to
base this complaint on!”

The outburst shattered Aimee’s composure. In a moment of shocked
silence after Gilbert’s rampage, she cried emotionally, “Absolutely!”
The judge sternly ordered that the transcript be read.
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Aimee left the courtroom unsmiling. “It wiil never end, never until
I die!” she murmured again, waving reporters aside.

But the fight was not out of her. At the Temple that evcning (it was
Friday) she told her flock she had emerged from “the most exquisiic
cruelty and suffering that finite mind can conjure up.” Shc had been
warned on the way to court that this was to be the prosecution’s “big
day,” and that if she could weather this crisis the worst would be past.
Then she read her nightly bulletin. Her target was Asa Keyes. “The
vile insinuations which fell from the lips of Mr. Keyes during this ex-
amination could not, in my opinion, exist in the mind cf any pure man!”
she exclaimed. She often stayed overnight at the Ambassador and other
hotels during 1925, she said, in order to get some respite from the dust
and noise caused by the construction work on the Bible School build-
ing, almost outside her window, and to write and study. “I entered the
Ambassador Hotel like any other guest, after my night mectings, and
registered my full name, a fact known to my family, many of my friends,
and announced from my pulpit. Everybody knows I am not charged
with being in the Ambassador Hotel!” Blazing with anger, she departed
from her written text and spat into the microphone: “Asa Keyes—if
you are listening in—you are a dirty, lecherous libertine!” Every listener
who was a taxpayer she urged to inquire at the district attorney’s office
“what the bill for the McPherson case has been to date. Ask what it cost
for the district attorney’s men—and their wives—for the Carmel, Ari-
zona, and other trips!”

Her voice was hoarse from overmuch preaching, but she boldly an-
nounced her schedule for the coming Sunday: three services, three ser-
mons. In the morning, Holy Communion would be celebrated, with the
“largest Communion service in the world,” serving five thousand persons
at one sitting. In the afternoon, an elaborate stage production entitled
“March of the Martyrs” would depict in dramatic terms “the history of
religious persccution.” (The newspapers printed a detailed scenario in
advance.) The spectacle would be repeated in the evening, with, as an
added attraction, an illustrated sermon on “The Great Coronation Day,”
for which two huge crowns would be built on the platform—one a
crown of thorns, “such as sinners make for Christ,” the other a crown
of jewels, “the offering of a Christian, a crown of gold.”

On Sunday more than 40,000 persons turned out, during the course
of the day, in a scramble to witness these super-productions. Thousands
of them were disappointed, the capacity of the Angelus Temple being
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inadequate to handle the crush. The lucky thousands inside “oh-ed” and
“ah-ed” and applauded through two hours of sacred horrors. Seven times
‘he blue curtains on the rostrum parted and seven times the audierce
beheld martyrs being butchered by diverse devices. Sister, in the role of
narrator, explained that the Devil was stronger today than in olden times,
but since physical torture had been outlawed he thought up mental and
spiritual tortures to inflict on the objects of his hatred. Among such un-
holy means ske listed false witnesses, manufactured evidence, and “the
besmirching of a little, ail-alone woman’s good name.” Describing the
scnsations of one martyr being sawed in half, she asked the congregation,
“Now, how would you like that?” None of the spectators seemcd to
relish the prospect, but at testimonial time later many assured their pastor
that should martyrdom become their privilege they would embrace it with
a song.

The lead-off tableau was “The Crucifizion.” The Cross stood out,
large and rough-hewn, constructed of massive timbers. A pile of rocks
at its base indicated that it stood on a hiiitop, and, though the figure
of Christ was not presented, red paint showed where He had bled.
While the bard played a dirge, Aimee posed in the spotlight, arms ex-
tended, yearning face wplilted, in crucificicl attitude, her elongated
shadow falling athwart the arms of the stage prop behind her.

The curtains closed to reopen on the scenc of Stephen’s violent dis-
patch to a heavenly reward. His actual siaughter was not shown, but
a circle of white-robed men stood arcund him, holding up tremendous
boulders. As one newspaper critic put it (the newspapers covered the
event like a theatrical first right), “It was easy o sec what Steve was up
against.”

The scenes continued bloodily. Pan! knelt with his head on the chop-
ping block; above him towered a centurion in armor, sword upraised,
realistically indicating the fate about to befali the Apostle to the Gen-
tiies. Then Nero, richly caparisoned, lolled cn a couch, his fawning
courtiers around him, while on crosses and poles in ihe imperial gardens
Christians dippcd in tar blazed fiercely. Whatever their pangs, with
placid gaze they looked upward unmoved, portraying, Sister explained,
the joy of martyrdom.

In the next scene, back to back, Ridley and Latimer burned sedately,
while a little way off (thus providing a double feature) Joan of Arc in
silver armor was about to be incinerated.

Moving to modern times, the last tableau displayed an enormous
Bible and beside it a pair of monstrous shears and a platter of mud.
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These, Sister explained, symbolized jealous rivals among the churches
and clergy who “cut the heart out of the Bible,” and who flung mud at
preachers who insisted on expounding “the entire word of God.” One
figure in this scene strongly resembled the recently demised William
Jennings Bryan (who more than once had spoken in the Temple as
Sister’s guest), and there was audible debate whether the figure—fat
and bald, looking at times real, at times like wax—was an actor or a
dummy.

The show was repeated brilliantly Sunday evening, with twelve thou-
sand shut-outs listening to Sister’s narration over the outdoor loudspeak-
ers. She drove home the moral: “The cradle of every great religious
movement has been rocked by persecution, but it brings forth a healthy
baby every time! If we sink, we sink together—but praise God, I think
we will rise!”

During that evening Judge Blake testily called in the district attorney
and Aimee’s lawyers, to consult about a man who was posing in bars
as “Judge Blake,” talking loudly about the case and promising to hand
down a decision “that will surprise everybody.” Judge Blake ordered the
impostor arrested. He was never found.

“A Liar and a Hypocrite”

The besmirching of a “jittle, all-alone woman’s” reputation for veracity
was pressed further in court the mext week whea Oliver Allstrom, a
free-lance writer, produced testimony intended to show that when Aimee
professed before the grand jury to have no knowledge of the death of
Captain Ed Harrison, the diver, she prevancatcd Allstrom, who styled
himself “The Kipling of Texas” and testified in a large, brassy voice,
said that early in July he had written to Mrs. McPherson about a book
he was writing about her adventures; he had suggested that she might
like to check its accuracy, or alternatively might wish to buy the manu-
script and destroy it, which she might do for $500. Subsequently he met
the evangelist, he continued, in the presence of Mrs. Kennedy and their
attorney, and it was verbally agreed that he should write the book from
material supplied by Aimee, and it would be published over her sig-
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nature. Aimee thought Kidnaped would be a good title. Allstrom pointed
out that Robert Louis Stevenson had used that title, but Aimee an-
swered that she knew nothing about that, the book would be entitled
“Kidnaped, by Aimce Semple McPherson.” Eventually she lost interest,
the witness said, but hc produced a sheaf of notes which he said he had
gathered from her before the time of the grand-jury hearing, touching
on the search for her body and the death of Harrison.

The sagebrush Kipling bragged that he had shown a draft of the book
to Bob Shuler.

Gilbert became curious. “What ‘did that bird have to say about it?” he
inquired.

“Strike that,” said the court, but Allstrom answered anyway.

“That it was a magnificent production, that it would do Mrs. McPher-
son a great deal of good.”

Shuler wanted to buy the book, he added, but it had been committed
to the Kansas publisher Haldeman Julius. Almost before the witness
stepped down, stinging dcnials emanated from both Haldeman Julius
and Shuler that they cver wanted to buy the book, which they had in-
spected with loathing,

Outside the courtroom, disclosures tumbled from the district attorney’s
office into the receptive columns of the newspapers. The opinions of
handwriting experts were rcleased, stating that the penciled rough draft
of the “Miss X” affidavit which was found in Mrs. Wiseman’s safe-
deposit box was in Aimee’s handwriting. Mrs. Wiscman told reporters
that the document was dictated by Mother Kennedy and written down
by Mrs. McPherson while the three were in close conference in Sister’s
bedroom, before Lorraine went to Salinas, where the final affidavit was
signed.

Also disclosed was the interesting fact that Ormiston had been a
guest at the Alexandria Hotel, in downtown Los Angeles, shortly be-
fore Mrs. McPherson’s disappearance, and that the evangelist had
stayed in the same hotel on the same dates. On May 9, at 11:22 p.m.,
the hotel register showed, Aimee checked into the Alexandria and was
assigned to room 657. At 11:58 that same evening Ormiston checked
in as “Frank Gibson” and was given room 824. The evangelist checked
out the next morning and returned that night; she finally departed
at 1:20 p.m, on May 11. Ormiston checked out the evening of May 11.
Sunday, May 9, was the day on which, according to the statements of
Aimee and the radio man, Ormiston had appeared bricfly at Angelus
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Temple and hailed the pastor casually at the close of her evening sermon.

Tying in with Ormiston’s renting the Benedict bungalow in Carmel on
May 14, testimony by a procession of witnesses from the Clark Hotel
showed that Ormiston had stayed there from May 15 to May 18. He
arrived, in the blue Chrysler, at 6:15 a.m. on May 15, rcgistered as
“George Mclntire,” and was taken to room 938; his car was stored in
the Clark garage. He remained in his room most of the time during the
next four days, cating his meals there. On May 17 he ventured out at
dusk, calling for his car at 6 p.m. and returning it to the garage at 10:30
p-m. On May 18, at five minutes before 1 p.m., he checked out of the
hotel, ordered his car brought from the garage, and drove away, leaving
no forwarding address. This was a couple of hours before Mrs. Oberman
said she saw a man dressed in gray, who walked with a peculiar gait,
talking with Mrs. McPherson on the beach at Ocean Park. The cham-
bermaid in charge of the ninth floor at the Clark recalled the man in
938 because he limped, and because she saw a radio sct in his room, the
first she ever saw in a guest’s room. A bellboy proved remarkably vague
on the stand, provoking Dennison to wonder sharply why his recollec-
tion had become blank in two days. The hotel porter and the garage
attendant identified records which confirmed the time of “MclIntire’s”
checking in and out and the movements of the Chrysler car. The night
clerk and the cashier also testified regarding the guest’s ordering his
meals sent to his room.

This skirmishing was only a curtain-raiser to the introduction of the
State’s star witness, black-haired, aggressive Joseph Ryan. He took the
stand and gave his name, address, and occupation briskly and gravely.
Then his serious expression lifted and he smiled. Aimee, sitting a few
feet away, smiled back. As Forrest Murray directed the questioning,
she rested her chin on her hand and her fingers toyed around her lips;
occasionally she bit her nails while she listened intently, her intelligent,
vivacious, expressive eyes seldom leaving the witness’s face.

Ryan’s testimony covered well-traversed ground, but his telling of the
trip to Douglas and the fabled events that flowed thereafter thrilled the
auditors. The clothing worn by Sister when she was admitted to Calumet
Hospital was introduced in evidence, and Ryan identified each garment
separately. While the clothing was being ticketed, Aimee shifted uncasily
in her chair and whispered to her mother. Minnie watched with steady,
shrewd eyes, motionless in her chair.

Ryan described the evangelist’s appearance in the hospital as normal.
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“Her eyes had the same light, the same vivacity and reaction they have
now,” he said, looking at Aimee. “The coloring of her skin was the
same as it is now. Her hair showed well-defined waves in it. She sat up
unassisted. Her lips were ncrmal.”

Murray asked if she was able to talk. “She talked thirty-five pages,”
Ryan retorted.

When he swore ke saw cosmetic traces under her eyes on the train
ride back to Los Angeles, Aimee leaned forward and whispered with
animation to Gilbert, who listened apparently slecpily. Ryan told of
finding imprints of a woman’s shoes in the desert quite close to Agua
Prieta, and said the prints fitted Aimee’s shoes. The slippers were held
up for identification; they looked quite new, acd the trademark “New
Era” on the rubber heels was easily legible. On a blackboard Ryan drew
a map showing the location of the footprints, the place where the auto-
mobile turned around in the road, and the position of the numerous
shacks he had inspected alone or in the company of the evangelist.

Gilbert moved into cross-cxamination roughly, his questioning at
times bringing all three presecutors to their feet; but Ryan matched the
older man barb for barb. Gilbert pounded to prove that the deputy was
prejudiced agzinst Mrs. McPherson from the start. He shouted, “I am
not asking this witness a single question for any living purpose except
to show the unholy interest he has taken in this prosccution, and the
venom he displayed in it!”

Ryan leaned forward with a pugnacious glint. “I tock no unholy in-
terest in this case. This has been the most atrocious thing that ever
transpired!” '

“You batted a woman’s name around because your curiosity was
aroused?” ,

“No, sir,” replied the deputy, playing with a piece of chalk. “I didn’t
bat her name around. She batted her name around.”

“I want you to tell the court when you made up your mind that Aimee
Semple McPherson’s story of her kidnaping was false.”

Objections swirled around the bench. Aimee leaned tensely, her eyes
darting and dancing. Finally the judge ruled that Ryan might answer.

“I made up my mind,” came the clear response, “when I saw that
Kenneth G. Ormiston was up there at Carmel, and when I examined -
those grocery slips, and when I compared the handwriting with the
‘Light and Darkncss’ sermon written by Mrs. McPherson, and when I
fiad an opportunity to trace down Ormiston’s movements step by step.”

He went to Douglas, Ryan said, with an open mind, solely to find
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out the truth, and “it stood up like a monument.” Frequently during his
testimony he paused, leancd forward, clbow resting on the railing of
the witness box, head on hand, and concentrated, then fired back his
answer.

Gilbert grilled him on how he came into the case, bringing out that
he was the son-in-law of Herman Cline, who “was a police oflicer.”

“And still is!” snappcd Ryan. He countered that he had been assigned
to the investigation in the regular way as a tiial deputy in the district
attorney’s ofiice; his father-in-law did not request his assignment, and
they never discussed the case until their trip to Douglas.

The “Daughter O.K.” tclegram, illegibly signed “Dr. Merton” or
perhaps “Ormiston,” was produced, and Ryan told of his futile efforts
to trace the sender, although the handwriting seemed to be that of
Ormiston. A barrage of objections failed to block introduction of the
telegram as an exhibit. Gnce, wien Ryan told about a letter which he
said Mrs. McPherson had given to the press attacking his motives, Aimee
exclaimed, “Oh, that’s a lie!”

The disappearance cf the grecery slips was minutely described; spec-
tators strained to catch every word above the din of the riveters out-
side, piercing the hot, stuffy courtroom. On the blackboard Ryan
showed where, in reiation to the back steps of the bungalow, they were
found.

“What did you do with thosc grocery stips?” asked Murray on direct
examination.

“I retained them in my possession until the time when I gave them to
the grand jury in session.”

“Do you know where the grocery slips are at the present time?”

“They are gone.”

“Where were they the last time you saw them?”

“The last time I saw them they were going around the grand jury.
Mrs. Holmes received them, and Mrs. Holmes got up and went out
and came back again.”

Gilbert, in cross-examination, continued with the subject. “Mr. Ryan,
the slips the last time you saw them were in the grand-jury room, is that
right?”

“That is the room I saw them in, yes, sir.”

“What other scarch did you malke that afternoon besides just con-
cluding that Mrs. Holmes did it?”

“I looked through her pocketbook—she had a small trunk that she
carried. I looked everywhere.”
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“Is that the only place you looked?”

Dennison broke in, scandalized. “He couldn’t look where she put them!
He couldn’t go there!”

Ryan shrugged. “I never went to El Segundo.” -

“I think that is sufficient,” interposed the court and hastily called an
adjournment.

The next morning Ryan underwent another verbal mauling by Gilbert
that exceeded in relentlessness anything known in Los Angeles courts.
Ryan could not be shaken. Aimee, wearing a different costume (black
satin with wing cape lined with flesh-colored silk, a flesh-colored collar,
and a black satin hat with drooping brim that concecaled her features
from reporters) sat with bowed head while the witness and Gilbert
sparred; now and then she prompted her attorney in a rapid whisper.
Mother Kennedy sat, as usual, motionless and expressionless.

Ryan stuck to his assertion that he traveled to Douglas with an open
mind, and heard the evangelist in the hospital without preconceived
opinion. What did he think of her story?

“I considered it a good narrative.”

By the time he left Douglas, he believed some parts of it and disbe-
lieved others. “I believed the part about the jaunt on the desert, the
objects, the houses and the people she described, and I was still giving
her the benefit of the doubt,” he said.

“What parts of her story didn’t you belicve?”

“What didn’t I believe? You want everything?”

“You heard my question.”

Ryan set his jaw. “All right, I'll give it all to you. I didn’t believe in
the existence of the shack. I didn’t belicve in Rose and Steve. I don’t
believe she was bound. I don’t believe she was ever incarcerated. I don’t
belicve she walked that distance. And that’s that.”

“Didn’t you say you were going to Douglas to break Mrs. McPherson?”

“Absolutely not!”

Gilbert wanted to know about the behavior of the evangelist’s chil-
dren. “The little children were not involved in this gigantic conspiracy,
were they? They hadn’t seen her while she was away, had they?”

“I'am not so sure,” came Ryan’s reply. On the journey to Douglas
they displayed a “total lack of emotion,” he said, and they were just as
stolid and unmoved when they first met their mother in the hospital.
Aimee called them to her, one on either side of the bed, he said; she



THE LAW’S DISMAYS 267

kissed them and asked, “Aren’t you glad your mother is alive?” And
then, right away, “Let’s have our pictures taken!”

Weren't the children embarrassed by all those cameramen? Gilbert
inquired.

“No,” Ryan shot back, “they had had too many rehearsals!”

“And when did you first make up your mind that Mrs. McPherson’s
story was a fake?”

Blurted Ryan, “When I returned from Carmel, then I knew she was a
fake and a hypocrite!”

Aimee stiffened. Mother Kennedy glared.

Sergeant Alonzo B. Murchison of the Douglas police followed Ryan
on the stand and testified that no evidence whatever to substantiate Mrs.
McPherson's kidnaping story had been found in his researches around
Agua Pricta. Every trace, he said, pointed to one conclusion, namely,
that the evangelist had walked around the garita, about three miles from
Agua Prieta, and a little around the slaughterhouse, a mile out of town,
and that was all. The broad-shouldered, six-foot desert veteran spoke
so softly that his answers were inaudible; Gilbert repeated them loudly
for the benefit of the press. Murchison drew a map of the territory
he had explored in the hunt for an adobe shack with a wooden floor,
then peppered the drawing with crosses indicating the location of every
shack, hut, or windbreak within a twenty-mile circuit, both inside and
outside the critical triangle. He was shown the dress Aimee wore on
her desert hike, and pointed to the lack of sweat stains, the skirt not
torn.

During this exchange Keyes jumped up excitedly and demanded that
the judge order Gilbert to stop “smudging the evidence.” Gilbert had
the dress on the counsel table, wet with spillings from several pitchers
of ice water, and Keyes complained that Gilbert was dipping the dress in
the water and letting it fall on the floor. Gilbert protested he was doing
nothing of the kind, but the judge ordered the clerk to impound the
clothing.

When Judge Blake announced that there would be no court session
the following day, Aimee sprang up, exclaiming heartily, “Now for a
good swim!” She spent the holiday at the beach.
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The Whole Town Talking

In this hearing without precedent, rules seemed knocked about like ten-
pins, and a growing jumpiness among the prosecutors was nct without
sound basis. Nightly they heard themseclves chanted over the radio in
ignominious guises. Daily courtroom correctness was shattered by the
unpredictability of Aimee’s Puckish counsel, Gilbert. When Keyes sud-
denly found himself being sworn as a witness for the defense, his
bewilderment was obvious; gingerly he assumed the witness chair and
sat crossing and uncrossing his legs and clasping his hands nervously
while Murray and Dennison laid down salvos of objections. The court
finally excused him before a question could be put.

Then it was Murray’s turn: Gilbert plantcd him on the hot seat ¢f
inquiry and jabbed questions at him about how much the State was pay-
ing its witncsses by way of expenses; the vociferations of Keyes and
Dennison, uttered in solo and in duet, rescued their colleague from this
frustrating dilemma.

Soon after that, Gilbert said, “Call Samuel S. Hahn,” and Mrs. Wise-
man’s waspish counsel raised his hand to swear that he would tell the
whole truth. Wistfully he appealed to the court: “Since I have no
counsel, will I be permitted to make my own objections?”” The court
allowed that that might be reasonable, and Gilbert proceeded to force his
witness to admit that he had not been in Cuba on a certain date (as he
was telling the newspapers) but actually was interviewing a client in
the county jail. Before Hahn could excrcise his dual role of witness-
objicient, Gilbert dismissed him with an indiffercnt “That’s all.” Hahn
stepped down, groggy.

The strangest backlash on Keyes came during torrid October, whcn
he found himself a defendant answering criminal charges in a court-
room only a few yards from where he was prosecuting the West’s lcaci-
ing evangelist. The cause was a political dispute; the issues were tangled.
While Ryan was testifying, Keyes, in the course of carrying on the other
duties of his office, had signed criminal complaints against Los Angeles
County’s Board of Supervisors and other officials, alleging conspiracy
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to defraud the county and to manufacture false evidence. In essence,
he charged that the supervisors had taken land acquired by the county
for a children’s summer camp, and were maintaining it at the taxpayers’
expense as a sort of private country club for their personal recreation.
The supervisors, amiably surrendering to the sheriff, retaliated by swear-
ing out a complaint against Keyes, asserting that he had improperly
diverted money from his secret fund, voted annually by the board for
the purpose of “putting thieves, murderers, and other criminals in
prison.” Whether significant or not, a request by Keyes for an additional
$5000, presumably for use in the McPherson prosecution, was pending
before the supervisors.

Keyes stepped from Judge Blake’s courtroom into the nearby court
of Municipal Judge Baird to be arraigned. Tersely he requested that his
preliminary hearing be set over for ten days because he was “otherwise
occupied.” The court granted the request, and Keyes announced that he
would continue to prosecute Mrs. McPherson and her mother in spite of
the embarrassing contretemps. He also started a backfire by declaring
that one of his accusers, Chairman McClellan of the board of supervisors,
had attempted to get possession of the State’s prime evidence against
Mrs. McPherson—the clothing she wore in the desert. McClellan ad-
mitted that he had prompted a more or less official inquiry to that end,
but insisted he had acted at a time when the district attorney was- saying
the investigation was closed; under the circumstances, Mrs. McPherson
did not care to have her intimate garments kicking around a public
office, and “it seemed to me that she was entitled to them.”

From the Temple, on the day of Keyes’ arraignment, came a brief
comment by Aimee: “I am sorry for anyone who is in trouble, no mat-
ter who they may be.” Later, from her pulpit, she noted that “Mr. Keyes
now faces a felony charge equally as grave if not more serious than that
with which I stand charged. I trust that every fair-thinking, God-fearing,
straightforward member of this and every other church will withhold
judgment until he has been fairly and honestly tried in court. In other
words, I hope the people will do unto Mr. Keyes as I would that they
should do unto me.”

Bob Shuler, preparing to preach on “Hiding in the Deep or the
Desert,” quickly added a subtopic: “Is McClellan Also in the Flypaper?”
In his magazine (sold at his church and on all newsstands) he promised
a new treatise shortly, to be entitled “Miss X and the 2 K’s”—*“Affection-
ately dedicated to Judge Carlos S. Hardy, who ought to be off the Su-
perior bench if ever in the history of the world a man ought to be re-
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moved from that important position.” The “2 K’,” of course, were
Keetch and Keyes.

Shuler also reported that an evangelist had written to the county clerk
expressing a desire to establish a temple in Los Angeles for preaching
“the Six Square Gospel.” Shuler advised the applicant to consult Judges
Keetch and Hardy, and perhaps also Asa Keyes, Woolley, and the Nick
Harris detective agency. But he warned frankly, “Of course, we cannot
expect a gentleman, even with a Six Square Gospel, to receive the co-
operation from Superior judges and county officials that a lady ‘evange-
list’ may secure, though with fewer squares to her credit.”

Shuler’s magazine was a forum for the hundreds of letters with which
the Trinity Church mailbag was bulging. Among them were such as these:

Bob: You are a dirty dog and ought to be killed piece by piece.
If she wants a friend Mr. Ormiston, that’s her affair. Can’t a Christian
have a friend? More than that, if there wasn’t a cabin in the desert,
couldn’t God build one and then take it away? Answer me that onc.
you dirty dog. [Signed] A WHITE MaN.

Another, redolent of femininity:

Well, Robert, you make me sick. Mrs. McPherson had an opera-
tion once and did not even know she was in a bathing suit. I have
easily walked 10 miles in June in Arizona without food or water.
Safely past men too. [Signed] A Cow GIRL OF ORE.

On the opposite side of the altercation:

Reverend Sir: Go to it! Keetch says Ryan talked too much after
Carmel—yes, made the case harder for them to get rid of! [Signed]
TrRULY JAMES.

On a post card without salutation:

Your attack upon Aimee is on a par with what the Protestants
have done for years, tear down those with whom they do not agree.
If Aimee has done what the pack of hyenas attempt to make the
public believe, it will develop without your help. Bah on such a
Christian. [Signed] A CaTtHoLiIc WHO Is WATCHING You.

From another branch of the faith:

Rev. B. Shuler: You haven’t the brains to do the miracles this
precious woman is doing. I hope you will get your eyes open and
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quit fighting the Temple, for they are praying every minute, day and
night, for you. [Signed] A MEMBER OF THE M.E. CHURCH.

Many of Sister’s epistolary sympathizers waived the question of the
truth of her story as immaterial. One wrote:

It seems to me that the thing for all Christians to do is to get
down on their knees and pray the good God in heaven that her
story is true as she tells it. If it isn’t, and I confess the facts seem
against her, the thing to do is pity rather than condemn.

And another:

I am not defending Mrs. McPherson’s story. I have doubted it from
the beginning, but I have never doubted her. She may have had a
mental lapse, as brilliant people often do, but that she is genuine is
proved every day by her works,

A third was bluntly frank:

Call me a fool if you want to, but if Mrs. McPherson should con-
fess every word of the Carmel story, it would not shake my faith in
her. I would simply say that she had the same weaknesses that
God’s saints have always had.

And from San Francisco came a proudly partisan testimonial:

Dear Sir: I will not call you brother any more than a skunk is a
brother. You are a disgrace to the animal family. You raise old Ned
because a woman becomes so tired with the religious cranks and
crippled nuts that surround her that she once and a while wants to
get away from them to where she can be natural. Shame on you!
Mrs. McPherson is a human being, isn’t she? Perhaps she has re-
pented of any little things she may have done wrong. Mrs. McPherson
has healed me of seventeen diseases already and I am going back to
the Temple to be healed again next month.

One woman reduced the entire desert enigma to a problem in
perspiration: “Had Aimee sweated more then, she might be sweating
Iess now.”

Chatter about the case that was not committed to paper was simi-
larly divided. Wherever one went in the city, Aimee and her troubles
were discussed, acidly, with tolerance, with salacious guffaws. A reporter
who set out one day to transcribe this gossip garnered columns, among
them these bits:
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HEARD ON A STREET CAR

Conducter: The crowd down there gets bigger by the trip. It beats
me.

Woman with Shopping Bag: Maybe she was in a trance. I got a
spiritualist friend says she saw her stretchcd out like a corpse and she
was dreamin’ about bein’ kidnaped.

Man with a Cigar: 1 say, let the poor woman alone. I ain t got nothin’
against her but the way she gasses about it. If she wanted to take
a little vacation she didn’t have to make all this fuss about it.

Nice Old Lady: It’s dirty politics. She’s a saint. They framed it
up on her. I never did see a nicer bunch of boys and girls than she
has got down to her Temgple.

HEARD AT A THEATER FIRST NIGHT

Dame in Diamonds: 1 think she is perfectly marvelous. Such poise!
Is it true that she took drama under Bernhardt?

Giggling Flapper: All the men are crazy about her, the lawyers on
both sides and all the reporters,

Banker: Utter fcolishness. It will cost the county $150,000 before
they’re through. Why can’t they drop the case?

Gray-Haired Matron: I'd love to see her vindicated. It’s persecution of
the female by the male!

Blonde: 1 couldn’t believe it was that creature Ormiston! She nearly
converted me, you know!

HEARD IN A DOCTOR’S WAITING ROOM

Lady in Corner: But if she is innocent, why does she bribe all the
officials and judges?

Small Boy: Ma, we got a teacher they call “Aimee” at my school
because she’s got red hair and she went to Mexico on her vacation.-
Why are they talkin’ about Aimee?

Receptionist: 1 won’t hear another word against her! I'm a member
of her Temple, and I love her! I’d die for her! (Bursts into tears.)

Fat Woman: It's men’s minds holding the wrong thought on her.
Dirty gossips!

Lady in Corner: I got my thoughts. . . .

The whole town talked. The hearing was two weeks old, with no end-
ing in sight. Saturday, Octcber 9, was Aimee’s thirty-sixth birthday. (The
newspapers misstated her age as thirty-five; she did not correct them.)
A surprise party started the festivities at the Temple at one minute after
midnight Friday, when Bible students ushered their leader to the roof
garden of the Bible School building and entertained her with songs and



THE LAW'S DISMAYS 273

a huge birthday cake. Sister sliced generous chunks for everybody while
the Temple Silver Band serenaded her. Sunday morning the children
of the Temple brought their presents in a special party. Aimee was photo-
graphed in her living room with stacks of gifts around her—baskets of
fruit, flowers, candy, lingerie, a canary. Telegrams from well-wishers came
from all parts of the world.

“One bright spot in the midst of a sordid time,” she said happily.
“But for the fact that I am borne up by the arms of God, incidents of
the last few wecks would have been impossible for me to bear.” Never,
she added, had she becn *so absolutely surc of complete vindication.”

But millions laughed. The show was better than those “Follies” and
“Scandals” and “Vanitics” that mirrored the fleshy cynicisms of the
gaudy age; this was “The Great Kidnap Caper of 1926.” Fricnds meet-
ing on the street would wink and exchange ribaldries on “that famous
ninth chapter of Amos”:

And though they hide themselves in the top of Carmel, I will search
and take them out thence; and though they be hid from my sight in
the bottom of the sca, thence will I command the serpent, and he
shall bite them.

A Week of Wiseman

While the evangelist was celebrating her birthday, Judge Blake was
placed under armed guard—at his home, the Hall of Justice, his court-
room—because of threatening letters.

The witness on the Monday morning opening the third week of the
hearing was Mrs. Wiseman. The State admitted she was their prize
Ppackage; in fact, the conspiracy case pivoted on her testimony.

Mrs. Wiseman took the stand with poisc and assurance. She was at-
tired modishly in a dress of old rose and a black picture hat on which
two crossed skewers glinted; open-mouthed flappers in court frankly
admired her clegance. From Monday through Friday she gave her
testimony, facing Sister Aimee without embarrasssment, meeting the
sarcasm of the defense and the asperity of the prosecution with matching

sarcasm and tartness. ‘
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Gilbert opened by challenging her competence to testify, on the
ground that she was a lunatic. “I desire, if your honor please,” he sub-
mitted, “to offer as an exhibit in this case the certified copy of the lunatic
asylum in Utah, disclosing that this woman was declared to be insanc,
and that her form of insanity took the very form it has taken in this
case, incorrigible unveracity. The presumption is that she is still under
the judgment of insanity and thercfore incompctent to testify until a
court has ruled her sane. No court has so ruled.”

A legal Donnybrook broke out. Mrs. Wiseman tossed her head non-
chalantly, while Hahn stuck in his oar, objecting to Gilbert’s “making
any reflections on my client.”

The judge calmed the storm and ruled that Mrs. Wiseman could
testify.

Several times during her glib chatter Mother Kennedy blushed hotly,
and Aimee shook her head in sorrowful denial, her cyes fixed in pity on
the witness; but the accused women made no other demonstration of
hostility or concern.

Within five minutes Lorraine testificd that Aimee herself told her she
was the woman with Ormiston at Carmel. She said they cooked up the
“Miss X” hoax together, and Mother was in on it. She also asserted that
the first time she met Judge Hardy, the judge without ado coached her
on the subject of Ormiston, telling her intimate details about the radio
operator’s married life, his wife’s inordinate jealousy, Mrs. McPherson's
having carried on what Mother Kennedy believed was a flirtation with
him, what the radio man looked like, his temperament, and his getting
into money scrapes (over the sale of radio sets) from which he let Mrs.
Kennedy and her daughter extricate him. She said Hardy offcred to hire
a detective to assist her.

“Assist you in what?” she was asked.

“Oh, I don’t know,” came the airy reply, “but I have my idea.”

Mother Kennedy and she, the witness went on, arranged a code so
they might communicate sccretly: “east” stood for “south,” “daughter”
meant “Mrs. Wiseman,” and so forth. She identified telegrams sent to
her in San Francisco by Mrs. Kennedy and wires she sent in reply. The
Salinas affidavit signed “Miss X’ was prepared from the rough draft
found in her safe-deposit box, she declared, after she had been sent to
Carmel to spy out the terrain. She prowled the town in disguise, once
in her son’s clothing, another time wearing a gray wig. On her return
she reported to Mrs. McPherson the names of the witnesses who were
claiming to recognize her photograph and what they were saying. She
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told of recciving doles of money from Mother Kennedy, usually in $5
bills, and Mrs. Kennedy’s insisting that she sign a receipt every time,
because Mother had to account for every cent of Temple outgo. Receipts
for sums up to $50 were introduced, marked for “expenses,” “loans,”
and other purposes.

Mrs. Wiseman recounted how Sister suggested she buy special hats,

clothing, and dark glasses, also false hair, so they could have their pic-
ture taken together. There was a stir among the film coterie and girls
in the courtroom when the witness removed her hat and demonstrated
how she ordinarily wore her hair, and how she rearranged it under the
evangelist’s tutoring. Sister inquired, she said, whether Lorraine had
worn a red hat while she was with “Miss X and Mclntire at Carmel, and
when Lorraine said she had never worn a red hat Aimee suggested she
buy one. She also bought a white felt that could be pulled well down on
the neck, and was photographed wearing it.
. Her story of meceting the mysterious “Mr. Martin” in San Fran-
cisco, and being engaged on the spot for the delicate mission on behalf
of Mrs. McPherson, drew Gilbert’s sharpest attention. She gave the
date of their conversation as July 7, and said she asked “Mr. Martin”
frankly, “Is Mrs. McPherson the lady that was at Carmel, or was she
kidnaped?”

“Well, of course,” she quoted her interlocutor as replying, “I would
not be asking you to work on this if it was not Mrs. McPherson who
was at the Benedict cottage.”

She remembered they talked about the matter from 11 o’clock until
12:45. Gilbert objected that the witness was talking idiotically, since
by her account she knew all about the Carmel episode “twenty days
before Carmel was ever heard of!” Reporters judged this remark un-
duly harsh on the Carmel Chamber of Commerce, but the fact was
that the Carmel disclosures had not broken until three weeks after
July 7.

Amusement swept the room when Lorraine testified that “Mr. Mar-
tin” selected her “because I was of an individual type, and also for the
reason that I could keep things to myself.” And the courtroom shook
with laughter when Keyes, reading one of the innumerable statements
she made to newspapers and investigators, tripped over the phrase, “I
wish to do all that within me lies.” Lorraine joined in the merriment.

On dates she proved remarkably quick, but the dates she assigned
were all askew. Times, places rattled off her tongue, until Gilbert again
arose wrathfully: the dates she was giving were more than'a month out
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of line with her previous testimony! The State fought furiously against
admitting the objection, but was embarrassed when Aimee, skimming
through the transcript, pointed out for Gilbert specific instances to cite,
while Mother Kennedy scribbled rapidly in her cramped handwriting.
Mrs. Wiseman listened to the argument with a smirk; her self-confidence
never left her. Constantly she prefaced her answers with “I certainly did,”
“I certainly can,” “I certainly will,” “I certainly have.” When finally
the judge ruled that she might rectify her errors and she was asked
formally, “Do you wish to correct your testimony?” the answer came
firmly and loudly, “I certainly do.”

Much of the testimony revolved around affidavits given under oath,
which Lorraine light-heartedly admitted were false from beginning to
end. And she was voluble even against the cautioning of the judge. Once
when she attempted to answer a question over Gilbert’s objection before
the court could rule, Gilbert snapped, “Just a minute! Don’t answer that
one!”

“Now, don’t get excited, Brother Gilbert,” admonished Keyes.

“I'm not getting excited,” retorted Gilbert. “I'm just trying to keep
one jump ahead of this witness, and believe me, it takes a kangaroo to
do it!”

The scene in Judge Bardin’s office, when Mrs. Wiseman appeared
there to arrange the signing of the “Miss X” affidavit, was graphically
recounted. Bardin, said thc witness, was suspicious. “How do I know
that you are the party that was in the cottage?” the lawyer asked her.
“I don’t know anything about it. I'll have nothing to do with it until I
know more about this.”

Woolley, who was present, Lorraine testificd, “said he knew me, had
known of me through Mrs. Kennedy and Mrs. McPherson, and he had
been given to understand I was there with ‘Miss X’ and would give an
affidavit or something of the kind that we were the parties at the Benedict
cottage. Then Judge Bardin spoke up. He said, ‘I won’t have anything to
do with’it. You must prove to me—how do I know who you are? ”

“Where was ‘Miss X’ at that time?” asked Keyes.

“She was over to the hotel, just across the street from Judge Bardin’s
office.”

“Where did she come from?”

“From San Francisco—" The witness bit her lip. “She came from
Philadelphia.”

Although she asserted that Woolley said he had been told about her
mission in Salinas (the lawyer, on his part, had stated most positively
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that she was a complete stranger to him when they met in Bardin’s
office), she cleared the attorney of complicity in the plot concocted
without his knowledge by his clients.

“I am just as positive as I am sitting in this chair,” she said, “that that
man did not know it was a frame-up positively.”

The witness swore stubbornly that the woman who signed as “Miss X”
was “Rachel Wells,” of Philadelphia. After signing the affidavit, she said,
“Miss Wells” accompanied her back to Los Angeles, where Lorraine
checked into the Clark Hotel under the name “A. Moore,” while “Miss
Wells” stayed in Redondo.

“Let’s get that address in Redondo,” interjected Gilbert.

“Where in Redondo?” asked Keyes.

“I do not best remember now,” came the snippish reply.

All week the name “Ormiston” sounded like a thorough-bass through
the testimony. Mrs. Wiseman asscrted that Sister had dictated a letter
to him on September 2, asking him to write or telephone her directly; she
added a postscript in longhand which Lorraine did not sce; the letter was
mailed to the lawyer Martin in Chicago to be forwarded. On September
9, the witness related, Mrs. McPherson spoke with Ormiston by long-
distance telephone, saying the next time he called she would introduce
Lorraine to him on the phone so they could “get acquainted.”

“Mrs. McPherson seemed very happy over the affair,” the witness
recalled. “She told me Mother Kennedy forbade her to tell anyone what
had occurred, but she considered it such good news she had to tell me.”

This occurred just a few hours before Lorraine was arrested.

Before this, she went on, Mother and she had discussed the advis-
ability of her going to Chicago to meet Ormiston. Finally—on August
23, she first said—Mother gave her the letter of introduction written on
the foot of Jawyer Martin’s letter. This date proved to be another slip.

“On what date did Mrs. Kennedy write the postscript on that letter?”
she was asked again.

“On Scptember second, between ten and eleven o’clock in the morn-
ing,” came the slick correction.

Gilbert grinned. Mother Kennedy glared and slowly her ears became
scarlet. '

The supposed coaching by Aimee on details of the Carmel bungalow,
as well as her interviews with Benedict, Lorraine went into circum-
stantially. After their first meeting, she said, when she came back to the
Temple and reported that Benedict was not convinced, Aimee and her
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mother were disgusted. Mrs. Wiseman reassured them that although
she and Benedict did not hit it off very well, he was “too much of a
gentleman” to deny her story if she gave it to the newspapers. Later,
when she consulted with Woolley and Mrs, Kennedy about approach-
ing the papers, Mother used the same phrasc—that Benedict would not
publicly dispute her story, because he was too much of a gentleman, and
also because he had visited the Temple and had seen “the splendid work
being done there.” At this point the witness got a laugh by saying, “Mr.
Woolley looked at me and winked.”

Mrs. Wiseman related that Emma Schaffer was on hand when Sister
suggested that Lorraine should impersonate her in photographs. But
she paid the sccretary the tribute of remarking, “If that woman was killed,
she would go to the grave with her mouth shut. She hated me.”

Aimee turned toward Emma, sitting beside her, and squeczed her
hand. The secretary blushed and squeczed back happily.

Keyes absented himself from Judge Blake’s court on Wedncsday Iong
enough to appear as defendant in his own case and win a further post-
ponement of his preliminary hearing. Thursday morning the district at-
torney did not arrive in court at all, and Dennison announced, after some
confusion, that Keyes was suffering from ptomaine poisoning.

Mrs. Wiscman opened her testimony that day with the statement that
Aimee told her, on September 3, in her home adjoining Angclus Temple,
that she once demonstrated to four persons how she could cut a rope
off her wrists without injuring herself.

(This demonstration had in fact been given. One evening at the close
of her service, the evangelist called to Joe Henderson, a Bible student
who served as usher, “Joe, come over to the house with me; there is
something I want you to do.” With Gladwyn Nichols and two other
Temple leaders, Joc went across to the McPherson home; none of them
had any notion what Sister wanted them for. In the entrance hall, the
rugs had been taken up and a couch was placed in the center. Sister
handed Henderson a stout rope, the kind cowboys use for lariats, and
told him to tie her wrists tightly behind her back. Henderson made a
firm knot, then Sister lay down on the couch and had Henderson tie her
ankles. After ordering her audience to stand back, she rolled off the
couch and worked herself, tightly trussed, toward a five-gallon oil tin
that stood on the waxed floor, its top cut off roughly. The tin slithered
crazily around the polished surface, but Aimee at last succceded in
jamming it against the wall behind her. After a long struggle, sawing the
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rope gingerly on the jagged edge of the can, she cut her bonds, freed her
wrists, untied her ankles, and stood up unaided. Her wrists were not even
scratched. One of the witnesses of this acrobatic feat years afterward
confessed that he would never have believed it possible, had he not seen
it with his own eyes. At about the same time, Sister re-enacted for her
church elders the circumstances of her abduction. Standing with one foot
on the running board of her car, stretching out a hand as if toward some-
one in the back seat, she ordered an elder to give her a shove, and “her
body slid right slick into that car,” in the words of one spectator.)

When Gilbert arose to cross-examine Mrs. Wiseman, he went back
into her memory of dates, wanting to know where she was, what she was
doing, on every day in June, the month before she became involved in
the McPherson business. She was unable to recall, and Gilbert directed
the attention of the court to the fact that she could remember every
date and event the prosecution wanted to know about, but two hours
later was completely at sea about other dates and events. Under Gil-
bert’s persistence, Lorraine constantly corrected dates she had given
erroneously in her earlier testimony. The date on which she sent $150
to “Rachel Wells” to pay her railroad fare west from Philadelphia she
corrected to August 4, with the offhand explanation, “I looked it up in
my book last night.”

Gilbert proposed that she bring this invaluable memorandum book to
court.

“I don’t know that I can,” was her reply. “I probably destroyed it.”

The attorney was incredulous. “You looked at it last night and tore
it up?”

“Yes, the girls-saw me tear it.”

“The deputy sheriffs who are guarding you? They saw you look in
that book and destroy it? Did they say anything about destroying a
memorandum connected with this case?”

“Certainly not. They didn’t ask me no questions whatever. I do as I
please.”

When Gilbert asked whether she had been confined in a Utah asylum,
she replied nonchalantly. Yes, she said, for two months in 1915 “for a
crime committed by another person”; when the mistake was proved, she
was “turned out entirely.” She professed to know nothing about the
statement made by her sister, Mrs. Virla Kimball, that she had been re-
leased in the custody of her mother.

Gilbert flourished before her the San Francisco Examiner containing
her son’s death notice; she denied having inserted the ad. Questioned
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about “Rachcl Wells,” she was stubbornly insistent that there was such
a person, saying they had been friends for two and a half years, having
met when “Miss Wells” was working in a cafeteria in San Francisco. She
did not recall where “Miss Wells” was living at that time (“it was some-
wherc on Stciner Strect, with some people™), although she had pre-
served her tclephone number in her address book; unfortunately she
had torn out that page in jail the night she was arrested, because she
did not want her friend’s name “thrashed around.” She always cor-
responded with “Rachel” through General Delivery at Philadelphia,
even sending special-delivery letters to that address. The replies she
received she had destroyed. (“I destroyed four at one time.”) She re-
called having given Judge Bardin a lock of her hair and one from the
head of “Miss X,” who was “Rachel Wells,” but she could offer no
adequate description of the appearance of “Miss Wells” except that her
hair was rather dark and she was about Mrs. Wiseman’s own height
and weight.

“I want to know if you can tell this court of a single, solitary scrap of
paper, letter, tclegram, anything that is written, that we can look at, that
will furnish this court the slightest information as to the cxistence of this
‘Miss Wells,”” Gilbert pressed.

“Not at this instant, no,” was the calm reply.

Gilbert then charged that the woman who signed the “Miss X” affidavit
in Judge Bardin’s oftice was Lorraine’s twin sister, Mrs. Kimball. Had they
not arrived in Salinas at night and left at night in order to prevent any-
body from recognizing her sister? he demanded. Mrs. Wiseman angrily
snapped that such was not the purpose of the night travel, and her com-
panion in Salinas was not her sister.

“How did you know this ‘Rachel Wells’ would go into this hoax with
you?” prodded Gilbert.

“I knew she would.”

“How did you know it?”

“My own intuition.”

“You have not been involved in any other schemes like this before?”

The prosecution arose in bitter objection. “I submit, your honor,”
cricd Dennison, “I do not believe there was another such hoax as this
since the dawn of civilization!”

“Certainly not!” sneered Mrs. Wiseman.

Aimee’s mouth rounded in a long-drawn “O-o0-oh!”

“I would like to know,” taunted Gilbert, “whether counsel means the
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hoax about ‘Miss X’ or the hoax about the district attorzey trying to
persecutc this—”

Hec was drowned out by Dennison’s impassioncd, “I mean this blas-
phemy perpetrated herel”’

“Gentlemen, gentlemen, gentlemen, gentlemen!” pleaded the judge.
“Let us try this law suit.”

Gilbert subsided into a scrutiny of the itemized “expense account”
found in Mrs. Wiseman’s purse; she was unable to remember what most
cf the entries stood for. About a few she was positive, such as, “Glasscs
$7.50.”

“Do you remember all about that?” Gilbert prodded.

“I sure do!”

A second item, “Glasses $7.50,” she also was clear about; that was
when Mrs. McPherson sent her back to buy another kind to be photo-
graphed in.

She was asked about the hotels where she stayed. “Were you regis-
tered under your own name?”

“Certainly not!” She appeared affronted.

Reporters checked the cast of characters and concluded that the only
person in the drama who showed no rcluctance to sign a hotel register
with her right name was Aimee Semplec McPherson.

The final clash came when Mrs. Wiseman recounted her arrest and
her subsequent all-night confessional session in the Examizner office.
Hahn, she related, told her he would not represent her uniess she told
the truth—*that I was working for fakers and hypocrites, people who
should be in the penitentiary for manslaughtes—"

Gilbert encouraged her slyly: “Yes?”

“And they were robbers and thicves, taking other people’s money,”
she went on spitefully, “and unless I'did tell the truth he would exposc
the most of it, as he knew it, and I told him rather than lose him I would
do it.”

“Did you notice,” said Giibert silkily, “when Mr. Hahn had worked
himself up to this spasm of righteous indignation, did you notice whether
he was frothing at the mouth?”

Hahn was on his fect righteously objecting and the ¢:esticn was with-
drawn. Lorraine laughed, amused by the set-to.

Friday afternoon Giibert at last said, “That’s all,” and Mrs. Wiseman

stepped down, still jaunty and at ease. "
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The State Rests

Sister hastened to the Temple and paid her respects rather mildly to
“the dear little lady on the stand,” toward whom, she said, she felt no ill
will. “Oh, what a silly I was!” she said. “I guess I was just a gullible goose
to believe her story!”

Sunday evening Mrs. Virla Kimball arrived in Los Angeles under
subpoena as a defense witness, but immediately placed herself in the
hands of the prosecution and her sister’s attorney, threatening the
evangelist (who had paid her fare south) with an action for slander
and cxpressing indignation at being drawn into the affair. She denied
that she had signed the “Miss X” affidavit, contending she was at home
with her five children and her brother-in-law, Sielaff, when the affi-
davit was signed. Hahn backed this with an announcement that Mrs.
Kimball admitted she visited Salinas on August 15, “at the request of her
sister, but, learning what was wanted of her, refused to sign any affidavit
and returned home after cautioning her sister to stay out of trouble.”

Keyes spent the week end at home, his assistants said, still in the
toils of ptomaine. In her sermon Aimee quipped that an enemy of hers
had a fine stock of “Kentucky rye” cached bLehind several barrels of
crockery in his cellar. The congregation whooped. -

Aimee preached three times Sunday with a temperature of 101. She
was suffering intense pain from a recurrence of the infection that had
struck her in September; this time it broke out in an abscess below the
left knee. Not until the close of the evening service did she inform her
followers of her condition; then she asked for their prayers. Monday
morning she limped into court and took a seat beside Mrs. Wiseman.
Her knee, she told reporters, apparently had been infected by a scratch
she received from a courtroom chair.

The witness of the day was Bernice Morris. In a long direct examina-
tion, and under hours of hammering by Gilbert, McKinley’s secretary
told of her dealings with the Temple women in connection with a fic-
titious shack, and as much as she knew about her employer’s role.
Her testimony contained no surprises, but opened more windows on the
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intimate words and manner of Sister Aimee during those feverish days
after McKinley’s death.

Twice Miss Morris’s composure broke and she brushed tears from
her eyes; both times it was when she identified the crumpled, stained pa-
pers taken from McKinley’s body. She had confided once to Mother
Kennedy that she felt the dead lawyer’s spirit was beside her all the time.

Bernice’s account of the famous automobile ride through Long Beach
with Aimee and her mother the day after McKinley’s death brought
ripples of amusement; Aimee watched with a whimsical, rueful smile.

“The first thing I remember Mrs. McPherson saying,” Bernice testi-
fied, “was in connection with Rose. She said, ‘I wonder what has hap-
pened to Rose? I wonder if they were mean to her after she let me get
away? ”

“What did you say to that?” Dennison led.

“I told her I didn’t know anything about that. Mrs. Kennedy was
looking at some pamphlets she had in her lap, and she handed me one
and I looked at it and laughed and made some comment; it was a poem
dedicated to Captain Cline. We laughed atout it.”

Dennison went into the party’s arrival at the Temple. There was talk
with Mother Kennedy about the kidnapers with whom McKinley was
supposed to be negotiating, Bernice said. “Mrs. McPherson asked me
if I had ever been to one of their meetings. She had just come downstairs
dressed in her uniform. I commented on her hair being so pretty. She
said they were having a wedding that night, and she wished I could
stay. I told her I would like to, but I had to go back. Ske told me I was a
dear little girl, she knew I would be able to help her. Then Mrs. Mc-
Pherson went on into the Temple and Mrs. Kennedy came in and handed
me a bill folded up and said, ‘We will try to have something nice for
you, dear, the next time you are here, and here is twenty dollars.” ”

“Was it twenty dollars?”

“Yes, sir!”

This money, Bernice said, was the only money she took at any time.

The “crick in the neck” fabrication wag described amid laughter,
Mother Kennedy joining in when Bernice quoted her as saying “the crick
in the neck is good.”

“At this time,” the witness continued, “Mrs. Wiseman turned to me
and said, ‘When do you think you are going to have these kidnapers
here?’ I said, ‘Pardon me, who is this? Is this Miss Schaffer?” Mrs. Ken-
nedy said, ‘No, this is Mrs. Wiseman. This is the little lady who is
“Miss X’s” sister, who had been Lelping us.” And I turned to Mrs. Wise-
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man and said, ‘I am sure I don’t know.” Then Mother Kennedy said,
‘It is strange, it seems that nearly everyone who has been trying to help
us has something happen to them. This little lady,” she said, pointing to
Mrs. Wiseman, ‘was almost run over in San Francisco.’ I said, ‘Is that
50?” and Mrs. Wiseman said, ‘Yes.””

For her cross-cxamination, Bernice changed from the abbreviated
black dress she had worn in the morning to a hunter’s green frock with
a skirt considerably more demure. She met Gilbert’s slashing questions
with determination, delineating clearly her attitude in the entire matter
and emphasizing that the Temple leaders approached her with sugges-
tions and appeals that she procure a shack and a road map; never did
she make any advanccs or give them a pledge. Gilbert opened by estab-
lishing that her age was twenty-three, that she was a graduate of both
high school and normal school, and that she had been married twice and
divorced twice; her second decrce was not yet final. Dennison had con-
stantly referred to the witness as a girl, a child, overawed by a “brilliant
and powerful woman”; and when Decnnison obstructed Gilbert by in-
cessant objections, the defense attorney cut back with his laziest sar-
casm: “Of course, your honor, we do not want to be put in the attitude
of having perpetrated a fraud upon a child with two divorced husbands.
But she is here as a witness, twenty-three years old!”

The court squelched the acrimony and Gilbert so far reversed him-
self as to call the witness “baby doll.” But he drew no signifiant admis-
sions from Bernice.

The final prosecution witness was Milton Carlson, a handwriting
expert, who testified that the writing on the grocery slips matched that
on the “Light and Darkness” sermon notes, on the rough draft of the
“Miss X” affidavit, and on the Carmel telegram receipt. Specimens of
Ormiston’s handwriting, under his own name and under many aliases,
Carlson also identified as emanating from the same hand.

While Carlson was characterizing the evangelist’s half-written, half-
printed script as slovenly and immature, but strong and practical—like
Ormiston’s, it showed no unnecessary strokes—Sister leaned to a woman
reporter and whispered, laughing, “‘See how childish my handwriting is?
Anybody could copy it. I've never grown up.”

The defense strove valiantly to exclude the grocery slips because the
originals had been destroyed and only photographs existed, but the court
overruled. During Gilbert’s hour-long cross-examination of the expert,
with the aid of photographs of single letters and curves and pencil
strokes blown vp to monstrous size, Dennison jumaged up and called the
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court’s attention to the defensc’s handwriting cxpert siiting among the
spectators. The judge expelled him.

That day, Tuesday, October 19, the State rested, in the {ourth week
of the hearing, and the defense opened its case. Aimee was far from
well. By the noon recess the pain in her leg had become intolerable. A
surgeon diagnosed an old-fashioned carbuncle complicated by the onsct
of gangrene. He lanced the abscess twice. Against his advice, Sister re-
turned to the courtroom, although the doctor forbade her to place any
weight on the affected limb. When the elevator stopped at the seventh
floor, she was carried along the corridor in a low chair on the shoulders
of three deputies; the crowd surged around her and there were cheers of
encouragement. Lifting the chair over the wooden barrier, the deputies
brought it carefully into the courtroom; it was so low that Aimee sat
almost hidden from view. Often resting her head on her hand, she ap-
peared to fight off recurrent spasms of pain, but she remained attentive
to the proceedings.

As lead-off witness, the defense called Cross, the desert tracker, from
Dougias. The gist of his testimony was that after Mrs. McPherson’s
reappearance he found a woman’s footprints at least nine miles outside
Agua Pricta. Also, he upheld the possibility of Aimee’s having made the
desert journey she described, basing his belief on his own experience:
once, while working as a ranch hand, ke fell and his horse fell on him,
and he walked twenty-two miles without food or water, and was back
at work the next day.

The prosccution scored when Cross was unable to identify a photo-
graph of Niggerhead mountain, a landmark he saw cvery day. The
ex-cowboy got a laugh when he hoisted his feet up on the railing of the
witness box to display his stout desert boots—the same, he swore, he
wore shack hunting, and he had worn them every day since June 23
except for two days. They did not appear to be scratched or scuffed
unduly.

After Cross’s testimony, he joined half a score of other visitors from
Arizona as guests of Mrs. McPherson at Angelus Temple. Cook, the
truant officer; O. E. Patterson; Sims, the deputy United States marshal;
Henry, the Douglas newspaperman; Leslie Gatliff of the Douglas police
—they were all on hand, as were also Ramon Gonzales, the Agua Prieta
tavern keeper, and his pretty wife, Teresa. Although runnicg a tempera-
ture of 100 degrees, Aimee, with her lawyers prescnt to mzke fitting
conversation, performed the honors graciously. There was no limit to the
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ice cream and everybody had a pleasant, instructive time. The prosecutors
were not invited—an omission they did not fail to bring up in court the
next day.

The defense called Douglas police officer Patterson, who testified that
Mrs. McPherson seemed exhausted when he first saw her in the taxi
outside the Douglas police station, and later when he accompasied her
to Calumet Hospital. He told of backtracking and finding a woman’s
footprints eight miles from Agua Prieta, although he could not be posi-
tive about these all the way. He denied categorically that he ever told
any newspaper reporter that in his opinion no woman could have made
the walk Aimee said she made and be in her condition.

Cook, the merchant patrolman, testified that Mrs. McPherson was
“all in” when she reached Douglas. She told him ker name while she was
sitting in the taxi.

“Did you realize you were beholding the great Bernhardt of the pul-
pit?” inquired Dennison. Gilbert objected.

The truant officer said he, his wife, and their four-year-old daughter
had hiked four miles across the desert in June, and the little girl’s open-
toed sandals were not scuffed or scratched, nor did the wind and sun
blister or injure her legs, although she wore short socks.

Gonzales through an interpreter testificd how he found Mrs. McPher-
son slumped at his front gate at 1 a.m. on June 23, and how relieved
he was when he established that she was not a corpse. She drank two
glasses of water at his house, he said. She seemed highly nervous. Teresa
Gonzales confirmed her husband’s testimony, and voluntecred that
Mrs. McPherson did not ask for water until an hour after her appearance
at their home, when she was given two glasses.

Three more Douglas witnesses gave support to Sister’s desert-flight
story. Licutenant Gatliff, Deputy Marshal Sims, and Harold Henry, the
reporter, all swore they saw tracks made by a woman’s shoes more than
fifteen miles east of Agua Prieta. These were the tracks reported along
the Gallardo fence, which ran from Niggerhead mountain south to
Cenesas—the footprints that showed in the sandy washes or gullies over
a distance of several hundred yards. The witnesses also said they saw a
gap in the Gallardo fence that had been cut with pliers recently—such
a gap as a person might conceivably pass through without noticing the
fence. On the point of damage to shoes, the witnesses were unanimous:
all three lofted their shoes, which they said were the same they had
worn through days of shack hunting. The substantial brogans were not
noticeably cut up. All the witnesses were asked whether they had at-
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tended the ice-cream party at the Temple the evening before. They were
there. When asked how much they expected to be paid for testifying,
most of them reckoned that about $10 a day and expenses would be
fair, to compensate for loss of wages and for their trouble.

That evening, overruling the doctor, Sister spoke at the midweek
prayer mecting. In high spirits, although still suffering intense pain, she
confided that her doctors had about washed their hands of her because
she persisted in putting her faith in prayer for healing; in fact, they hac
warned her she might lose a leg. She alluded a little bitterly to the way
the prosecution was playing up her “simple act of hospitality” in serving
ice cream and cake to the defense witnesses. Paying the expenses of
witnesses was customary and necessary for both the State and the de-
fense, she pointed out impatiently. Then, with a smile replacing the lines
of pain on her face, she made the ringing assertion, “I feel certain I am
on the eve of a complete vindication and victory! If the children of
Israel could walk forty years in the wilderness without wearing out shoes
or clothing, why couldn’t Mrs., McPhesoa walk twenty miles without
coming in barefcot?”

Two Judges on the Pan

When Mrs. Kimbail was cailed to the stand, the courtroom was tensc.
Mrs. Kimball testified that the first time she had ever been in Salinas
was on August 15, when she visited her sister at the hotel where “Rachel
Wells” also was staying. She arrived by bus from Oakland at 3 a.m. and
left at 7:30 the same morning, she said. (The “Miss X affidavit was
signed after noon that day.)

“Did you go to Judge Bardin’s home that morning?” Gilbert asked
her.

“I did not,” came the tight-lipped response.

Gilbert at this point requested that Judge Bardin and Russell Scott be
brought into the courtroom. The partners entered and stood watching
Mrs. Kimball on the witness stand, her hat off; after a moment they
left. Cross-examined by Hahn, Mrs. Kimball decisively denied that she
had signed the “Miss X” affidavit cr that she had given J udge Bardin or
anybody else a lock of her hair.
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Judge Bardin then was sworn.

“Did you see the woman who was on the witness stand before you?”
Gilbert asked him.

“I did.”

“Tell me whether cr not she is the woman who signed the ‘Miss X’
affidavit in your office.”

The reply was measured and confident. “The woman I saw on the
witness stand signed the ‘Miss X’ affidavit in my office.”

There was a clatter as reporters pushed back their chairs and started
for the door.

“That was the lady who was on the stand?” Gilbert insisted meticu-
lously.

“That is the woman who was on the stand preceding me here—Mrs,
Kimball. Mrs. Kimball entered my office, took a seat across from my
desk, as close as Mr. Dennison is from me now. She was very reticent,
had little to say, volunteered nothing, and answered few questions.”

Keyes, in cross-examination, wanted to know why Bardin kept a
sample of Mrs. Wiscman’s handwriting,

“I didn’t know who the woman was,” Bardin explained. “It was
done as a matter of precaution, like any other attorney would do. I
wanted some tangible clue to their identity. We had discussed the gro-
cery slips and she said she had written them. I asked her if she had seen
the photostatic copies of the slips, and she said she had, and they proved
she had writtcn them.”

He said Mrs. Wiseman appeared at ease during the interview, but
“Miss X” was constrained. At Keyes’ request, Bardin produced two
locks of hair which he said Mrs. Wiseman gave him as samples from
the women’s heads. The locks were introduced as cxhibits.

After Judge Bardin, Scott testified. He was not so emphatic in his
identification of Mrs. Kimball, saying only that she looked “very much
like” the woman who signed the affidavit in his presence.

The third of the Salinas witnesses was J oseph Levinson, a taxi driver,
who swore that Mrs. Wiseman and Mrs. Kimball were the two women
he drove to the Jeffrey House in Salinas on August 15, and later to
Bardin’s office. The prosecution did not cross-examine him; they told
reporters they were not concerned with the identity of “Miss X”—let
the defense worry about that; the State was concerned only with Mrs.
Wiseman’s duplicity and scheming.

Judge Bardin’s testimony amused Mrs. Wiseman. “Bunk!” she said.
“That’s anothzr one of those Temple things! I snipped one lock of hair
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from my switch and the other from Rachel Wells’ switch. I suggest
Mr. Woolley send them to an expert—he’ll probably find they came from
a horsc’s taill”

The appearance of Superior Judge Carlos S. Hardy as a defense wit-
ness brought a packed courtroom with a crowd pushing for admission.
At this point Aimee reversed her policy of censorship for Temple mem-
bers; instead of forbidding them to go near the hearing, she invited
everybody to attend. Mother Kennedy and Sister beamed as the digni-
fied jurist seated himself in the witness chair and gave his name and
position in a clear, firm voice. He first met the Temple leaders in Janu-
ary 1923, he stated, and had remained “more or less friendly” with them
ever since. In detail he recounted his dealings with McKinley and “Dr.”
Waters. McKinley approached him first with the story about Miller and
Wilson. He produced a letter from McKinley listing expenses totaling
$27.50 incurred in his activities on the case; it stressed that the at-
torney had no intention of capitalizing on the incident and had included
no charge for his time, because he wished to cooperate in the effort to
clear Mrs. McPherson. Hardy said he told McKinley that he would
be paid, but he never advanced him any money and knew nothing about
his being given $1000 at the Temple.

Waters, the judge testified, “told me he was a member of my church,
the Baptist Church, and that he had some information about the Mc-
Pherson case.” Hardy had Waters writc out what he said he knew and
kept the statement; it was produced in court.

Hardy denicd that he had told Burns detectives to find Ormiston. He
said Ormiston’s name was often mentioned in discussions at the Temple,
and once Mother Kennedy had said she wished Ormiston would come
forward and tell the truth. But he denied that while the evangelist was
missing Mother Kennedy had confided to him her private belicf that her
daughter was alive. Mother repeatedly told him, he said, that she be-
licved Aimee was drowned.

On the subject of Mrs. Wiseman he was emphatic. He admitted that
he had talked with her in his home just after she came to Los Angeles.
He listened to her story, he said—it involved “Belle Owens” and the
latter’s supposed sister as the woman at Carmel—but he did not discuss
Ormiston or the radio man’s domestic or financial troubles, or offcr to en-
gage a detective to work with her, or do other things Mrs. Wiseman had
sworn to.

Lorraine listened to this testimony intently, leaning forward on her
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elbows, smiling cynically. Aimee sketched caricatures of the attorneys
around the counsel table. One of Dennison (printed in the Examiner
the next day) made him look discouraged.

Dennison opened the cross-examination. “Judge Hardy, did you be-
lieve the story of McKinley?”

“Yes, I believed it,” was the candid reply.

“Do you believe Mrs. McPherson was kidnaped?”

A hush fell. Judge Blake meditatively pushed up the tip of his nose.

“I have no reason to believe otherwise,” replied Hardy evenly.

“I didn’t ask you that,” Dennison purred. “I asked you whether you
still believed Mrs. McPherson was kidnaped?”

The witness hesitated. Then he spoke quietly. “Yes, I do.”

“Did you believe Mrs. Wiseman’s story?”

“I believed a portion of it but not all of it, and I told Mrs. Kennedy.”

“You knew it had been publicly reported that Ormiston and Mrs. Mc-
Pherson fled from the Carmel cottage and that they had bcen seen about
the cottage?”

“Yes.”

“Did Mrs. Wiseman’s exoneration of Mrs. McPherson impress you?”

“It did.”

“How?”

“I assumed she had found additional evidence, but I did not pass on it
as an exoneration of Mrs. McPherson.”

Later, while on his vacation trip, he read the statement Mrs. Wiseman
gave to the newspapers and was struck unpleasantly because it contra-
dicted the statement she had given to him. Nevertheless, he had written to
her suggesting that they meet in San Francisco on his return southward.

Mother Kennedy and Aimee were jubilant when Hardy finished, and at
the Temple paeans of victory resounded. Mother rushed out a statement
triumphantly declaring: “Now you can see there was no conspiracy on
our part and that the only conspiracy there was existed in the minds of
the district attorney’s office.”

Sister predicted full victory. Hardy’s testimony, she said, showed that
McKinley was making an honest effort to find the kidnapers, and the
Douglas witnesses proved her footprints were found far out on the desert,
and that there were shacks in that area.

“I’s marvelous how the mist of insinuation and falsehood lifted yes-
terday!” she shouted. “It was a wonderful day for the defense—a glorious
unfolding of fact—a victory!”
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The subject of her sermon was “Shoes.” On the platform were lined all
sorts of footgear from wooden pattens to high Cossack boots.

“People who think I can’t walk twenty miles,” said the preacher, “make
me sick.”

The Court Rules

The wonderful days continued as the defense witnesses trooped through
the box. Two more desert figures told of finding a woman’s footprints be-
side the Gallardo fence, far from Agua Pricta—Constable Ash and M. E.
Irwin, a free-lance photographer. Ash volunteered that he was wearing
the same coat and shoes he had on while combing the desert, and he too
elevated his footgear for inspection. Irwin conceded that he had tried un-
successfully to sell one of his shack photographs to a newspaper as a
picture of the veritable captivity hut. Several Temple witnesses described
Mother Kennedy’s grief after her daughter’s disappearance. The daughter
of Mrs. Elizabeth Frame, Mother Kennedy’s close friend, testified that
she overheard a telephone convcrsation in Mrs. Frame’s home in which
Sister spoke with a man supposed to be one of the kidnapers; she quoted
Sister as saying, “It sounds like his voice, but I am not sure”-—not, she
said, “My God, it’s him!” The defense’s handwriting expert, Douglas L.
Swan, disputed the validity of the photographs of the grocery slips for
purposes of evidence, because the originals had been “altered, patched,
erased, rewritten, overwritten, traced, and otherwise strengthened” be-
fore the photographs were taken. Judge Blake pressed him sharply to
express an opinion as to the probable author, but Swan refused to com-
mit himself. Then Mrs. Wiseman’s attorney, Hahn, suffered a setback
in his attempt to establish the origin of the strawberry-pink corset worn
by Aimee in the desert. Brandishing the garment, Hahn cried that he was
prepared to prove it was a make sold in only two stores in Southern
California, and that it was purchased by Mrs. McPherson in Los Angeles
shortly before May 18. The judge ruled the corset was immaterial, and
its origin was never officially traced.

Blanche Rice brought the story full circle when she told how she re-
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ceived the first telephone call from the beach saying Sister was missing.
“Oh, Mr. Gilbert, do I have to tell all this? It is so hard to relate!” She
wept; it was the second time tears had flowed during the hearing. But she
collected herself sufficiently to certify that Mother’s grief-stricken attitude
did not alter during the weeks Sister was away.

With her tears the defensc rested, on Thursday, October 28, in the fifth
week of the hearing. Adjournment was taken until Wednesday of the next
week, to permit the judge to review the mountain of evidence in prepara-
tion for his decision. The transcript bulked to 3600 pages filling forty-
five volumes. The hearing already was the longest in California legal
kistory.

From the time the defense rested, Aimee discontinued her nightly
radio bulletins; no explanation was given. Never did she appear more
confident. At the Thursday baptismal service, her carbuncled knee almost
healed, she stood waist-deep in water and baptized sixty converts, men
and women, in batches of four and five. The altar and pulpit were
smothered in flowers.

On Monday, November 1, the defense and prosecution filed their
briefs. The defense asked for dismissal of the case on legal grounds, based
on the prosecution’s theory that no kidnaping had occurred; hence, if
there was no kidnaping, it was no crime for Mrs. McPherson or her
mother to say there was. As for perjury, they relied on “no material issue.”

The State bore down heavily on the charge of corrupting public morals:

From the fact of her presence at Carmel with Ormiston, coupled
with acts and declarations and telegrams and subterfuges given out to
the press by both Mrs. McPherson and her mother, and by the testi-
mony of Bardin and Hardy, the conclusion is irresistible that she went
there by agreement to foist upon the public this gigantic hoax and
to support it by the manufacture of false evidence, by perjury and by
subornation of perjury. When the defense called to the stand Judge
Bardin and Judge Hardy, and it was shown by their testimony that
they had aided and abetted this woman, however innocently, one in
the manufacture of the “Miss X” affidavit, the other in going down
to Long Beach to induce a blind attorney to advertise for phantom
Kidnapers, this conspiracy stood forth in all its hideousness, and to
say that they were dupes is to be charitable toward them. The infamy
of the act that made a judge of the Superior Court of this county
the dupe of this conspirator is an assault upon the integrity of our
judiciary that will last as long zs the waves wash the shores of Cali-
fornia.
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Aimee Semple McPherson, Minnie Kennedy and the others com-
bined together with the object of perpetrating a gigantic hoax in the
name of that which the people hold sacred, namely, religion. That
such a thing is corruption of public morals is without contradiction.
That a judge of the bench of California should be the victim of
this monstrous hoax is a reason why the press, the pulpit and the legal
machinery of the State should see that the laws are upheld and this
combination of unholy conspirators placed beyond the possibility of
doing further damage or injury.

Judge Bardin resented the prosecutor’s tongue-lashing: “Anything 1
have done in this case was done in good faith and with honorable inten-
tions. It is unfortunate if I have been imposed upon.”

Judge Hardy’s rebuttal was sophisticate: “That’s just his argument.”

On Tuesday, the day before Judge Blake was to render his decision,
Keyes received a letter mailed in Oakland and signed by a Miss Alice A.
Ammerer. The writer said that in May she had spent two weeks in Car-
mel. One day while walking she slipped and fell. A woman came out of
the house in front of which she fell and helped her pick up the spilled
contents of her vanity case. While she rested a little, the woman asked
her if she belonged to a church. When Miss Ammerer said no, the woman
said she should be a Christian. The letter continued:

She spoke admiringly of the blue silk dress I wore and said it was
her favorite color. She asked me to wait a moment and brought out
a book, saying it would be helpful to me. I took the book and opened
it to look at the first page. There was some writing, but before I could
sce what it was, she quickly took the book from my hands and tore
out that page, saying I did not need that. I thought no more of the
matter until a few days ago, when I was again in Carmel before
leaving for my home in Portland. I spoke about a lady giving me a
religious book, when my aunt said she believed the place where I
fell was in front of the Benedict cottage. After supper we walked over
there and sure cnough, that was the place.

I would not be a witness in this affair for the world, and don't
want the book. I don’t sec that it is of any use to you except to show
that the woman in the cottage on that Sunday last May was a religious
woman, Anyway, at my aunt’s suggestion I am sending the book to
you.

The book arrived. The first page was missing. Entitled The Divine
Plan of the Ages, for Bible Students, it was a textbook used by students




294 THE VANISHING EVANGELIST

at the Angelus Temple Bible School. Before Miss Ammerer could be
interviewed by Oakland police, she had left the state.

Court convened at 10 a.m., Wednesday, November 3. Aimee, dressed
in white, arrived smiling, jaunty, and unworried. She chatted and laughed
while the courtroom filled, and even Mother Kennedy, on whom the
strain of the tense weeks had told visibly, appeared relaxed.

Gilbert addressed the court in closing argument, summarizing the
legal points set forth in his written brief and attacking the propriety of
the prosecution. Hahn presented a short argument confessing Mrs. Wise-
man to be as guilty as the Temple leaders, and asking that all threc be
held for trial. Then Keyes spoke at length. No crime, he agreed, was in-
volved in Mrs. McPherson’s disappearing, or in her going to Carmel,
which he said the evidence proved. “She may or may not have been
guilty of violating a rooming-house ordinance of Carmel or Monterey,
but we are not concerned with that.”

Aimee and her mother listened gravely, the smilc fading from Aimee’s
lips and her face tightening into a little frown. Minnic’s lips moved silently
and steadily.

Keyes digressed from the record and described the scene in the grand-
jury room when Mrs. McPherson appeared there to testify. “I cannot
forget,” he exclaimed, “the impressive manner in which Mrs. McPher-
son swore to tell the truth with the oath, ‘So help me God’—and the im-
pressive way she uttered those words—‘So help me God! ” Ormiston
he excoriated as “a coward, hiding and slinking, afraid to come before
this court, his co-defendants, and the world.” Pointing to Aimee he called
her “perjurer.” “It outrages human intelligence to believe that Mrs. Mc-
Pherson was kidnaped! Mrs. McPherson and Mrs. Kennedy committed
perjury, and then coached Mrs. Wiseman, and now we have suborna-
tion of perjury!”

The judge called a ten-minute recess when the district attorney fin-
ished. When Blake emerged again from his chambers, stillness settled
over the room and Aimee’s eyes riveted on the judge’s impassive, youth-
ful face as he read his terse decision. It startled everybody by its brevity.

The issue presented to the court is not the guilt or innocence of
these defendants of the crime charged in the deposition and the court
is not passing upon such an issue. That is the province of a jury. How-
ever, this court is called upon to determine whether or not the of-
fense or offenses have been committed, and whether or not there is
sufficient cause to believe the defendants committcd such offense
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or offenses. “Sufficient cause” is and has been construed as “reason-
able or probable cause,” which means such a state of facts as would
lead a man of ordinary caution and prudence to believe and con-
scientiously entertain a strong suspicion that the persons accused are
guilty. After a full examination of the entire evidence, there is suf-
ficient cause to believe the defendants guilty.

He ordered the three women held for trial on three counts, each count
carrying a penalty of one to fourteen years in prison. Present bail was
continued.

Aimee sat as if stunned. Mother Kennedy smiled. Mrs. Wiseman ap-
peared unconcerned, chatting with her neighbors while the judge closed
the hearing. As reporters tumbled toward the door, both Mother and
Lorraine turned to observe the commotion, but Aimee sat staring. At
last she stood up, and turning to friends said in a loud voice, “As God
is my judge, I am innocent of these charges!”

Then she pushed her way toward the crowded doorway, flushing with
annoyance when people blocked her path. “This is enough to make one
shiver,” she muttered; she hastened to a waiting elevator and left the
building. ‘

As the last spectator was leaving tha courtroom, a woman walked in;
she had come all the way from New York, she said, to be on hand the
final day, and then had been unable to get past the guard at the door.
Looking around, she inquired, “Where did Aimee sit?”

A bailiff pointed.

“Well,” she said, “at least I can see the chair she sat in.”






THEME V:

The Answer
to Nobody’s Prayer

“The enemy gave out that I was
crazy and wholly unmanncd, but my
vitals held sound, nor was I any
more delirious than I had been from
my youth up.”

—ETHAN ALLEN
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The News Is Blue

Outside the courtroom, sensations had been exploding with a din like
that of an old-fashioned Fourth of July. On Thursday, the day the de-
fense rested, the Examirer screamed the news that a trunk had been
seized in New York, crammed with feminine apparel linked to Mrs. Mc-
Pherson. The trunk was said to be Kenneth Ormiston’s. Already it was
on its way to Los Angeles. Page after page displayed photographs of
creased and rumpled finery. All the clothing, the paper said, was pur-
chased in Los Angeles. Every garment had been sprinkled with per-
fume except one silk evangelist’s robe—red with grayish lavender collar
and lining. The gowns were size 38. (Aimee’s desert corset was size 37.)
There was a dress bearing a Los Angeles laundry mark and a white
flannel sports blouse with the mark of a Carmel dry cleaner. There were
several pairs of custom shoes from a Los Angeles shop where Sister
maintained a charge account. And there was a pair of black satin slip-
pers believed to be those worn by the woman in Carmel.

Keyes confirmed that the trunk had been seized at the Cumberland
Hotel, Broadway at 54th Street, by New York District Attorney Blanton
on September 27, the day the preliminary hearing opened in Los Angeles,
but at Keyes’ request the seizure had been kept secret. “The solution of
this case is at hand,” said the prosecutor gaily.

New York authorities had listed the trunk’s contents, and it was then
sealed, photographed from all sides, nailed in a wooden shipping crate
which also was sealed and photographed, and forwarded under $5000
bond, in charge of two express guards; these extraordinary precautions
were designed to prevent tampering along the way. Most important, a
strand of reddish hair found on a boudoir cap had been forwarded sepa-
rately by airmail. Keyes and others had compared it with samples of
Mrs. McPherson’s hair; their verdict was that “anyone could see that
they came from the same head.” Nevertheless, Keyes was sending it to
the University of California crime-detection laboratory in Berkeley for
irrefragable tests.

299
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Seizure of the trunk had resulted from the releniless search for Ormis-
ton carried on by the newspapers. The radio man, reporters in New
York learned, in the course of moving from city to city through the
East had checked into the Cumberland Hotcl in New York on August
29, under the name “Ralph Stringer.” He arrived with two suitcascs
and a handbag. The trunk recached the Cumberland on September 12,
coming from Jacksonville, Florida; it was addressed to “Ralph Stringer”
and was kept in the hotel storeroom until September 17, when “Stringer”
asked that it be brought up to his room, 1217. The porter was instructed
through the closed door to leave the trunk in the hall; as he was moving
away he glanced back and saw “Stringer” pull the trunk into the room
and shut thc door. The incident stuck in the porter’s mind because he
got no tip, and he groused to the chambermaid about “stingy Stringer.”
Two hours later the porter was called to take the trunk back to the
storeroom; he found it in the hall outside the closed door, and again
there was no tip. “Stringer” checked out of the hotel that evening, say-
ing he would send for the trunk. A radio set in his room he left as a
present for the housemaid.- Reporters and detectives arrived to question
him forty-eight hours after he checked out.

From the express company’s records it was established that the trunk
had been shipped from Pasadena on May 6 to Jacksonville, addressed to
“Ralph Stringer,” with instructions to hold until called for. The trunk
reached Jacksonville on May 11 and remained there until September 9,
when it was forwarded to the Cumberland Hotel on instructions con-
tained in a letter signed “Ralph Stringer,” mailed in New York on Sep-
tember 7. Now it was on its way to Los Angeles.

Kceyes capped the trunk seizure with a second sensational disclosure
—his possession of a letter, written in code on stationery such as women
commonly use, enclosed in a small pink envelope, and mailed to “Ralph
Stringer” on September 27 from the Arcade post office in Los' Angeles.
This was just when Los Angeles newspapers were carrying stories that
Ormiston planned to surrender. Composed partly in script and partly in
printed capital lettcrs, the cipher had been unscrambled to their satisfac-
tion by the prosecutor’s staff. The facsimile of the document and its trans-
lation were published, again in the Examiner, to the chagrin of the rival
Times. The public glanced, looked again, gawked, and gloated.

Couched in sweetheart terms and baby talk, the letter plainly was
written by a person undergoing some kind of ordeal. The saluta-
tion “DDM?” the decoders translated as “Dear Darling Man.”
“TIFAGWLYWAHH! WUFF!” became “This is from a girl




THE ANSWER TO NOBODY’S PRAYER 30t

who loves you with all her heart! Wuff!” The cryptic “OILYDDM
ILY W A M H!” was resolved into “Oh, I love you, dear, darling man!
1 love you with all my heart!” The complete letter read:

Dear Darling Man: This is from a girl who loves you with all her
heart! Wuff! Putting up noble fight here. Now, for any sakes, keep
cool. That person did not get your letter so you are all right on that
score! I don’t want you to think that your B. W. [Beloved Woman]
did those sijjy sings. Those people were plants who forced way in.
Think everything will ultimately be all right! Don’t worry self sick,
dear. If I were sure you would get this I would send you thou [thou-
sand dollars]. How can I tell? Have you all you necd? Are you tak-
ing care of yourself? Oh, I love you, dear, darling man! I love you
with all my heart! Why did you let me come back? AOWETH
[indecipherable]. Forever—some day all will come out right! Come,
cheer up, and I'll be KO I think unless ‘E’ breaks—and God forbid
that happening! Hold that end down whatever you do and leave the
rest to me. God bless you and comfort you, my dear—this is hard
enough for me, but poor you—you must be nearly insane. My heart
aches for you—TI feel your arms and comfort all the time. Poor little
Ba Ba Be wants U! But gotta do down there today and growl at the
whole world to beat the band. Head up now—and whatever happens,
don’t come. Your Owa Darling Woman That's Always Yours!
JACKIE.

“This letter,” said Keyes expansively, “absolutely clinches the case.
The identity of the writer is so plain an expert’s opinion is hardly neces-
sary. The letter was positively written by Aimec Semple McPherson.”

Two other letters to Ormiston, written by the evangelist, partly hand-
printed and in the same code, were in his possession, the district attorney
volunteered. He withheld their contents, but said they contained the
same endearing terms, were signed “Jackie,” and had been mailed by
a woman whom he described obliquely as “close to Mrs. McPherson and
whose name has already entered the case.” The women meeting that
definition, whose names began with “E,” the newspapers surmised, were
Mrs. Elizabeth Frame and Emma Schaffer. Neither, however, was ques-
tioned on the subject by the prosecutor’s office.

To the hullabaloo raised by these revelations Aimee retorted with
derision. Quizzed by reporters about the trunk, she joked that in a mys-
tery story every trunk is expected to have a body in it—preferably
mangled. “As a matter of fact, I understand Mr. Ormiston’s own body is
in that trunk.” As for the strand of reddish hair: “That hair didn’t come
from my head and I know nothing about it and care less.”
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“Ridiculous!” said Mother Kennedy.

At the Temple Sister told cheering thousands that while it was all
too foolish to answer, she did want to make clear that she did not say
“Wuff!” “Around the house, when playing with my children, I some-
times use the expression ‘Woof!” Those folks who are trying to put over
this gigantic frame-up ought to learn the correct spelling before they
write letters!”

The district attorney seemed to think “D D M” stood for “Dear Dar-
ling Man.” Well, it could just as well stand for “Dirty Desert Man” or
“Dirty Disreputable Monkey!” “Nobody could translate such hicro-
glyphics without having written them themselves or having known who
wrote them!”

The trunk was part of the frame-up. “I would receive the greatest
shock of my life if something of mine had not been planted in that trunk!
This is a newspaper war, feeding on the rivalry of great syndicates. News-
paper men have been allowed the freedom of my house throughout, with
access to everything thercin. And nothing is stopped at to make a ‘big
scandal story’!” This frame-up, she said, was the last straw on her follow-
ers’ patience, and the newspapers were behind the whole plot. “The
newspaper that broke the trunk story and the ‘Wuff-Jackie’ letter,” she
declared, had offered two of her intimate friends a million dollars to
betray her. Well, a week from then she would preach a special sermon
on “The Biggest Liar in Los Angeles.”

The newspaper accused, of course, was the Los Angeles Examiner.
That day the representative of the Examiner observing the scene at the
Temple reported with a tinge of awe: “She was cheered as no football
hero ever was cheered. The enthusiasm was never more frenzied. She
radiated confidence, courage, defiance, and stood before her people like
a triumphant empress.” These were the words of the newspaper that had
just fired its heaviest broadside against her, and found her indestructible.

That evening, in the photographic room of the Los Angeles Times,
a sudden firc destroyed a large quantity of negatives having to do with
the McPherson case. Nothing else was burned.

The trunk reached the district attorney and was opened ceremonri-
ously before a gallery of witnesses. Keyes, Murray, Dennison, Chicf
Deputy Prosecutor Davis, and Ben Cohen grouped around the sealed
crate for an official (and newspaper) photograph. Then the hammer was
swung by Davis and the trunk was uncovered. It was blue, a small, stout
steamer trunk of no distinction.
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Picce by piece, it yielded an amazing quantity of feminine apparel—
costly lingerie, evening gowns, hair ornaments, and custom shoes. The
amount of material spilling out astonished beholders; apart from a few
trinkets, the contents were inventoried as sixty-odd separate articles of
wearing apparel and personal possessions. The official list was published
in newspapers from coast to coast; even the New York Times printed
it accurately and in full, as follows:

1 green dress (dark cloth).
1 blue evening gown with pink and red roses around belt, with
gold lace.
1 bright cerise gown lined with gray iridescent silk.
1 white silk dressing gown with blue silk flowers.
1 gold beaded evening gown with tag “Imported by Bullock’s” [a
Los Angeles department store] at bottom.
black beaded evening gown.
black scarf with silver beads.
blue dressing robe with gold thread embroidery.
silver sash.
gold head band.
embroidered Arabic table cover.
bath towel with blue crocheted lace.
pair pajamas, two-piece, chemise and bloomers, pink.
morning gown, peach color, with green crepe de Chine.
blue and gray ribbed silk dress.
purple dressing gown with embroidered gold thread.
rhinestone hair ornaments.
pink crepe de Chine dress with rhinestones and pearls.
pair brown kid shoes with pair brown silk stockings.
pink nightgown, crepe de Chine, with lace.
pink silk slip.
purple sash with embroidery (Chinese).
small linen lace handkerchief.
gray coat with cape effect.
black silk cape lined with white.
purple Chincse or Japanese kimono embroidered.
dark blue serge dress with cape.
black velvet hoop-skirt dress with flowers.
pair black satin slippers with steel buckles.
pair brown patent slippers with snakeskin, trademarked “Laird
Schober.”
1 pink evening dress beaded with gold and silver lace and thread
embroidery with rose on shoulder.
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pair pink satin slippers with gold braided strap.
white crepe de Chine dress.

pale green dress with lace overslip (filet lace).
pink nightgown.,

burnt orange scarf, shaded.

light tan slip.

sport coat with fur collar.

dark blue silk umbrella with black tassel.

1 black velvet slecveless gown with red inserts and red and white

stcel beads.

1 peach morning gown with lace trimming.
blue case containing two perfume bottles.
pair peach silk hose.
two-piece blue sport dress.
embroidered white slip.
flesh silk brassiére.
pair pink silk bloomers,
peach-colored nightgown.
pink nightgown.
pink boudoir cap.
pink panne velvet dress with salmon rose.
lace morning gown.
black silk slip and black ovcrdress.

2 water-wave combs.

orchid slip.

small black lace shawl.

dress slip, flesh colored, plaited.

lace boudoir cap, trimmed with little flowers and ribbon.
lavender embroidered nightgown.

lace hair band with pink ostrich feathers,

pair silver slippers with buckles.

pair green hose.

salmon chemise.

fur jabot trimmed with black crepe de Chine.
pair white shoe covers, cotton.
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The trunk sccmed as incxhaustible as a magician’s hat; the onlookers
were bewildered. When cverything had been catalogued, the lot was
bundled up again and carted to a bank vault for safckeeping.

Four articles on the original list from New York engaged the special
attention of the prosecutor’s rescarchers: the dark blue serge traveling
dress, the blue and gray corded silk dress, a sports blouse marked by a
Carmel dry cleaner, and the black satin slippers, well worn, from which
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all markings had been rcmoved. Confusion arose when the Carmel
cleaner arrived in town to identify the sports blouse; he was taken to the
bank vault by Detective Cohen, but the blouse could not be found. On
second thought, nobody could recall having seen it when the trunk was
unpacked, and it did not appear in the Los Angeles official list made when
the garments werc examined in Keyes’ office. The baffled district attorney
wired to New York inquiring what had happened to the vitally nceded
garment. New York authorities insisted that everything in the trunk had
been sent along, absolutely nothing abstracted except the strand of auburn
hair, which had been forwarded by mail. Yet the blouse had been specifi-
cally described in newspaper dispatches from Ncw York. Thus was added
a new mystery.

The blue and gray ribbed silk dress, however, was in hand, and the
cleaner’s tag inside the right shoulder was traced to the Fanchet Dye
Works at 2995 Glendale Boulevard. (Angelus Temple is at 1100 Glen-
dale Boulevard.) Records showed the dress had been brought in by
Dorothy Ayres, a Temple stenographer, on November 13, 1925, and
was billed to Emma Schaffer. The dress had four tassels, two hanging
down.at the coilar, two at the waistline. During the cleaning one of the
tassels came off. It was found after the dress had been delivered, but it
had never been called for. The dress in the trunk had three tassels at-
tached and one plainly missing. The cleaner brought in the retrieved
tassel: it matched the three on the frock exactly.

The blue serge traveling dress interested investigators because of two
fashion peculiarities: the tight-fitting, wrist-length sleeves decorated with
close-set black buttons, tcn in a row under each forearm; and the short
cape with braided collar and scalloped edge. Photographs of Sister Mc-
Pherson waving good-by from the train when she departed for the Holy
Land in January showed her wearing a dark blue serge traveling dress
of the same design, on each underarm a row of ten close-set ornamental
buttons, and a short cape with braided collar and scalloped cdge.

Ben Cohen added his own discovery. A wash cloth found in the Bene-
dict cottage after the McIntyres left had a blue crocheted border. In the
trunk was a bath towel with a blue crocheted border, and the crochet
stitch, Cohen pointed out, as well as the thread and the pattern in both
borders were the same; the two pieces formed a set.

The district attorney was abundantly content with this first Monday
in November when, on the motion of the state attorney general, the fel-
ony charges against him were quashed. And Alameda County District

Attorney Earl Warren showed friendly cooperation when he wired from
L
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Oakland that a woman had come to him with the information that just
before her disappearance Mrs. McPherson bought $2500 worth of ex-
pensive lingeric; the informant named shops in Los Angeles where the
purchases were supposed to have been made. But Keyes’ detectives were
unable to find any trace of this reported trousseau.

Aimee’s retort to all this was to assail the district attorney for “vicious
and untruthful statements.” Her case, she said, must not be shuflled off
under a cloud.

“Absolute vindication—that is our goal—and nothing short of it! For
the cause of Christ, for my hundreds of thousands of friends, for my two
beautiful children, for my precious, faithful mother, for right and de-
cency, for the honor of womanhbood!”

The Biggest Liar

Judge Blake received more death threats immediately after handing
down his decision. Keyes, to clarify the public’s mind after weeks of ob-
fuscation, summarized the ten points on which he said the testimony
proved Mrs. McPherson’s kidnaping story was a fabrication:

(1) Before May 6, Mrs. McPherson conceived the idea of running
away with Kenneth Ormiston.

(2) On the night of May 9 she met Ormiston at the Alexandria
Hotel and they plotted their flight.

(3) She provided the money for Ormiston to go to Oakland on
May 11, and thence to Carmel, where he rented the cottage on May
14.

(4) He returned to Los Angeles on May 14 and went into hiding
at the Clark Hotel, where he met Mrs. McPherson on the morning of
May 18.

(5) Ormiston checked out of the Clark at 1 p.m. on May 18. Mrs.
McPherson disappeared between 3 and 4 p.m. They met and drove
in Ormiston’s Chrysler to Carmel, where they arrived at 4 a.m. the
next day.

(6) They stayed in Carmel until May 29; then, fearing exposure,
they traveled south, were intercepted in Santa Barbara, and learned
that Mrs. McPherson could not return casily because the pursuit was
too hot.
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(7) Mother Kennedy, knowing her daughter was alive, caused
hundreds of Temple workers to carry out the search for her daughter’s
drowned body and hired divers and airplanes to carry on the pretense;
at least two men died as a result of these activities.

(8) Ormiston instigated a scheme to make it appear that Mrs.
McPherson had been kidnaped by engineering an approach to Mec-
Kinley, offering to produce her in return for heavy ransom.

(9) Pursuant to this plan, Mrs. McPherson traveled to Agua
Pricta, walked into the village, and announced that she had been
kidnaped but had escaped from her abductors, named Steve and Rose,
and had walked seventeen miles across the desert with the thermometer
at 120 degrees Fahrenheit.

(10) In an effort to influence the public mind and make the public
believe her story, Mrs. McPherson conspired with Mrs. Wiseman to
stage the Carmel hoax and caused her to sign false affidavits stating
that Ormiston’s Carmel companion was “Miss X.”

The theory that the mysterious Miller and Wilson existed and were
emissaries sent by Ormiston and Mrs. McPherson to enlist McKinley’s
help in the kidnaping hoax (with presumably a plan to split the ransom
money several ways) the prosecution said was borne out by Ormiston’s
presence in Long Beach from May 6 to May 9, where he was registered
at the Virginia Hotel as “Frank Gibson.” On May 8, Mrs. McPherson
parked her car in the Virginia Hotel garage and went into the hotel
through a directly connecting door, after telling the garage attendant
that she was going to lunch there and would pick up her car immediately
afterward. Proof of this hotel visit, with identification by the garage and
hotel employees, was produced.

To bolster its contention that the evangelist dehberately planned to
disappear, the State produced a cablegram sent from Angelus Temple on
May 6 to a minister in England, offering him the pulpit for two months,
and agreeing to cable him transportation money if he would start at once.
This cable was filed just before midnight on May 6, about the time when
Ormiston was registering at the Virginia Hotel in Long Beach.

At the same time the prosecution stated its theory that when Aimee
and Ormiston were halted by Wallace Moore outside Santa Barbara on
May 29 (the State holding that their identity was proved), they were
hurrying south to carry out a prearranged plan for the evangelist to
be discovered bound in a shack in lonely Topanga Canyon, a desolate,
wild tract near Malibu, northwest of Los Angeles; but the encounter
with Moore convinced them they could not enter the Los Angeles area
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unobserved, and they turned and fled north again. The prosecution be-
lieved they separated temporarily, but met again in Oakland and traveled
by train from there to Scattle; then they separated again and made their
way scparately to Chicago. The Statc theorized that Ormiston carried
the satin slippers and other clothing worn by Aimec in Carmel eastward
in a handbag, and transferred whatever he had not destroyed to the blue
trunk in New York. Aimee was belicved to have turncd southward from
Chicago, traveling by bus to Necw Mexico and Arizona, where for sev-
eral days just before her reappearance she was hidden on Hallenbeck’s
ranch; her description of her captivity hut was believed to have becn
inspired by roughly similar shacks on that ranch. This theory in full
was never buttressed by testimony in court, and its tenuousness was im-
plied by the fact that it was modified scveral times during the course of
the preliminary hearing. Against the theory was the indisputable fact
that no one cver, at any time during the case or in the years thereafter,
came forward claiming to know where the evangelist had been for the
twenty-four days between May 29 and June 23.

Rumors that she was in need of a rest and planned to take a vacation
were bumptiously denied by Aimee, while the controversy over the trunk
raged. The Sunday after she was held for trial, she preached her scheduled
sermon on “The Biggest Liar in Los Angeles.” For an hour she held the
audience in suspense while she enumerated the lics circulated in the city,
mainly about herself.

“In Los Angeles,” she summarized, “there is a tremendous liar. There
are a lot, but there is one man who is at the fountainhead of this thing.
He has been trying to put the skids under Angelus Temple—has circu-
lated rumors—written letters to destroy the Temple—and I'm going to
name that man if it’s the last thing I do before I die.”

The audience shouted for blood.

“There have been so many lies circulated about Angelus Temple and
Sister McPherson! One says, ‘She charges money for pcople who come
up here to get healed.” It’s a lie. Another is that Sister McPherson made
up her mind to run away. It’s a lie. Then they said I wrote letters. When
I start, Il do better than that ‘D D M’ which wise heads interpreted to
mean ‘Dear Darling Man’! And then they found some clothes in a trunk
in New York. These dresses were cut low in front and low in back;
they had spangles on them, red, blue, purple, green—as a matter of fact,
I think it’s a circus performer’s costume!”
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She ticked off the lies told about her and denied each one:

She didn’t have any electrical gadgets in her baptismal tank to make
her converts jump and shout when they were immersed.

She didn’t pay fake cripples to enact fake cures.

She didn’t give back money to persons cured after they testified over
her radio.

Angelus Temple had no “padded room” for fanatics-—unless people
meant the radio broadcasting studio.

She didn’t run away to hoax the public and raise a huge memorial
fund.

There wasn’t any memorial fund; all the money raised was for the
Bible School “and went there and is there. If I wanted to raise money, I
wouldn’t run away to do it; I'd stay right herc and raise any amount I
asked for!”

She wasn’t at Carmel, and if she did try to hide she wouldn’t put on
dark glasses and a veil and sneak around mysteriously so as to attract
attention,

Why didn’t Ormiston come back? Probably because the woman who
was with him wouldn’t let him, and if the woman didn’t come back with
him, what good would it do? “I certainly wouldn’t come back if I was
that woman!”

She didn’t pay anybody to manufacturc evidence.

Her income tax wasn’t the largest filed in Los Angeles except for one
£ilm star.

She didn’t own a stable of horses that she raced at Tijuana.

She didn’t make her money by gambling.

And finally—while it doubtless was going to disappoint a lot of peo-
ple who had been told differently (she glanced archly toward the re-
porters under the balcony)—her hair was not red!

Then, in her concluding words, she identified the biggest liar 1n the
city—"“the Devil, father of lies.”

Reporters said a handful of soreheads stamped out in disgust after
this letdown, but most of the crowd enjoyed the joke, and Sister enjoyed
it with them.

But Aimee sensed that outside the Temple the public was weary of
the case. The Sunday after this effort she had announced she would
preach on “The Little Blue Trunk”; a real baggage smasher would throw
out of a baggage car “the district attorney’s trunk,” “the reporter’s
trunk,” “the evangelist’s trunk,” and their secrct contents would be dis-
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played. But instead she abruptly informed her congregation that “people
in Los Angeles are tired of ‘little blue trunks’ and want to hear the
word of God,” and comment on the affair from her platform ceased.

Bob Shuler belatedly followed suit, turning his inquiring mind to the
Hall-Mills murder with the debatable question: “Is Murder a Solution
for Marital Infidelity?”

A somber note crept into the news with word that Ben Cohen, jog-
ging to Carmel with the black satin slippers taken from the blue trunk in
an effort to have Benedict identify them, found the owner of the Scenic
Drive cottage close to death, a victim of the furor that had beat around
him since May. His doctor held no hope; Cohen returned without an
interview. On November 20 Benedict died. His son publicly blamed the
McPherson case. Aimee and Mother Kennedy telegraphed condolences
to the widow: MR. BENEDICT HAS LEFT WITH US THE MEMORY OF A
SINCERE, ABLE AND SPLENDID GENTLEMAN. Both Gilbert and Keyes
lamented the loss of one of their strongest witnesses.

Benedict’s death was the eighth involving a figure in the case. Four
of the dead were linked directly—the diver Ed Harrison, Waters, Mc-
Kinley, and Benedict. Two men died with McKinley in the overturned
car; a man thought to be demented perished when he leaped into the sea
during the search for the evangelist’s body; and a youth swimming far
out to check on a dark patch on the water was drowned.

Keyes at this juncture received a welcome call to Washington, D.C.,
to testify there as a character witness in the Fall-Doheny oil-lease trials,
the Teapot Dome case. The date for his filing an information in the Mc-
Pherson case—the legal formality that would institute the trial—was
moved up by consent of the defense to January 10.

Before he headed east, Keyes received another letter from Ormiston,
forwarded through his Chicago attorney, in which the radio man derided
the value of the trunk, the “Jackie” letter, and the clothing. “I have
no means of knowing whether the trunk reported delivered in Los
Angeles is or is not my property. As for its contents, I know no more than
any other gullible reader of the scandal sheets.”

Ormiston, Keyes commented grimly, might “write letters until the
cows come home”; he was interested in nothing that fugitive had to say
unless it was said in front of him. With that, Keyes left town.

Then, on December 6, Ormiston’s blue Chrysler coupc was found in
Oakland.

Two days later Ormiston himself was tracked down in Harrisburg,
Pennsylvania, and the tangled fugue played out its final theme.
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“The Answer to Nobody’s Prayer”

In Los Angeles a newsboy, crying the extra on Ormiston’s arrest, was
shot in the back by a sniper. He suffered only a flesh wound, but the
incident was indicative of the excited upsurge of interest when the so-
long-sought radio operator was dramatically brought to bay.

Behind the headlines lay a race against time of which the public knew
nothing. For months those rivals, the Los Angeles Examiner and the
Los Angeles Times, had been picking up Ormiston’s zigzag trail. The
Times moved methodically, and by early December was close to its
quarry. Twice its reporters met in a night-long session with Mrs. McPher-
son and canvassed their findings, to her apparent unconcern. The Times
had established, and published, that on April 25, the day after the
evangelist returned from Europe, Ormiston was driving along Glendale
Boulevard, from the general direction of Angelus Temple, in his blue
coupe, with a woman companion, when his car broke down. He had the
car towed to the Maryland Garage, 125 Maryland Strcet, Glendale, and
there called a taxi. The taxi driver reported that he took Ormiston and
the woman to Pasadena and let them out a block from the Maryland
Hotel there, where the radio man had registered the day before as “H. C.
Cornell.” On April 26 Ormiston reclaimed his car, paying $12 for the
repairs. Prosecutor’s detectives obtained the repair tag as proof.

On May 1, Ormiston bought the blue steamer trunk at the Herbold
Luggage Shop in Pasadena, a few blocks from the Maryland Hotel, and
ordered it to be sent to “Cornell” at the hotel. The trunk arrived on May 3,
empty, and was carried to Ormiston’s room. On May 6, Ormiston
checked out of the Maryland, leaving the trunk to be picked up by Ameri-
can Express and shipped to “Ralph Stringer, Jacksonville, Florida.” The
expressman weighed the trunk at seventy-two pounds. The trunk when
received by Keyes weighed roughly seventy-two pounds.

The Times was closing in. At this juncture Hearst editors reportedly
made a deal with friends of Ormiston in Los Angeles who were in no
way associated with Angelus Temple, persuading them that Kenneth’s
discovery was a matter of days, and that he would be well advised to
surrender under favorable conditions.
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Just then investigators in Oakland stumbled on the missing blue
Chrysler coupe. It had been in the Beverly Garage there since June 24,
the day after Mrs. McPherson reappeared; the man leaving it gave the
name “Duffy” and said he would pick up the car in a few days. After
several weeks the garage owners put the car on blocks, but did nothing
further until a stranger, unshaven and poorly dressed, appeared and
claimed the machine. He looked nothing like “Duffy,” but he had the
pink registration slip with the name “Kenneth G. Ormiston.” The garage
notified police. Two days later Ormiston Senior admitted he had tried
to get possession of his son’s car.

Detectives hurried up from Los Angeles and broke open the rear
compartment of the auto in the presence of thirty-five reporters; they
found a typewriter, the missing half of the radio receiving set left in
Benedict’s bungalow, articles of men’s clothing, a woman’s handkerchief
with a laundry mark, a piece of a broken earring or necklace, a pair of
dark glasses and (they said) two strands of hair with a copperish glint
on the seat cushion.

Ormiston Senior exploded. “Yesterday, when they opened the rear
compartment of Kenncth’s car, I was watching them. But afterward,
when I wasn’t watching, they said they found some hair and a pendant
from a necklace. While I was looking they didn’t find anything like
that!”

Asked to comment on the find, Mrs. McPherson was cool. “I hardly
understand why I should be called upon to comment on the things in
Mr. Ormiston’s car. The discovery is as much news to me as it is to the
general public.”

Then came the bombshell: “Ormiston Arrested in Harrisburg!” After
a month of comparative quiescence, the Aimee story was on the front
pages again.

Ormiston was found living in an apartment at 25 Front Street in
Harrisburg. He had been there since October 6, under the name “Fred
Linninger.” His neighbors were respectable: directly below him lived
the Pennsylvania director of the committee on publications of the Chris-
tian Science Church, while overhead resided the Reverend Silas S. Swal-
low, an octogenarian Methodist minister who twice had run for Presi-
dent of the United States on the Prohibition ticket. The owner of the
building, Mrs. Gustav Koster, said “Linninger” was a quiet, unassuming
tenant who never attracted suspicion. “He told me he was an engineer.
He seemed a very nice man. He paid the rent in advance, always paying
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cash.” The charwoman reported he had worked at night, apparently in
a machine shop, because he came in regularly at 4 a.m. and his clothes
were greasy.

The circumstances of his “arrest” started a hullabaloo. Ormiston, it
developed, was taken into custody by a Chicago detective, Sergeant
Harry Donnelly, who was acting without orders from Chicago. With
Donnelly were a Harrisburg detective, Oscar (Kit) Carson, and a Hearst
newspaper reporter-detective. None of them had a warrant. At the
moment of Ormiston’s arrest, a few blocks away Chicago Police Chief
Morgan Collins was addressing a police convention of which Harrisburg
Police Chicf Joseph Thompson was chairman; both chiefs were as startled
by the news as the public, and much more embarrassed.

Ormiston’s apprehenders whisked him to a hotel overnight, then
boarded a train for Chicago in secrecy. The radio man was reported to
be almost broke; his possessions comprised clothing, one traveling bag,
a typewriter, a radio sct, and detective and radio magazines—in a couple
of which were technical articles he had sold under his own name during
his concealment. Harrisburg Detective Carson admitted that he had
smelled something fishy when they found Ormiston waiting with his
bag packed; he even seemed put out because they were late. The fugi-
tive, said Carson, had grown a mustache and was wearing heavy horn-
rimmed spectacles and was unrecognizable from the photographs cir-
culated by the Los Angeles police. None of the circulars, said Carson,
mentioned that the man limped.

In Chicago, Ormiston met his lawyer, Martin, then moved into a
South Side apartment and passed the time pleasantly riffling through
the offers for his story that rained from newspapers, syndicates, and book
publishers. In Los Angeles, Dennison clamored for his proper arrest.
Chief Collins retorted that Chicago held no warrant, and besides, “he
never hurt anybody or committed perjury in Chicago.” Sergeant Don-
nelly was threatened with disciplinary dismissal from the force, until the
explanation was accepted that he had not “arrested” the radio man but
had merely “escorted” him to Chicago.

Dennison wired to Collins and to Cook County State’s Attoracy
Crowe demanding an arrest, airmailing the warrant. Then he hustleci
before the grand jury and obtained an indictment that was twenty-fout
pages and ten thousand words long. Still Chicago did not oblige; Ormis-
ton roamed the city at will, shielded from prying rival reporters by rep-
resentatives of the Hearst press. Keyes, departing Washington for a week

or so of show-going in New York, assured reporters that every effort
L*
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would be put forth to return Ormiston to Los Angeles immediately. On
arriving in Philadelphia a few hours later, he seemed barely interested.
“I'haven’t had time to give this matter consideration,” he said negligently.
“If I get an opportunity to stop off in Chicago on my return to the West
Coast, I may run in and have a look at Ormiston. He is only a sidelight
in the McPherson case right now.”

“Well, that’s pretty good!” exploded Crowe in Illinois. “When they
couldn’t find this man and thought he was securely planted for the dura-
tion of the McPherson trial, they yelled to high heaven for his appre-
hension! Now he is here and within reach—if officially wanted—the Los
Angeles district attorney gets buck fever and describes the fugitive as
merely a ‘sidelight’!”

However, when the warrant arrived from Los Angeles, Crowe carried
it to Chief Collins’ office and demanded that Ormiston be arrested. It
couldn’t be done, replied Collins; he didn’t know where the man was.
Besides, Ormiston had made an appointment to drop in at the chief’s
office the next day and surrender peaceably. “All we can do is sit and
wait,” he said.

The day Ormiston was scheduled to surrender was Wednesday. The
setting was impressive. Before a battery of news cameras and reporters
that overflowed into the corridor, Chief Collins sat at his desk, warrant
in hand. Two o’clock was the hour. At two o’clock the telephone rang. It
was lawyer Martin. His client, the attorney informed the chief, would
be unable to keep the appointment. “He has a little cold and is indis-
posed. Anyway, he has gone out of the city for a couple of days and 1
guess we had better set the time up to Friday at eleven a.m. Maybe he’ll
come in then.”

Collins flushed. It made no difference to him whether Ormiston came
in on Friday or a year from Friday, he muttered, and vented a tirade
against Los Angeles and its law-enforcement agents. “Keyes doesn’t
want this man and I'm not going to fool with him! He stands off and
howls for the Chicago police to pull his chestnuts out of the fire, and
that’s not going to be done by this office! I don’t know whether I’d arrest
this man if I ran into him on the strect!”

But Collins tried again Friday—news cameras on hand, warrant in
fist, a scowl on his face. Eleven o’clock and no Ormiston. The telephone
tinkled; Martin reported his client would be around at 3 o’clock that
afternoon, so sorry for the delay. Collins repeated the whole business at
3 o’clock. At 3:48 he gave up. “Somebody is making a monkey out of
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this office!” he barked, chased out the reporters, locked the door, and
went home.

At about that hour, Ormiston, in a limousine described as long and
sleek, surrounded by an escort of newspaper men, roiled into Los
Angeles. His journey westward was recounted exclusively in the Ex-
aminer the next morring; Ormiston, said that paper, “tired of waiting
to be arrested in Chicago, came back to find out what it’s all about.”

The disgusted Times headlined its acidulous report, “Mr. Ormiston
Is Here to See Us,” and sneered at its hijacked quarry as “the answer to
nobedy’s prayer.”

“Our Heavenly Father
Is with Her”

Ormiston’s advent brought from Mrs. McPherson only the comment, tart
and terse: “I have no statement to make on the predicament of Mr.
Ormiston. I am not concerned with his travels, and whether he is in
Chicago, California, or Timbuctoo means nothing to me.”

At 10:30 a.m., the day after his arrival, by arrangement Ormiston
strolled into Keycs office. The cntirc staff was lined up to welcome him.
A throng of women filled the corridor outside, and half a hundred re-~
porters and photographers struggled to rccord the scenme. Affable and
smiling, Ormiston shook hands with Murray and Chief Deputy Prose-
cutor Davis (whom he knew from grammar-school days) and was in-
troduced to Denuison. Cohen served the warrant, and amid the boom-
ing of flashlights the genial party crossed to thc courtroom of Judge
Elliott Craig, where they posed for more photograpks, the judge in-
cluded. The court was then advised of the significance of the visit. Ormis-
ton, who had sunk into a chair, arose.

“Your Honor,” he said, “I came to California voluntarily and of my
own free will. By doing this I saved the County of Los Angeles a grecat
expense. In view of this fact, I will ask the court to reduce my bornd from
$10,000 to $2500.”

Said Dennison, “The State joins in the motion.”

Said the judge, “Bail reduced.”
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That, courtroom veterans remarked, for a litigant without counsel
was remarkably effective talking. A bail bondsman was at hand and bond
was posted. The entire proccedings (photographs included) took ten
minutes.

Reporters swarmed around, but Ormiston cut them them off with
friendly firmness. “I cannot talk about the McPherson cage,” he said.

“What about the evidence found in your car?” Silence. “What about
‘Miss X’?” Silence. “What about Carmei?” Silence. “Will Mrs. McPher-
son’s attorneys represent you?”’

“I think not,” he replicd with a grin.

“Are you going to see Mrs. McPherson?”

Not deigning to reply, Ormiston stepped back into Keyes’ office, and
using the district attorney’s typewriter tapped out a statement which,
he informed the press crew, contained all he intended to say:

I am very happy to be here in Los Angeles and face the charges
brought against me in a square and dignified manner. Intrigue and
hokum are as thick as a San Francisco fog, and it most certainly is not
my intention further to complicate the situation; nor is it in my mind
to enter the spotlight as a figure of public interest. I was located in
the East by a newspaper reporter, and I have been accompanied by re-
porters to Los Angeles. My movements were entirely voluntary
throughout.

With a friendly nod all around, he departed the Hall of Justice,
registered at the Rosslyn Hotel not far away, and left immediately to
spend the evening with his brother, Thomas, and meet his brand-new
niece.

The date was Saturday, December 18. The district attorney’s office
settled back to normalcy and around town the California weather re-
sumed its place of priority among topics of conversation.

“I am sorry Mr. Ormiston came all the way back from Chicago to
find it raining here,” contributed Aimee Semple McPherson.

The holiday season was approaching, and with it Keyes approached
by deliberate stages the city of his responsibilities. He got back just
before Christmas, and to critics of his dilatoriness in the Ormiston im-
broglio he replied that he had gone east on personal business and did
not have the time to go to Chicago; his itinerary had been plotted down
to the “split second.” He warmly commended the Hearst newspapers
for their handling of the situation.
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The feeling in the city was sampled at the time by no less sagacious
a reporter than H. L. Mencken, who was on a tour of the West. As a
connoisseur of revivalists, he hustled to Angelus Temple to witness
Sister in action. Her hair was niot red, he wired the Baltimore Sunpapers,
it was mahogany-colored, and “the more civilized Angelenos all sym-
pathize with her and wish her well.” With Maryland gallantry he pointed
out that she simply had been asked whether she was guilty of immorality,
and when she answered “No” was prosecuted. No judge of the Free
State, drunk or sober, he opined, would entertain such a charge against
a woman, nor would any Maryland grand jury indict her. While District
Attorney Keyes obviously had the newspapers on his side, Sister had
the radio, and in the lorg haul, Mencken guessed, the radio would win.
“Unless I err grievously, our Heavenly Father is with her.”

The betting popularly was that Aimee would never come to trial. The
city seethed with rumors, and so did Angelus Temple. Strange faces
were appearing there—outsiders, worldly people, and especially two
newspapermen, one until recently with the Examiner and the other from
the Times. This pair moved in during December and assumed almost
dictatorial control of the defense tactics, with Sister’s eager cooperation.
Gilbert later admitted that he never knew from day to day where he
stood, and Woolley found the interference intolerable; he withdrew as
counsel. Mrs. McPherson promptly engaged the rising Jerry Giesler to
assist Gilbert, but made clear that the latter had not been supplanted.
All over the city spies were on watch to see whether the evangelist
and Ormiston would communicate, but the snoopers had nothing to re-
port except remors.

Two days after Christmas Ormiston was granted a further continu-
ance of his arraignment. “What’s all the excitement about?” he quipped
to photographers. “I'm just a big trunk man from Harrisburg, P.A.” He
also got back his car, on the promise to produce it when wanted.

The last day on which the district attorney could file an informa-
tion against Mrs. McPherson, Mrs. Kennedy, and the other defendants,
was January 10. Should the information not be filed, the case would
expire automatically. On December 29, amid increasing rumors that a
sensational turn of events was imminent, Keyes announced that be-
cause of the collapse of Mrs. Wiseman’s testimony, the charges prob-
ably would be dropped.

“The McPherson case is now in such a muddled state that a convic-
tion is almost impossible,” he said sourly. “The principal witness is a
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turncoat and a perjurer and has told a different story every day. In view
of this fact, it would be impossible to obtain a cenviction.”

What had happened was that in a new version of her introduction to
the plot, Mrs. Wiseman accused Roland Rich Woolley of being the
principal instigator. She said Wooliey drew her into the hoax through
his brother, Jack Woolley, who was the mysterious “Mr. Martin” she met
in San Francisco. When she first arrived in Los Angeles, she added, she
went directly to Woolley’s office, where she got instructiors on how to
frame the “Miss X” evidence.

Keyes brought Woolley before almost the entire staff of his deputies
and questioned him all day under conditions of virtual arrest. Not
only was the attorney’s reputation at stake, his professional career was
threatened. Mrs. Wiseman stormed through the room, accusing Woolley
of having unproper relations with her when they attended the same
high school in Salt Lake City. In this assertion she was supported by
her sister, Mrs. Kimball, and by their mother, Mrs. Clara McDonald.

Woolley made an outraged denial. The first time he had ever laid
eyes on Mrs. Wiseman, he repeated, was on August 15 in Judge Bardin’s
office in Salinas. He had warned Mrs. Kennedy and Mrs. McPherson
against her. Mrs. Wiseman had specifically cleared him of complicity in
the “Miss X” hoax in her testimony during the prehmmary hearing.
Hamner, the associate Temple attorney, confirmed Woolley’s statement.

Woolley then prepared a formal statement, distributed on December
29 to all the newspapers and carried identically by them, in which he re-
corded “a blanket denial of each and all the charges” Mrs, Wiseman
had made against him. He repeated his specific denial of each point in
her accusation and said, “My position in the McPherson case has been
strictly professional, open' and aboveboard, and if any underhanded
methods or framing of hoaxes have been carried on, I have not been a
party to them.”

Keyes ordered both Mrs. Wiseman and Woolley before the grand jury.
The jurors heard the conflicting stories and completely cleared Woolley
of any suspicion of complicity. Keyes gave the lawyer a public testimonial
of clearance, in the form of a letter in which he said that from the in-
vestigation he was “convinced that any statements reflecting upon
you . . . are entirely unjustified and without foundation in fact.” Wool-
ley, then, at considerable expense and annoyance to himself, obtaincd
from Utah records and affidavits proving the impossibility of Mrs. Wise-
man’s accusations: he had never attended school with her and their paths
could not have crossed.
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Many people were convinced that the attack was no vagary on Mrs.
Wiseman’s part, but was a stratagem (now that Woolley had withdrawn
as the Temple counsel) to throw the blame on him for the “Miss X” hoax,
thus opening a way for Mrs. McPherson and Mrs. Kennedy to plead that
they had merely acted on the instructions of their attorney.

Sister’s only comment on the blow-up was: “As far as Mrs. Wiseman
is concerned, the least said the better. I feel confident that Mr. Keyes will
do the just thing when all the true facts are presented to him.”

On sccond thought, Keyes concluded that this brainstorm on the part
of the State’s key witness did not vitiate the prosecution’s case after all:
from the first, the State had rested their case not on Mrs. Wiseman’s
word, but on the corroborating evidence and testimony of others. He
then reversed himsclf again and on December 31 declared the trial
would go on.

Still rumors of a dismissal persisted. Around Angelus Temple reporters
caught whispers that Sister was placing her reliance in three “deliverers”
—bclieved to be her two newspaper consultants and a press agent who
had been hired before the preliminary hearing—and there were fright-
ened allusions to *“payofls.”

On New Year’s Day, Aimee announced that she was planning a tour
of eastern cities—*"as soon as my case is disposed of.” The same day
Ormiston started the serial story of his Odyssey, exclusively in the Ex-
aminer. He identified “Miss X” as a nurse from Scattle. At the Temple
Aimee said, “Ormiston can talk until he is blue in the face—but why
should it interest me? I was not at Carmel, and that scttles that.”

All New Year’s week, Keyes wavered. “This is a very important mat-
ter and cannot be decided in a minute,” he grumbled. “I intend to take
all the time necessary to make up my mind.”

On Sunday, January 9, Aimec, attired in the hoop skirt of an ante-
bellum belle, preached her “farewell sermon” on the tdpic “Slavery Days”;
around her sprouted a field of cotton, dusky toilers bending along its
rows and a villainous Simon Legree cracking a blacksnake whip inter-
mittently. A Negro choir sang spirituals, with special lyrics by Aimee.
The allegory was the slavery of sin, with Satan the taskmaster. At the
close the Temple was emptied and immediatcly filled up again, and
Sister repeated the performance.

On Monday, January 10, Aimee and her mother did not appear in
Judge Stephens’ courtroom. Ormiston was on hand because he was due
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to be arraigned, and Mrs. Wiseman, the fourth defendant, was there with
Hahn. Keyes entered, flanked by Murray and Dennison, and proceeded
without preamble to ask the court to dismiss the charges against all the
defendants. For the record, he read a statement (in which Dennison and
Murray concurred) setting forth the reasons for his request. This state-
ment (like most other utterances in the case) was addressed less to the
court than to the public:

Evidence was laid before me which tended to show that after Mrs.
McPherson had gone to Carmel, and had returned with an unbe-
lievable story of a kidnaping, she and others had induced Mrs. Lor-
raine Wiseman-Sielaff to produce false testimony or evidence in the
nature of an alibi for the Carmel episode. This evidence was the
testimony of Mrs. Wiseman. Without her testimony, proof of the
alleged conspiracy is impossible. Since the preliminary hearing, Mrs..
Wiseman has changed her story almost daily, until it now contains
so many contradictions and inconsistencies to the one given in court
that she has become a witness for whose truth and credibility no
prosecutor could vouch,

Mrs. McPherson was not spared in the valedictory.

The fact that this defendant fabricated a kidnaping story, or that
she spent a time at Carmel, are not, in themselves, offenses of which
this court can entertain jurisdiction. Reputable witnesses have testi-
fied sufficiently concerning both the Carmel incident and the return
of Mrs. McPherson from her so-called kidnaping adventure to enable
her to be judged in the only court of her jurisdiction—the court of
public opinion.

Stating that the case as it stood “cannot be prosecuted with honor or
with any reasonable hope of success,” Keyes asked dismissal. The court
granted the request.

The Examiner flashed the decision to its reporter, waiting with Sister
at the Temple.

“It’s over,” said the reporter at the telephone.

“0-0-0-0h!” A long, nervous, quavering scream, and Aimee swayed
and fainted into the arms of Emma Schaffer. She was carried to a couch,
trembling violently, but quickly revived. A batch of telegrams was
brought in—invitations to speak in eastern cities. She tried to read them
but was too dazed.

“The world is going round and round,” she whispered with a wan
smile, “but I'll be all right in a minute. Read me the telegrams.”
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The telephone jangled. Messages of joy. Hallelujahs. Outside the
house newsboys started screeching the headlines: “Aimee case dis-
missed!” “Aimee wins!” Across the alley in the Temple a crowd sang,
“Jesus Brought the Sunshine In.”

Lying on the couch in her long white gown, Sister apologized for
creating the scene. “I couldn’t help it. 'm sorry,” she said. “It’s been so
hard, all these months, for two defenseless women to fight against this
tower of lies. But all through the trouble the Lord prepared a table be-
fore me in the presence of mine enemies. His work will go on now bigger
than ever.”

Mother Kennedy was asked to make a statement. Her eyes dripping
tears, her sturdy figure shaken by quiverings of emotion, Minnie whis-
pered, “Sister has told it all!”

In a few minutes Aimee was up and dictating a formal statement for
the newspapers, extending forgiveness to her enemies, and arranging
with Mother for a jubilee that evening in the Temple. Then she sat down
to check through the congratulatory messages.

“Remind me,” she tossed back to Emma Schaffer. “The front door
of the Bible School must be fixed.”






Coda

The celebration at Angelus Temple the cvening of Monday, January
10, 1927, exceeded in noise and jubilation all previous rejoicings there.
For more than a quarter of an hour Sister was not permitted to speak;
there were cheers, whistling, confetti throwing, hallelujahs. Students
and workers thronged around her, bedewing her with kisses and tears
of thankfulness. At last able to deliver her farewell, she preached on
“Victory,” the Lord’s conquest of His enemies, and the ascendancy of
love over hate, as exemplified in her own triumph.

“The whole structure of this case against me was built like the Tower
of Babel,” she expounded, “rotten from the bottom. Each block, built
one upon another, reached just so high, and then, like the Tower of
Babel, God looked down and confused the tongues of the builders. Each
told a different story. One confused the other, and thus it has ended,
leaving standing only the truc facts as told by me.”

The next day she departed on a “Vindication Tour” that was to carry
her as far as New York. The Temple band and five hundred followers
(with jaded press contingent) crowded the station yard to bid her
Godspeed. Sister joked to friends: “I didn’t wear my goggles today,
so the reporters found me!” She shook hands with everybody and tossed
out roses and candy as the train pulled away at one minute past noon.
“Take good care of Mother!” she called, while the band droned “God
Be with You Till We Meet Again.” Mother Kennedy wept copiously.
Eight months of turmoil were ended, but the echoes reverberated.

Hardly was Aimee aboard the train when a resolution was offered in
the Senate at Sacramento to demand an accounting, item by item, of
public money squandered by District Attorney Keyes on the inglorious
fiasco. “It is common knowledge that a great deal of money of the
State of California has been expended in the prosecution of Aimee Sem:-
ple McPherson,” the resolution set forth. A parliamentary dilemma
arose over the proper committee to which to refer the resolution, one
senator favoring the Committee on Public Morals, another holding for

323
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Judiciary, while a third advocated that it be “laid away in the little
blue trunk.”

Keyes replied through normal channels (i.c., the press) that the case
had cost the taxpayers nothing like $150,000, as rumor had it; “the
official records of my office show the amount expended by the district
attorney was actually between $4000 and $5000.” Newspapers and pri-
vate investigators who bore the financial brunt had made this cut rate
possible.

The cost to the defense was gossiped to run as high as a quarter of
a million dollars. No figure was ever authoritatively revealed, although
in 1928 Mrs. Kennedy put the cost at $100,000. A single page of a
Temple ledger headed “Legal and Defense” (studied years later by the
Legislature) listed expenditures totaling more than $33,000, mostly fees
to attorneys, but the account was only a fragment. (Woolley sued and
collected his fee of $19,500—reduced from the $26,500 he originally
demanded.) In 1931 the federal government sued Mrs. McPherson for
unpaid taxes on $169,000 collected during 1926 and 1927, which she
listed as church income but which the revenue bureau declared was
personal income spent in defending herself against criminal charges
having nothing to do with the church. How the case was settled was not
disclosed.

When Mrs. Wiseman was freed of the bad-check charges standing
against her during the conspiracy hearing, she was immediately re-
arrested on a new complaint—the fictitious check for $50 which she had
cashed in a store in San Josc. She was remanded to jail, loudly protest-
ing against the “discrimination,” until her sister frantically wired the
money from Oakland. Then she, too, was turned loose; her valedictory
to the press was, “I am indeed happy to be a free woman again—without
anything on my conscience.”

Hahn, her lawyer, announced that she planned vaudeville appear-
ances in every city where Mrs. McPherson would preach. She opened
on The Pike, a Long Beach amusement concession zone, in a booth
under the billing “Hear the Hoax Woman Tell the Truth About the
McPherson Case.” A barker, a mandolin, and a guitar player supported
her and police were on hand to cope with possible disorder. The at-
traction provoked a wave of public apathy and in a few days the barker,
the mandolinist, and the guitar player were at liberty. The “Hoax
Woman” thereafter relapsed into incorrigible obscurity.

When Ormiston stepped from the courtroom he immediately retrieved
his radio, typewriter, and other impounded possessions. The blue trunk
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and its contents, still under bond, were shipped back to New York to be
claimed by “Ralph Stringer” or anyone else who could establish owner-
ship. There is no record of its final disposition.

Early in February, Mrs. Ruth Ormiston landed at San Francisco with
trumpet blasts of publicity. Declining to discuss Mrs. McPherson, she did
allude to an “impertinent letter” she had received from the evangelist,
mailed in Los Angeles on May 18, 1926, with a note from Mother
Kennedy enclosed; she would not divulge the contents. On February 14
she received a decree of divorce, alleging desertion and naming no
corespondent. Her husband did not contest the action, and Mrs. Ormis-
ton sailed back to Australia at once.

Ormiston served notice on the newspapers that for him the episode
was ended. “Henceforth I want it to be known that I am shaking off
all identification with the ‘phantom radio man,” ” his ultimatum read. “I
expect to be actively engaged in the radio business here in Los Angeles.”
Carrying out his purpose, he slipped easily into his profession, and at his
death in 1937 at forty-one, after an appendectomy, was chief engineer
for a Los Angeles radio station, widely respected and popular. News-
paper obituaries recalled his role in the kidnaping extravaganza, which
the public had almost forgotten, and approvingly recorded that he had
defended Mrs. McPherson silently and stubbornly to the end. The judg-
ment of press, police, and public was unanimous: “He behaved like
a gentleman.”

Bernice Morris, the secretary whose feet remained firmly on the
ground in the hurly-burly, continued her law studies and was gradu-
ated with highest honors, at the top of her class.

‘Mrs. Ed Harrison, widow of the Santa Catalina constable who died
supposedly from exposure and exhaustion after diving for Mrs. Mc-
Pherson’s body, pressed a claim against the county for compensation
for his death in line of duty. The county contested the claim, the sheriff’s
office denying that Harrison had been “ordered” to dive, although the
chief of the sheriff’s homicide squad testified that he “told” the constable
to do so. Angelus Temple disclaimed responsibility, Mother Kennedy
testifying that the first time she heard about Harrison was when some-
body asked her whether she was going to his funeral. She felt shocked,
she said, and the Temple did vote $500 to the widow as a token of
sympathy. The check was returned uncashed. Mrs. Harrison testified
that two Temple workers had come to her home with a check for $500,
and when she referred them to her lawyer they became “impudent” and
left, calling her a “bitter woman.” She collected nothing.
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Captain Herman Cline retired from the police force as soon as he
became cligible for a pension. The Azusa misadventure he always treated
philosophically. He was not drunk, he said, and he held no rancor. “The
Azusa police did what they thought was their duty. They were perfectly
right. I reccived the same treatment as any other citizen.” After his re-
tirement he bought a ranch in the San Fernando valley and lived in
scclusion, rarely returning to the scenes of his police exploits. Twice
his name appeared in the news during those years, both times as a
result of smashing his car into obstacles—a railroad sign and a café.
In 1937 he succumbed to a heart attack at the age of sixty.

When Joseph Ryan resigned as deputy district attorney in 1927, he
precipitated an uproar by charging grave irregularities in the prosecutor’s
office. “I was not cognizant of the condition prevailing in your office
until your dismissal of the Aimee McPherson case,” he wrote District
Attorney Keyes. Characteristically, Keyes was out of the city on a hunt-
ing trip when the storm broke; by the time he returned it had simmered
down, apparently, to a contest of words between Ryan and Chief Deputy
District Attorney Davis. But the McPherson affair, which had already
been the source of so many infelicities, ironically led to Keyes’ destruc-
tion.

After the break, Ryan confided to friends that during the McPherson
hearing his chicf never drew a sober breath. This, while never proved,
was belicvable, for during those furious wecks the prosecutor was buf-
feted by contradictory currents of partisanship, prejudice, and passion
until he became as helpless to control his course as a man going over a
falls. When the charges were dismissed, motives of the most dishonést
nature were ascribed to Keyes by factions balked of a clean-cut decision,
and the rumor gained currency that $30,000 had passed from the Temple
to certain public officials. Ryan’s explosive letter of resignation brought
this rumor into the open, and investigation of Keyes’ tenure of office
tardily ensued. Both that investigation and a later onec, conducted by
a legislative committee, established beyond question the uprightness of
the badgered prosecutor in the McPherson affair, and Keyes was publicly
cxonerated of all suspicion of venality in that case. Unhappily, the in-
vestigation did uncover improprieties in entirely different actions, and
as a result Keyes was indicted for accepting bribes in the Julian oil
scandals. After a stormy trial he was convicted and served nineteen
months in San Quentin prison. In 1931 he was paroled and two years
later reccived a full pardon and restoration of rights from Governor
Rolph. He retained a multitude of friends, but the shock had affected his
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health and in 1934, at the age of fifty-two, he succumbed to a stroke in
his Beverly Hills home.

Ryan practiced law successfully but never participated actively in the
exciting political life of his county. In 1951 he was stricken by a heart
attack in a downtown parking lot and died on his way to the hospital,
aged fifty-three.

Judge Carlos Hardy paid abundantly for his indiscretions. In 1928
the $2500 “love offering” he accepted from the Temple came to light
(the check had lain buried in Keyes’ private files) and after a tumultuous
legislative inquiry he was impeached on four counts: practicing law
while serving on the bench, unethical conduct, obstructing justice, and
intimidating a witness (Wallace Moore). His trial before the State
Senate (the first impeachment trial in California in sixty-seven years)
was a virtual rerun of the McPherson hearing; many of the original wit-
nesses repeated their testimony, some r:uch more enlighteningly.

Wallace Moore, for example, who in 1926 dodged and squirmed,
refusing to make any identification of the woman in the car he stopped
outside Santa Barbara, as an impeachment-trial witness in 1929 identified
that woman as Aimee Semple McPherson. Lieutenant Governor Carna-
ham, presiding, put the question on behalf of a senator: “Can you identify
the woman as Mrs. McPherson?”

Moore’s answer boomed through the loudspeaker confidently. “Yes,
sir, I think she was.”

A hush fell over the chamber. Judge Hardy sat stiffly, his face a biazk.
The testimony had come three years too late.

In his exculpation Hardy denied under oath having coerced Moore
cr committed acts of malfcasance. His behind-the-scenes activities in the
McPherson case were perhaps a mistake, he admitted, but they were
within proper bounds and were motivated by friendship and self-preserva~
tion; having been associated closely with Angelus Temple, he feared that
if its leader were discredited he would be made to look very silly. “I
believed that if Angelus Temple went down and was destroyed, I would
go down with it,”” he told the State Bar. “My offense is the offense of
fricndship.” At the trial, when asked directly, “Did you believe Mrs.
McPherson had been kidnaped?” he paraphrased his 1926 equivocation:
“There was no evidence to the contrary.”

“Do you still believe it?” his questioner jabbed.

Objections by counsel forestalled a reply, but it was remarked that in
his testimony Hardy used the phrase “the alleged kidnaping.”

Hardy was acquitted, by split votes, on all four counts. Off the record,
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senators conceded that he had certainly been indiscreet and unethical,
but they felt he had not been wilfully corrupt. Hardy had already been
expelled by the American Bar Association for violation of its judicial and
ethical canons. A few months after his acquittal, the verdict of the public
was made clear when the voters of Los Angeles County decisively rejected
his bid for a second term on the bench. (Judge Keetch also ran for re-
election that year and was returned handily.) Hardy practiced law in
Los Angeles and lived to the patriarchal age of eighty-one; he died in
1948.

In 1929 the McPherson case became outlawed under the statute of
limitations. In 1931 the Benedict cottage at Carmel was still of suf-
ficient notoriety for two Los Angcles promoters to lease it for a tourist
peepshow.

On May 17, 1927, Sister and her faithful congregated at Ocean Park
beach to celebrate.the first anniversary of her swim with a marshmallow
roast and taffy pull. The next day, the 18th, Aimee was busy as usual at
the Temple, conducting a healing meeting, with no indication of the
church holy day that Mother Kennedy had proclaimed so long ago.
Fighting Bob Shuler did not comment on the jolly occasion. He had
delivered his last sermon on the subject, preaching from a question to
which he sought an answer: “Is God a liar ?”




Chronology

January 1, 1926 (aboutj. Kenneth G. Ormiston ceases fo be employed as
operator of station KFSG at Angelus Temple.

January 11. Aimee leaves Los Angeles on trip to Holy Land.

January 22. Mrs. Ruth Ormiston reports her husband missing and shortly
thereafter sails home to Australia.

March 15. $1500 is telegraphed to Ormiston in Seattle from Venice, Cali-
fornia, in the name of James Wallace, Mrs. McPherson’s long dead half-
brother. Ormiston buys blue Chrysler coupe same day.

April 24. Sister Aimee returns to Los Angeles from Europe.

April 25. Ormiston’s Chrysler breaks down in Glendale; he and a woman
companion take a taxi to the Maryland Hotel in Pasadena, where Ormis-
ton registers as “H. C. Cornell.”

May 1. Ormiston purchases a blue steamer trunk in Pasadena.

May 3. Trunk is delivered to “H. C. Cornell” at Maryland Hotel, Pasadena.

May 6. Ormiston checks out of Maryland Hotel, Pasadena, leaving trunk to
be shipped to “Ralph Stringer,” Jacksonville, Florida, to be held until
called for. Same day he checks into the Virginia Hotel in Long Beach as
“Frank Gibson.”

May 8. Aimee visits the Virginia Hotel, Long Beach, parking her car in the
hotel garage.

May 9. Ormiston checks out of Virginia Hotel. Same day registers at the
Alexandria Hotel, in downtown Los Angeles, as “Frank Gibson.” Also on
this day is seen at Angelus Temple.

May 9 and 10. Aimee registers at Alexandria Hotel, checks out each time
the next morning.

May 11. Ormiston checks out of Alexandria Hotel.

May 12. Ormiston visits his parents in San Francisco.

May 14. Ormiston, using the name “George Mclntire,” rents the Benedict
cottage in Carmel.

May 15. Ormiston registers as “George Mcintire” at the Clark Hotel in
downtown Los Angeles.
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May 18. Forenoon: A doorman and a haberdasher believe they see Aimee
entering the lobby of the Clark Hotel. Noon: Aimee drives to Ocean Park.
1 pm.: Ormiston checks out of Clark Hotel and drives away in his
Chrysler. 3 to 4 p.m.: Aimee disappears at Ocean Park.

May 19. Ormiston and a woman companion arrive at the Benedict cottage
in Carmel at 4 a.m.

HMay 20. Temple followers organize beach patrol to watch for Sister’s body.

May 21. Mother Kennedy receives “Dr. Merton” (“Daughter O.K.”) tele-
gram sent same day from Oakland.

May 25. Ormiston in San Francisco changes car’s Washington license plates
for California plates. Reporters get number. Same day Mrs. Kennedy re-
ceives “Revengers” letter demanding $500,000, mailed in San Francisco.

May 26. Ormiston’s name is publicly brought into the case for first time. An-
nouncement is broadcast that Keyes wants to question him.

May 27. Ormiston appears at Ocean Park beach and is questioned by de-
tectives and press; takes a train north that evening. Same day Mother
Kennedy posts $25,000 reward for the safe return of her daughter.

May 28. Ormiston registers at St. Mark Hotel in Oakland as “K. Gladstone.”
A telegram sent from Oakland (“Lease expires tonight”), addressed to
“Mrs. Mclntire,” is signed for by the woman in the Benedict bungalow.
Late that evening, Ormiston picks up his car left at the Highway Garage
in Salinas.

May 29. 1 a.m.: Ormiston reappears at Highway Garage with a woman in
his car; buys gas and drives southward. 6 a.m.: Ormiston and woman
companion register at Andrews Hotel in San Luis Obispo as “Mr. and Mrs.
Frank Gibson.” 5 p.m.: They check out. 11 p.m.: Ormiston and woman
companion, in Ormiston’s Chrysler, are stopped just north of Santa
Barbara by Wallace Moore. Meanwhile Benedict in Carmel has received
a letter mailed in Salinas saying his tenants have been called east.

June 1. Blind attorney McKinley tells District Attorney Keyes and police
abeut the visit of Miller and Wilson, who say they are holding Mrs, Mc-

- Pherson for $25,000 ransom.

June 2. Ormiston checks out of St. Mark Hotel, Oakland. McKinley gets
the test questions from Mrs. Kenredy to submit to kidnapers.

June 3. Rolf McPherson and Minnie Kennedy in final tribute strew flowers
at Ocean Park where Aimee disappeared.

June 18. “Avengers” ransom letter demanding $500,000 is mailed on a train
between El Paso and Tucson.

June 19. “Avengers” letter is delivered to Angelus Temple by special de-
livery.
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June 20. All-day memorial services held for Aimee at Temple, with collec-
tion.

June 23. 1 am.: Aimee walks in from the desert at Agua Prieta. Afternoon:
Mother Kennedy, Ryan, and Cline board train in Los Angeles for Doug-
las. Posses hunt kidnap shack.

June 24. Mother Kennedy and party reach Douglas. Aimee repeats story to
Ryan and Cline: later joins hunt for shack. In Oakland, Ormiston’s blue
Chrysler coupe is left at a garage by a man giving the name “Duffy.”

June 25. Continuing search for shack is unsuccessful. Aimee departs for Los
Angeles.

June 26. Aimee receives triumphal welcome in Los Angeles. Later she re-
traces the kidnaping events at the beach for Ryan and Cline.

June 28-29. Aimee and Mother Kennedy assail doubters of the evangelist’s
story.

June 30. Aimee and Minnie secretly start back to Douglas to make another
effort to find shack.

July 1. Aimee spends all day on desert, is unable to identify shack.

July 2. Aimee and Minnie return to Los Angeles. Federal authorities look
into mystery of “Avengers” ransom letter, charging use of the mails to
defraud.

July 6. Aimee and her mother subpoenaed to appear before the grand jury.
July 8. Aimee testifies before the grand jury.
July 13. Mrs. Kennedy testifies before the grand jury.

July 15. Aimee is positively identified in grand-jury room by automobile
dealer Pape as the woman he saw in Agua Prieta just before June 23.

July 17. Aimee secretly visits McKinley's office in Long Beach.

July 20. Grand jury refuses to indict kidnapers. Ryan departs hurriedly for
Carmel.

July 21-23. Benedict cottage disclosures made by Ryan and Cline in Carmel.
Aimee refuses to give fingerprints and handwriting or face witnesses.

July 25. McKinley in consultation with Aimee and Mrs. Kennedy.

July 28. Aimee attacks Ryan and Cline as “persecutors™; calls for “show-
down.”

July 30. “Belle Owens” telegram is received at Keyes’ office; a mystery to
the district attorney and to the press.

July 31. Mrs. Lorraine Wiseman arrives in Los Angeles, goes to Temple,
meets Mrs. Kennedy.

August 1. Ormiston’s “Miss X” affidavit arrives from Chicago. Judge Hardy
confers with Mrs. Wiseman in his home.
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August 3. Keyes and Ryan go before the grand jury and precent the Carmel
evidence. The grocery-order slips disappear.

August 5. Ryan is sent back to his routine trial duties, dismissed from case.
August 8. Grand-jury scandal becomes public.

August 12. Grand jurors vote confidence in the accused woman juror and
recess for two-week vacation.

August 15. “Miss X” affidavit is signed in Judge Bardin’s office iz Salinas by
an unknown woman appearing with Mrs. Wiseman, represented to be Mrs.
Wiseman's sister.

August 16. Judge Hardy interviews Wallace Moore in Santa Barbara.

August 19. Mrs. Wiseman is questioned by Keyes, who doubts her story.

August 20. Mrs, Wiseman meets Benedict; he refuses to identify her as the
woman in the cottage.

August 22. Mrs. Wiseman tells her story to the press. Captain Cline is ar-
rested in Azusa.

August 23. Captain Cline is suspended from duty.

August 25. Morning: Joe Watts speaks to Aimee over telephonc; she identi-
fies his voice. Evening: McKinley is killed in automobile accident.

August 26, Aimee and Mother Kennedy beg Berrnice Morris to continue Mec-
Kinley’s dickering with the Lidnapers. Judge Hardy’s letter is taken off
McKinley’s body. Mother releascs a press statement revealing that Mc-
Kinley had been in touch with the kidnapers and that Sister had spoken
to them on the telephone.

August 29. Ormiston checks into Cumberland Hotel, New York City, =3
“Ralph Stringer.”

September 2. Judge Keetch dismisses the grand jury.

September 10. Mrs. Wiseman is arrested oa bad-check charges. She appeals
to the Temple for bail unsuccessfully.

September 12. Mrs. Wiseman confesses, charges that Aimee and Mother
Kennedy hired her to perpetrate a2 hoax. In New York, a blue steamer trunk
arrives at the Cumberland Hotel for “Ralph Stringer,” shipped from Jack-
sonville, Florida.

September 15. Bernice Morris confesses that Aimce and her mother at-
tempted to have her produce faked evidence of shack and kidnapers.
Same day “Dr.” Waters, go-between, commits suicide, leaving papers im-
plicating Aimee and Minnie Kennedy.

September 16. Keyes issues complaints against M.rs. McPherson, Mrs. Ken-
nedy, Mrs. Wiscman, and Ormiston, charging corruption of public morals,
cbstruction of justice, and conspiracy to marufacture evidence. Aimee i3
desperately ill.
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September 17. Mother Y.enuzedy surrenders, is released on bail. Aimee still
ill. Hardly returns to Los Angeles from his vacation, is questioned by
Keycs. in New York, Ormision, as “Ralph Stringer,” checks out of the
Cumbeslend Hotel, Ioavirg the blue steamer trunk behind.
September 19. Aimez preacies three times, launches “Figt the Devil” fund.
September Z2. Aimce asks foriy-eight hours of prayer and fasting.
September 27. Preliminary hearing opens in Judge Blake’s court. In New
York, the blue trunk is seized by Distzict Attorney Blanton.
September 30. Wallace Mcore on stand, a hesitant witness, fails to identify
Aimee as the woman in the car ke stopped on May 29.
October 3. Aimee prescnts “March on the Martyrs” at the Temple.
October 4-5. Ryan cn stand terms Aimee “a fake and a hypocrite”

October 6. Oriston rents an apartment in Harrisburg, Penncylvania, under
the name “Tred Linuinger.”

October 9. Aimee celebrates her thirty-sixth birthday during a three-day
series of parties at the Temple.

Getober 11-15. Mrs. Wiseman on stand, sticks to her story.

October 18. Bernice Morris on stand tells of McKinley’s aciivities.

October 19. Aimee’s defense opens. Aimee, ill, is carried into court in a
chair.

October 21. Judge Bardin cn stand positively identifies Mrs. Virla Kimball,
Mrs. Wiscman’s twin sister, as the woman who signed the “Miss X"
affidavit.

October 25. Judge Hardy on stand swears he still believes Aimee was kid-
naped.

October 28. Seizure of Ormiston’s trunk in New York revealed; it is on its
way to Los Angeles.

October 29. “Jackic” (“Wuff”) letter decoded and publisked.

November 1. Ormiston’s trunk arrives from New York under seal; its
contents are listed and photographed.

November 3. Judge Blake holds Aimce, her mother, Mrs. Wiseman, and
Ormiston for trial. Aimec demands speedy trial and “absolute vindica-
ticn.”

Novesaber 7. Aimee preaches on “The Greatest Liar in Los Angeles.”

November 20. Benedict, owner of the Carmel cottage, dies in Carmel.

November 29. Keyes and Aimee’s counsel agree to extend the date for open-
ing of the trizl until January 10.

December 6. Ormiston’s Chrysler is found stored in an Oakland garage.
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December 8. Ormiston surrenders to reporters in Harrisburg, Pennsylvania,
and is escorted to Chicago.

December 10, Los Angeles authorities wire, then airmail, a warrant for
Ormiston’s arrest by Chicago police.

December 15. Ormiston fails to appear in Chicago to be arrested. In Los
Angeles, the grand jury indicts him.

December 17. Ormiston arrives in Los Angeles.

December 18. Ormiston surrenders in the district attorney’s office, is quickly
arraigned and released in nominal bail.

December 29. Mrs. Wiseman changes her story of how she was brought into
the plot, implicates Aimee’s counsel, Roland Rich Woolley. Keyes says
the case may be dropped, since he can no longer vouch for his chief
witness,

December 30. Grand jury clears Woolley of any complicity.
December 31. Keyes pledges trial will go on.

January 1, 1927. Aimee reveals plans for a nationwide tour,
January 3. Keyes uncertain about disposition of the case.

January 10. Keyes asks court to dismiss the charges against everybody, on
the ground that it would be impossible to get a conviction. Court accedes.
Aimee faints on receiving news,

January 11. Aimee leaves Los Angeles on “Vindication Tour” of the nation.
February 5. Mrs. Ruth Ormiston arrives in Los Angeles from Australia.

February 14. She is granted an uncontested divorce on the ground of
desertion; names nro other woman.
















