FEAHE long distance operator had
. scarcely ceased speaking when a
A man’s voice came harshly over the
telephone wire. I recognized the speaker
instantly as John Forbes, large-scale
farm operator and employer of my daugh-
ter and son-in-law. AndT could tell that
he was angry. -
“Dreger,” he said, “where are your
daughter and her husband
I was startled by the abrupt question.
“Rose and Ernie?” I stammered. “Aren't
they at your farm? T haven't seen them
for three weeks.” iy
- “Neither has anyone else,” he retorted,
“They were here one day, gone the next,
I hired them to run my farm, not to
traipse around the country,”
- "They mentioned a trip to South Da-
kota,” I suggested lamely. -
~ “Trip, nothing,” Forhes scoffed.
“Would they go without clothing? All
their stuff is here—dirty dishes on the
table and a lot of other funny business.
You'd better look into it, or at least cone
up and get their stuff out of the wav,
I've hired another nian.” L
“All right, I'll come today,” I prom-
ised, feeling a little dizzy. *Be there in a
couple of hours.” -
Tl wait,” Forbes said, and hung
up. .
When I turned from the telephone I
didn’t know what to say. My wife and
two daughters, Hattie and Viola, had

‘Only a few months after they were mar-
ried at the home of the bride’s father, be.
low, near Norfolk, Neb., Rose Dreger and
- Ernest Wittmer disappeared from the
_ farm they had been selected to operate,
- Suspicion of double murder followed.
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left the brcakfast table and come to the
: izvmg room,
So that’s why we haven’t heard from °
Rose,” Viola exclaimed. “They’ve left.”

“l can’t understand it,” T replied.
“Forbes says there is something wrong.
We'd better start right away. You get
-ready while I do the chores.’

It was almost 100 miles from my 320-

acre farm four miles east of Norfolk to
~the Forbes farm near Brunswick, Neb.
- Our big house is a show place as modern
as any home in the city. Here all ten of
-our children were born and gréw to man-
hood and womanhood.

As T went to the garage to get the car
I thought of the happy times we’d en-
joyed during the half century we'd lived
n those fertile acres. Only a few months

Albert Dreger, who tells this story, and
hig wife called upon the law to solve

grim riddle of the young folks’ dxsappear-ﬁ
ance. Mz, Dreger took a full part in the"
heartbreaim;g investigation that turned
into a ‘murder manhunt, The der'
weapons are shown at

had passed since a hundred 1 neig -
gathered to celebrate the wedding of Rose
and Ernie.

‘rest Wittmer was
well-to-do pioneer f
Neb. He was tall, po

- thrifty, ambitious, honest voung fello
Rose was 22 and everyone said she
beautiful. 1 knew she was a good ho
keeper, a fine cook and able mana;

they were gone an _

of funny things have mppene moo
While the women made ready for th

trip 1 put. mac

ng Ernie’s folks might
and Rose had left the
svator reported

thele WS 110 “mswe? '




'{'}r.foik I th'ouglzit. of :
“Queer busi-

1re comments,
 ness—Funny things have happened—
. You'd better look r'ntc') it.” What if some-
~ thing was wrong? Maybe I needed help
to find Rose and Ernie.

ief of Police .

_ d Rose intimately,
~and had been'a g
“It’s out of our territory,” Flynn ex-
plainted, “but John can advise you and if
anything is wrong, you'll take it up with

heriff Sutton at Neligh” He turned to
Pofahl. “Stay on it until they’re found.”
_]‘olm, For

v he corn crib.
here,” he explained. “The h
ﬁmqhed o :
“When was the last tlme Yo u. sa;w
& them !’ Pofahl asked.
- “September twenty-sixth, I gave F1 nie
a check for his wages that night.”
~And it was now Oct. 15, 1929 “Why
did you wait so long to call Dreger P
Pofahl continued,

Forbes frowned, “Why should I call

him. If they'd taken their belongings I’d

never have called. I need this crib and
want their stuff removed.”

L moved around the interior
of the crib, ' A double bed and dresser
were
. tween
four chairs in the center: a three-hur ner
oil stove, a cupboard and work table near
the door and a small washstand beside the
: oncrete floor was spotless.
e}; fmmturc is qtored in

= Pom =

1y son came over to
At noon he went to

“The next dd)..
- work on the fences.

4

“bed,” Forbes pointed.

‘went to the Norfolk police depart-
t and explained my predicament

st at Lheu wedding.

‘et us at the farm _'When__'
‘tly before noon and led

- muttered.

“one end of the driveway be-
“the crib ‘sections; a table anzij'._

- “Here”

8y =
women. “Youknow what Rose and Ernie

the crib for Tunch but there was no one

around. He found a note, It s_ on the

A shoe box cover lay on the pink
spread. A message had been written on
the inside:
afternoon.” Pofahl handed it to me.

id.

“Did they say any
hen - you saw them-?
Forbes.

- “No. It was ahout five- thntv in the :
evening. Rose was getting supper and.

Ernie and I walked to the west field and
I showed him what 1 wanted done. He
asked for his check and I told him to
‘comie to Brunswick after supper.”
“Neither one complamed about a tooth-
ache ?” Pofah ist
“No, He came o town about eight
T im a check for f
‘had to buy s

thmgs and : hun‘
him.”

“They couldn’t travel far on forty dol-
lars Tshppested = ot
“They had more than that,” Forbes ex-

plained. "Frme sold two hundred chick-

ens for si; do_iiars that night.” -
“A hundred dollars altogether 4] Pofa

“That’s different,”

“T wonder wh
of their chickens,” Forbes cut in, “They
had about two hundred and fifty. All of
them were gone on the twenty-seventh,
So was Rose’s pet dog.”

“What did you do when vou mmed-._.

them ?”’ Pofahl asked.

“Nothing, There was no work unz
corn picking and [ thought they'd b
back, The place is just as they left i
even to the dirty dishes on the table”

i # f’
Rose would never leave dirty dzeheq ot \nth this 2"

my wife cried,

“You told Dreger they left their
- clothes. : :

Where ' Pofahl asked, :
Forhes npened tlle door of a grain bin,

“Check those thmg’

©cover. _’I‘he water had a peculiar
- color.

“Going to a dentist. Back this
 “TI'm sure it's not Ernie’s wrltmg,” £

“about a trip':. =
_..Pofahl asked ¢

socks All of these artiel
“with brown stains, Pof'lhl tossed them to

_ack e e . clothes are here too.”

‘happened to the rest._ o
Brunswick who made
- Rose,”

o ?I.Ct "

Pofahl told the
- invi

The ﬁrst good clue to the er’s fi ht
blew up when the young couple’s Model
T Ford was found lined up in thig car lot
in Norfolk, where the clever slayer had
abandoned it wlthaut being seen,

had. See if anything is m:ssmg there
While they did this, Pofahl and I ex-

amined the other articles in the crib, He .

picked up the washbasin, examined its

_edges, bent over and moved the soap dish

to one side. I heard him mutter an ex-

 clamation and he turned quickly to shield

ani object from the others, Between
umb and forefinger he held a gold wed-

- ding ring. On the inside was mscrlhed

the name “Ernest.”

‘Rose and Ernest had been marrted in
a double ring ceremony and this was his
ring. I'd heard him say time and again
he never took it off his finger. Had he

_Why had it been removed from his hand?
My throat suddeuiy feIt ttght

.UTSIDE the crlb f-ntrance qtood a
* washing machine. Pofahl tilted it,
heard the swish of water and lifted the

 “Rose had put clothes to soak and
planned to do a washing,” Pofahl com-
mented. “It's a cinch they had no ple
fos

were bed sheets, gnllow. ases

1k sl:p 'md houst_: dress I reCs

hib averalls and

were hiotched

one side.

Viola came to the door and glanceci at
the dripping garments. “Colored clothes
put to soak with white,” she scoffed,
“Rose would never do t‘nat, nor leave
irty dishes on the table.” She added, “All
f her clothing is here except a palr of
ilk hose, a slip ‘and pantie

- “You're sure about it?” T asked.

She nodded, “We've checked every-
thing.” "

“Ernie had a big wad when he left town
to come back to the farm,” Pofahl said,
turning to Forbes, “Think he might have
heen robbed or run into some foul play ?”
- “He 'had trouble with

mie passes at
Forbes said slowly. “I saw him
on the street after | d Ernie. He
might know qomethmg
“You said other things: strut.k you ¢
queer,” Pofahl said. “What?”
~ The wealthy landowner pointed tow".rr.
the barn and cm'ra% = F he way the mulm

“Mules? Wh&t baveﬁ. i_tmlc_s got to do.'- '

At that moment Forbec-'_ wo sons drove
into the yard and Forbes called them.
“Tell them ahout the mules,” he in-

- ﬂtructecl

(i3

Come out to the barn,” tha oldcr son
V& hen we gm‘ tht:r _----lle said,

S’I‘ARTLI‘\’G

forgotten it after washing his hands?

the tub and at the bottom of




of the woung

ohn Forbes, employer

from the water tank, below, investigators

read dreadful meanmg in the at:twns,

“Look at th‘e-'_sta.lls, .We"ve kept -the mules
here since Rose and Ernie left. They've
pawed at the dirt until they’ve dug a hole

a foot deep. Mr. Dreger, you know hotses

and mules dc: that whcu they're afraid of

something.”
: “When we take them to the home
_place,” his father interrupted, “they stand
~ still, eat their hay and grain and behave
themselves.”
“And they won't drink from the water
ank young Forbes said. “I'll show
you.”

He ran to the wagon, unhitched the
‘mules and led them toward the tank.
Wlhen they were within 15 feet of it they
lunged back against the lead lines, reared,
snorted, seemed crazed with fear.
'--Pof;th} turned slowly to me and said,
T’'ve seen horses and mules go loco when
hey smelled human blood.”

I nodded dumbly. He was telling me
ose and Ernie were dead. Now I had to
reak the news to the women.

few minutes later Pofahl issued terse
rders : “Forbes, you and the boys dig up
“earth in the barn. Go down four or
ve feet. If you don’t find anything in
‘the barn, move the water tank and dig
here. The mules may have tipped us
to the h!dlng place.”

“What about the crib and house ?”
Torbes asked. :

“Dreger will move their things.” He
tirned toward our car. “Come on, Al-
bert, We'll see Sheriff Sutton and then
go to Norfolk.”

We were a sorrowful group as we
drove to Neligh, the county seat, 12 miles
from the farm. Ordinarily I'd have ad-
nired the beauty of the autumn coloring,
“the bountiful corn crop, the hundreds of
~ sleek, well fed cattle. But now every
- brush heap, gully and side road suggested
" a possible burial place for Rose and Ernie.

Forbes and his sons, we were

- failed to visit Mr. Dreger once a week
.and Rose always wrote to her mother

twice a week, And now overnight they're

gone.”

on the twenty-sixth; and the car.”

‘4 “It'sa Model T Ford sedan,” I cffered
| “Ernie tipped over a month ago and
_ %r:pped off the top. The llcense number
}1)6;{111 with a se'vrcﬁ it ;

Madison county.”

LL3
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Ray Forbea, son of County Cammismaner'

ouple, points to the spot where Rose
 Dreger Wittmer was clubbed to death.
When the Forbes mules refused to drink

YITHIN half an hour after we left

closeted with Sheriff Jess Sutton, Pofahl
xp]amed __whv he was certain there had
v. “Everything we've found -
is contrary to the known habits of Rose
and Ernie,” he concluded. “They had no
reason to leave the farnm. They've never

utton summed up thc mtuatzon ina

~ phony. Whoever plan: . _
'-.:mce was careful about details.” -
HBut why ' I protcsteﬁ “What could'-
: be the motive?” =
Sutton shrugged. "R(}bbuv ma)bL A

the ffty chickens not sold in Brunswmk

“be the answer

“Gond.” %utton reached for the telef '

phone

other towns to check on dentist offices.”

- He turned to Pofahl. “John, you might 11
make a round of produce dealers and see . white
- if you can locate one who 'bought Rty

chickens on the twenty-seventh,

Police and sheriff officers in all towns
within 50 miles of Neligh reported that
neither Rose nor her hushand had visited
a dentist on Sept. 27, or :my time subse-
quent to that date.

car and one hundred dollars in c‘tsh might
Then there’s the }}GSHIbll—
the farr

“PIl get the number from t}ie_
_county treasurer. 1'll also ask police i : b
- “¥our hunch was rig

- on a pad. “Wittmet's licen
- If we can locate the car we'll have
“on Mortz, T don't kn_tm atyon

- Erafe cante home and bo

- Pofahl returned te
[ found a dealer wh

name of Earl Mort
bﬁ\{’l]th Mortz wm

twenty do]iats for the ch:ckcm_ ‘V{ortz.'

had a Model T sedan without a top and

told the dealer he was on his way to Nor-
folk to have it fixed.”
“Frnie’s car,” T exchmned “Hnw dld

_ this Mortz get Qe

Stole it, just as he did tlle'-chchicns
Sheriff chntrm referred to fi

name around here,” _
“He was a big, blond fellow, dt*esced in

new overalls, and seemed to know the

country around here,” Pofahl a ded.




By early a oon searching

were on theit way to the Forbes farm
t the brush for
deast offered

with instructions to b
miles around. A radi
a reward for information about the Model
T Ford and the blond stranger. Sutton

promised to keep in touch with us at Nor-

folk, and Pofahl was anxious to get the
bundi stained clothing into the hands
of a skilled chemist.

~ Whe crived in Norfolk I drove to

 police headquarters and let Pofahl out of
the car 11 take the women hpme but
I be b and stay here until we've
found the answer,” 1 told him.

1

“It may take a fong time,” }'ze warned. .

¢ trail is three weeks old.

V't care how long it takes or how
much it costs,” I ‘snapped. “Not when
my daughter is involved.” e
Tess than 12 hours had elapsed since
Forbes shouted his question, “Where is

vour daughter and her hushand P We'd

driven 200 miles, knew that searchers
 were at work, and police in all parts of
 the state were on the lookout for a.Model

" Ford and Earl Mortz.
When 1 returned to headquarters
Pofahl shoved a telephone across the
desk. “Call Mrs, Wittmer at Pender,” he
instructed, “You better break the news.”

\NCE again the operator told me it
was impossible to complete a call.
our after hour passed and it seemed
- every cffort to g
~ about the mysterious Mortz was to fail.
‘Pofahl and T waited impatiently for some
bit of news. At 9 o'clock Sutton called.

Forbes and his sons had found nothing
in the harn or under the water tank.

blnody ax near a telephone post two miles
outh of Brunswick and five miles north
f the Forbes farm. The handle was
stained and the sharp blade covered with
dried blood to which clung wisps of black
hair. Forbes identified the ax as his, A
Neligh physician declared the stains were
. caused by human blood.

- Anclher group of searchers found a
bloody pair of overalls and a jumper coat

“way between the farm and Neligh.

How did this discovery dovetail with
what we had found earlier in the day?

What relation was there between the
- bloody ax, the stained garmients -in the
. plum thicket and the stained clothing we
took from the washing machine? Why
was there so much distance between
them? Had the killer deliberately scat-
tered this incriminating evidence?

To complicate matters still more a
druggist in Neligh heard the broadcast
asking for information about Earl Mortz

had sold a quantity of strychnine to Mortz
on Sept. 26. Mortz had identified him-
self as a farmer and said he wanted to
get rid of some rats. =

_ Detective [Loh"!fi__?ofahl, above, trailed the
. cunning 8
_ finally heard him confesg that he had con-
“cealed evidence of the murder for hours
: in the thicket, right.

36

get some information

Then a lone searcher picked up a

idden in a plum thicket along the high-

. and reported to Sheriff Sutton that he

yer through four states and

Wi onnection did the poison pur-
chase have with my missing daughter
and her hushand? Had they been poi-

- soned, their bodies dismembered and parts
buried here, there, everywhere? It was
a horrible conjecture but I remembered

the strange antics of the team of mules
and it added strength to the theory, The
bodies might have been dismembered in
the barn, the cutting implements cleansed
in the water tank, But how could Mortz
give Rose and Ernie poison? -
A resident of Brunswick
Sheriff Sutton after he heard a broadcast
and told of seeing lights flash on and off
several times in the Brunswick ceme-
tery on Sept. 26. He was sure of the date
because he'd mentioned the strange sight
to friends, Sutton sent a searching party
to the cemetery with instructions to probe
every fresh grave but this search was
fruitless, : L

 “FEyervwhere we turn we run into this

fellow Mortz,” Pofahl said, frowning.
““He knew Rose and Ernie, that's plain,

telephoﬁéﬁ -

Maybe some of their friends can give us

a lead, We'll try that angle.”

While we discussed this plap a Nor-
folk automohile dealer came to Pofahl’s
office. e
“P've got your Model T,” he af-
nounced,

“Where did you get it? What about
the driver ?” Pofahl started to his feet.

“T cant't tell you a thing about it,” the
dealet replied. - “Come on, I'll show you
why.” "

He led the way across the street from
police headquarters to a line of wrecked
cars in a vacant lot back of his garage.
A floodlight illuminated the parking lot.
“There it is,” he said, pointing. “Half
way down the line. 1 made an inventory
of this junk a few minutes ago and no-
ticed the number. Your man Mortz
drove it here, parked it in the line, left the

_keys in the switch and walked away.”
 “I¢s Ernie's car,” I whispered to

Pofahl.
"Mortz s smart,” Pofahl admitted.




The men at top pomt to the corn row down w‘mch the killer went to dlg the grave,

marked out above with four upright ears of corn.

The grave defied detection until

the murderer followed detailed plans and potnted 1t out.

“He’s planned every mave from the time
‘he bought the poison, wrote the message
on the shoe box, sold the chickens and
parked this car.
- We examined the interior of the car
and found several brown stains oun the
upholstery beside the driver's seat. I
wondered if this had been Rose and
Ernie's funeral car? Were the stains
-_-mucu:l by the bloody ax?

"Tow it into the garage and keep
everyone away from it,” Pofahl told the
dealer. "We

may be the break we need.”
Another surprise awaited us when we
turned to Pofahl's office,
of a car renting company was ther
“You're after Earl T\’lmtz i hc de»
rl?andt'd

- Pofahl m)dded

~ “So am 1,” the :ﬁ,alu' *-:mpped “Here
look at t}‘ilH It's a rental agreement
irned by Mortz on the twenty-seventh
t September.
and drove out a Model A Ford sedan and

_}_:pr:mmsecl it back that night.

Il examine it for fingerprints. =
Fhis is as close as we have been to Mortz,

The owner  agreement,

“son ! he exclaimed. “This ties Mortz in
with Rose and }:rme_" He whirled back

He deposited ten dollars
| before. Desc

I'm still
waiting.”
" “You waited three weeks and didn’t
report the theft?” Pofahl said, incredu-
lously.

“He's rented cars before,” the dealer
explained. “T received a telegram from
him on the twenty-eighth, from Sioux
City, and he said he'd be delayed a day

~or two. 1 turned the whole business over
to the insurance company. They’re on his
 trail”

- “And what is their repmt?” Pofahl
demanded.

“He disappeared in Sioux City."”
I studied the signature on the rental

~ Pofahl pulled the shoe box cover out

f a desk drawer and compared letter:
in the ugmtmew 1 those in the messag
on the cover. “Written by the same

ou rented him

to the car deal s

“]g this the same writing as
“on the shoe box cover ?” I asked.

“He’s big, blond, blue- eycd
about his dress. He wore ne
when I last saw him, He had plenty o
money and told me he worked on a farm

“I suppose the insurance company
his description in all police departments
but we'll add that he’s wanted on sus-
picion of murder. Maybe it will help,
The Car was a Model A Ford sedan, you
said.

The man

nodded. “Maroon color,

license 7-D19-1."

It was midnight when Pofahi leaned
back in his chair and brushed a hand
wearily across his face. “That’s all to-
night, Dreger,” he announced. “We'll

~start again in the morning.”

“Start where?”’

“The telegraph clerk in Sioux City
where Mortz filed the message to the car
dealer on the twenty-eighth.”

A telephone call from Pender, Neb.,,
early the next morning changed our
plans. T'll remember that call to my dying
day. It was from Mrs, Wittmer, Ernie’s
mother,

She wanted to know, she said, what
had happened between Ernie and my
Rose.

Not quite understanding what she
meant, 1 said they had disappeared.

T‘nis, in turn, puzzled Mrs. Wittmer,
Rose was in South Dakota, Ernie in
Minnesota, she told me. But what did [
know about their estrangement ?

BY THIS time my mind was in a <o
plete whirl, How did she know Ro
was in South Dakota and Ernie in Min-
nesota? What did she mean estrange

Then it came out. Ernie had come hot
and told her that he and Rose had bro
up. He was on his way to-a job i
nesota, he had said. Rose had taken theis
car and gone to South Dakot:
had given her all their furnitur
they broke up—so he had told
Sept. 27—adding that he had rer
in which to go to Minnesotal

I reeled under the impact of th
item. Tt meant that Ernie Wittme
Earl Mortz! He had lied when he sai
Rose and he had “broken up.”
lied when he said she had their car, for
we had it in a garage near police head-
quarters. I knew then that only Rose was
dead: that her husband had killed her
and {.SLJIJC[] in a rented car.

“1'll be over to see yvou,” I managed to
tell Mrs. Wittmer. 1 could scaxcelv grasp
the import of this change i _

Ernie, a kille:. Why? tht
done to deserve such a fate? = Vv
her body? Where was he?

‘et me a picture of W:rmler,
said, slamming a big fist on his

We had half a dozen wedding pictures
_of_ Rme ‘md W 1ttme1 at the ]mmc

was the bmel of an ounce of sta\i‘h o
whcr had signed the poison register Ec T

tined on page 60
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apped My Daughter’s S]ayer

‘-«hemﬁ Sitton

resources of hig office at our disposal.,

- e car-for-rent :)palamr wlanced at
"U-"‘t!- and said, *"That's Mortz.”

stop was the Wittnier home
elatives told us about
t’mmght something was
“Rose was such
e nossible she'd

8
lca\e with another
“So that was his
Pofahl,
seventh ?”

excuse!”

he asked.

“Nes He camé in the afternoon, stayed

Im" supper and then he and another fel- -
: - mientioned a telephone conversation.

- took two girls to a dance in South
Uit ext morning Ernie scud he

{innesota to pick corn,’

irm«e a dark red Ford?” I

cd car,’ she e‘cplamt‘d

_dance companion could add
the - information we had,
bably on a farm somewhere,
‘1!‘( of seven dollars a

1116 - ¢ to th
told us Wlttmer had a gallon of \*»hu-ky
_in the car and drank quite a bit. “He
cdanced. sang, joked about evervthing
“and had plenty of monev, There must be
" a mistake about his kil!mg his wife. He
wasn't worried about a thing.”
“A pretty faint trail,” Pofahl declared
~as we headed for Sioux City., “Thtee
weeks since he came to- Pender, three
-~ weeks since he wired that car renter.

tre half-million farms in the Middle West

vill we find him?”

- "He killed Rose,” 1 interrupted. “He's

~a sub-human brute. 1 don't care how
fong it takes. Get him."”

Only 48 hours had elapsed since we
~went to the Forbes farnt to investigate
things which seemed queer. Now we
were on our way to see the last person

who had talked to Ernest Wittmer s0

far as we knew-—the telegraph clerk in
Sioux City,

“That's the man,’
he stu_{lied Wittmer's picture for several
minutes. “He was drunk and T wondered
uhat would happen if he wredced the
car.

“And from here on we're on our own,”
commented Pofahl. “His one hundred doI-
lars wouldn’t last long, He's had to go to
work—but where? If he lied to his
tmother about Rose, it stands to reason he
led about his plam He knew we'd talk
with her.”

‘The cooperation of the Sioux City po-
lice was enlisted and a score of experi-
enced officers began a check on taverns

and dance halls while Pofahl and T vis-

~ited employment agencies which special-
ized in farm labor,
the detectives were more fortunate. They

showed Wittmer's picture to bartenders,
hpstesses, dime-a-drink girls and finally
located a tavern where lie had spmt sev-

eral days and nights.

“He was drunk most of the time,” the
to have -

bartender reported. “Seemet
something on his mind. The last time he
was here he had a good-looking brunette
a!d they were leaving for Minne-

iuhouwh we traced the couple to Lu-
verne, Minn., and on to Pipestone on
_'_Ilglum} 75, We stopped at every filling

ed'" o coatin te the
Iy and placed the

~roared..
“He was here on the twenty-

“He's in circulation but on which one of

. he slipped throug
* the clerk hald aftel

Sioux City,

We had no luck but =

station, tavern and roadside inn and asked
awners .md t,mpi(n es to look at Witt-

upletil YHe was dn a dark red
and had

icense,
: : " awe repeated.
A filling station owner at Pipestone
told us the pair had quarreled in his place
and separated. The.girl caught a ride
back to Sioux City while Wittmer went

“an toward the Twin Cities.

- Pick-up orders had been wired ahead

-and traps were set to stop him but we
cwere much too late. In Minneapolis, the

detective bureau helped us locate a tav-

“ern where he spent a week end. One of

the bartenders identified his picture and

“He quarreled with a doctor who owns
a farm near St. Paul,” he reported. “I took
down the telephone number when I heard
him threaten to get even.”

The number led us to a wcl[-kuown
physiciam “I hired this man to pick corn,
he explained. “He worked for three dap
and demanded his check. [ paid him what
my manager told me was due hint and he
du.med me of cheating. What has he

~done?

“Murder,” Pofahl said bluntly,

“He may be in Illinois,” the doctor
suggested. “He sald they paid more for
good pickers over there.”

\, E FOLLOWED the trail of the
sedan and the blond killer through

- Minnesota and into Illinois. This was pos-

sible only because Wittmer stopped at
every tavern he could find to buy a drink,
and it was a mystery to me why he wasn't
arrested for drunkenness on some occa-
sioris, Gradually we gained on him. He'd
run out of money and would have to pick
corn to get mare. At a farm a short way
across the  JTowa-Illinois  border  we
learned that Wittmer had quit his job

three davs before and gone back into

farmer: de—
1ere,

Towa.
clared.
Again pt)ﬁc ::trap

‘ \Uebqter C:t_ -

Pafahl a.nd I drove
past the tremendor o
and watched the hu,
the high bang g
rows I wond
ing the velloy
of our searcl
alized how great an army of men was
needed to harvest the corn crop.

At Webster City, two davs t:eparated
us. At Mapleton, ¥a only: one day.
“We've got him now,”

than a few hours. It's only fifty miles to

seventv-five to Omaha, less

Hmn a hundred miles to his honte at i’cn—
-We'll scare him into the emeu

‘Haw’ I asked hopefull)« .

- “Radio and newspapers,” was the re—

ply. “He can’t stand publicity. We'

_have his pitture in every paper and m"fer

a reward. We'll buy time, if necessary,
on all the radio stations in this area.”
“Make the reward worth while,”" I said.
On Nov. 2, two weeks after Pofall and
I began the long search which covered
a winding trail of 2,000 miles through
five states, we returned to Norfolle to
walit {m developments, I’i)fa.hl Was con-
fident. “Wait and see, Albert,” bie grinned
grimly. “Within twelve hom% sone po-

lice department will cal? and ﬂy ‘We’ve_;
; -gczt Wittmer ™ . e :

and agam -

‘He turned toward Pofahl

Pofahl ‘exclaiimetl.
“He's shaky, can't stay in one place more

Buthe was w rong. We waited 12 hours,
then 24, Every time the telephone rang
he snatched the receiver, a look of an-
tlupatron on his face. The quick change
m expression told me the call was not
about Wittmer.

Shortly before noon on Nov. 3, Chief
of Police Frank Ilynn ruencd a tele-
phone call. “Listen, Flynn,” his caller
said. “Give Pofahl this message, Tell him
Ernest Wittmer will come in to see him

as soon as he gctﬁ a shave and something -

to eat.”

Half an hour later an overall-clad ﬁr;ure i

walked inte police headquartzrs and -
Flynn's office. 1T wasn't there, _I-’t:nfah-l_-
wouldn't let me stay. Ernest Wittmer
grinred at Pofahl, thrust out a big hand
and slmok ‘hands withh Chief Flynn. He
tossed a bag of candy on the table.

“Well, what cl() you wantf" he asked
Pofahl;

The two ofﬁcerb stared at hiny in open-
nmouthed astonishment. It was fantastic
that - this man, suspected of nurder,
hunted i‘[!l'(:llgholit the Middle West,
should surrender so casually, i

“What made you come in?" Pr)fal:’l-_
aslked. ; :
“You were too close,” he repltcd T
heard the radio bmadcast vesterday and
saw my picture in the papers. I knew it
was no good to run any more

“You know what we want,” Flvan sartl

Wittmer nodded; "Rose. 1 killed her.”
For all the emotion he evinced he n ght o
have talked about the wcathvr : o

“Where is she?” e

“In the cornfield east of the houqe :

Chief Flynn Lalied a stenographer,
“Tell us the story,” he said. 5

Wittmer leaned  back in his chair,
selected a piece of candy a,nd mumhed
it slowly.

“It happene:’n on Septcmbm r“cntv'
sixth, T came in from the field and met
Forbes about five o'clock, We talked
about the fall work and went to the corn

- crib where Rose and [ lived. After Forbes

went home Rose and [ sat down at the
table, She noticed the water hucket was

_empty and went to the pump. I opened a

bottle of beer, poured half of it in a glass
for her and took the other half myself.”
“You know
about the strychnine?”

Pofahl nodded., “A quarter‘s
You bought it in Neligh.”

Wittmer grinned, “Right. T (lummrl it
into her heer and when she came back
from the pump I told her to drink. She
took a couple of swallows and said it
didn’t taste right. I took the glass, vre-
tended to swallow a couple of times and
said it was all right. She drank some
more.’

"She died from 1)01501‘1? 3 Flnm inter-

WOI‘ﬂ'l..

: mpted

“Of course not.” Wittmer was. coldly
impatient at the interruption, “She got
dizzy and went outside the crib door, 1
picked up a hammer and hit her on the
head, It knocked her down but I couldn't
pull the hammer away hecause it was

sunk'in her skull. The ax lav nearby so [

held her down with one hand and beat
her head in with the ax.

The experienced of_ﬁcers shuddered as
they listened to the cold-blooded, matter
of tact way in which the killer described
the murder of his wife, a bride of only a
few months. “This happened early in the

evening,” Pofahl prompted,



“Yes, about six o'clock, I dragged her
body to a thicket east of the house, went
back to the crib and st.oopec[ up the hlood
soaked gravel and threw it into the Larn,
I washed the concrete driveway and
dumped bloody water into a posthole
near the water tank.”

“That's why the muics acted up)”
Pofah! exclaimed, "“Then you went to
town, got your pay from Forbes, sold
vour chickens and framed the phony note
about the dentist.”

“Vou missed part of
Wittmer, “I put my bloody overalls and
sacks in the washing machine. Some
blood splattered on clothes she had in a
pile near the machinte and I put thosc in
too. Then I started to Brunswick. I hid
the ax near a telephone pole and threw
the hammer into the field, After I sold
the chickens T went to the Brunswick
cemetery and tried to find a new grave.
I planned to bury her there but I couldn’t
find one so I dug a hole in the cornfield
and dragged her to it. I got all bloody
again and put on new overalls and hid the
others in a bush near Neligh.”

“How about the name ‘Earl Mortz'?"
Chief Flynn asked. “And when did vou
start to drink?”

“I've used the name a ]01 even hefore
I was married,” Wittmer explamcd He
added with obvious relish, “I met a lot of
women under that name, And [ never
drank in public until after this happened.
It was always when [ was home."” -

“Exactly where is Rose buried?” Flynn
interrupted.

“A block and a hd.lf east of the house
between some corn rows, 1 marked her
grave with foxtail weeds” -

Wittmer was tran:fcrrcd to the Ante-
lope county jail while a posse went to the
Forbes farm to recover the body of my
daughter. For two hours they tramped
about looking for the place Wittmer de-
scribed. Finally Sheriff Sutton, County
Attorney R, H. Rice and Pofahl clcmrled
to brmg Wittmer to the farm. - ;

“He’s the only one who can find he
Suttor declared. “We'll have to tal_\c a
change" Eeaee o

When Wittmer stepped - from  the
sher:ff s car he nodded to acquaintances
in the crowd, walked briskly to the rear
of the house and t;tud:ed,the line of tmm_ .
hordermg he cornfield. | d
piece of cloth fastene
from the end of the T03

“1 put it there to ma
me a shovel”

He walked mm the field, his lip d
as he counted the steps, 100, 110 120, 123.
“Right here,” he announced and thrust
the shovel into the sandy loam. Suddenly
he bent forward and pemted to 4 sillen
clad foot. “There she is,” he <ard W ltl’l
satisfaction. "I told vou I could find her.”

Fle was charged with first degree mur-

it,” grinned

der and County Attorney Rice mmplcted
i

. the capsule remained intact,
. “died, he boasted to Sheriff Sutton how he

arrangements for a speedy trial.

o

plead guilty,” Wittmer told him, ¢
her because she quarreled with m
my drinking aml wouldﬂ t stand
plaving areund.”
And that was the 011!& refu‘eﬁ to
murder motive this hypocritical secret
(lrillkcr. secret lecher ever made,
‘He never came to trial. On Nov.

15

1929, he was found writhing on the floor

of his cell, He'd plauned his own death
just as he had planned the death of Rose,
1e had secreted a capsule of strychnine,
wrapped in oil paper, i1 a seam of his
overalls, Though the garment had been
searched and laundered after his arrest,
Before he

had cheated the electric chair.
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These are grim days for our So!&ms, Sax_ ‘and Marines.
You can make things pleasanter for your pals in camp by
sending theém one of the hilarious, fun-packed books shown
on this ps%e,. Crammed with the funniest of cartoons, fas-
cinating all-male stories, and beautiful photographs, these
boaks will be received with cheers and gratxmdp by any
man in the armed forces. :

And they're only 25 cents spmce* :

No matter which book you. t:hoose-——-SQUADS RIOT
HOOEY or WHIZ BANG ANNUAL-~you can be sure
that it will afford hours of much-needed entertainment for
yom: friends in umfm’m. Send one or more today and keep
em laughing!

Just clip. tbe céupon I:nelaw e.mi ﬁll in the name and ad-
dress of the person to whom you want the book sent. Write
your own name at the bottom of the coupon. We do the rest.

We will send t]ze book pmmptly, postpaid, together with
a note announcing who the gift is from. {If you prefer,
we will mai} the book to you and you can enjoy it yourself
before sending it on to your sarvme pal } Take your pick:

s%uabs gkgT—Here's 2 sure-fire gift for any nwghhori mmd ann pub-
Tished expressiy for service men. this busk is full of Army, MNavy and Marine
cartoons. - jokes and postry, Also, swell storles for soldiers and a heautifuf
photograph seetion titled “Gallery of Gals.” A riot of fun mr averyane,

HOOEY~—~Hert's a whirl of merriment from the ultra novel sover to the Very
fast page. The eover, alone, will be a souree of unending amusement to you and
your pals, presenting & bevy of benutiful James Trembath show pals whoso
costiimes do tricks when you rotats the cover.. If'sa uarlnnl dizzy delight] And

Cothat e!sscr!hex the whole HOOEY!

WHIZ BANG ﬁ%NU&E.m!mzens gt the most rib-shattering, belly-laugh

son tovers, Ameriea’s finast funny artists have
“shot ‘& briffiant harrage of rmtﬁi;ig hum #HiZ BANG, tombining thelr
. And there are some

sitper special photos of fovely fassies wi
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ount &, ing., Greenwich, Conn.
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