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“I'should have been glad to second him, but it wouldn’t have done,
in view of my relation to the case. No, it wouldn’t have done. This mat-
ter of loyalty leads us into strange inconsistencies. A man pays us for
our time and we find ourselves bound to accept his opinions, or at least
to publish them, while our own thinking grows rusty from disuse.”

With the settling of the case out of court, life in Jaffrey fell back
into something of its old routine. Neighbors made an effort to adjust
themselves to each other and to withhold adverse judgment because
of a mere difference of opinion. The war came to an end, and under
the detritus accumulated in connection with its conclusion were buried
many of the occasions for indulgence in animosity. Sometimes in the
privacy of a gathering known to be sympathetic, old rumors were re-
viewed and old suspicions aired. Guesses were hazarded, reports
compared. But corner caucuses were no longer encouraged. The bet-
ter element in the town clamped down on casual attempts at reviving
inflammatory topics, and with the passage of time old wounds were
healed — partially, at least. Old sores lost their sensitiveness, and old
memories ceased to present themselves with keenly cut outlines. Their
colors became less vivid, their outlines blurred. And the years flew by
with the Dean case still unsolved.
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January 1933

ixteen years later, on a wintry day in January, the friends of Charles

Rich met to pay tribute to his memory. The church was filled with
friends and townsmen. But the thing that he had hoped for daily
during all those years had failed to materialize. Though he had been
set free from the judgment of the law sixteen years earlier, he had
pinned his faith to the belief that a moment would come when the
mystery should be lifted that otherwise must lie forever like a cloud
around his life.

But it had not come about. This day that dawned upon the ob-
servance of his last rites found the inscrutable still hanging like a veil
over him. Nevertheless, his brothers of the Masonic order, pausing to
make their impressive gesture of farewell above him, felt each a shock
of surprise as they looked upon a face from which all lines drawn by
those last painful years had fallen away. Somewhere between yester-
day and today the unbelievable burden had dropped off, and he was
going on into the unknown as he had been the day that cruel blow, di-
rected by the hand of fate, fell upon him.

As the slow-moving funeral car made its way down through the
street, two men paused and looked after it. “There goes,” said one, “the
best friend I ever had.”

“The best friend any man ever had,” agreed the other. “That’s what
makes it so hard to accept the fact of his death. I have always held on
to the hope that the Dean mystery might be cleared up before he went.
I couldn’t help feeling that life owed him that. But he must have lived
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that old story down in these years and that, they say, is the best way
to root a falsehood.”

“Oh, there are always some who hold on to evil reports with what
seems a death grip. Perhaps it feeds their own vanity to believe ill of
a neighbor. It was to still those wagging tongues forever that I hoped
that the truth would come out.”

“The old proverb, murder will out, didn’t hold good, did it, in this
case?”

The other glanced at the speaker quickly. “You didn’t know, then,
that it was a case of international interest?”

“No. I've been away. Out of the country, in fact.”

“Sure. Scotland Yard and the prefecture of police from France
both sent investigators to satisfy their own curiosity regarding a case
so mysterious.”

“And they found nothing that would throw light upon the prob-
lem? They came to no decision?”

“I wouldn’t say that, exactly. In fact, they came to perfectly char-
acteristic decisions. Scotland Yard found support for the theory of
German spy activity. France found reasons for thinking that there was
a woman in the case. But neither of them found anything definite that
would provide a solution. And now, whatever comes to light, it can-
not be of help to the one most closely affected by the whole awful af-
fair. He has passed beyond help or hurt.”

In the distance a bugle sounded taps. The men raised their hats
and waited with bent heads until the sound died away. Then, in utter
silence, they turned and each pursued his separate way:.

On that very day Georgiana wrote an intimate friend the follow-
ing account of the event:

Charles and Lana took up their burden without com-
plaint. They rarely referred to it even in the privacy of their
own home, each hoping that the other might achieve some
ease of tension. They adjusted themselves to the situation
characteristically — Lana with a lifted chin, a deliberate and
conspicuous recognition of those whom she knew to have
been most inimical to Charles, whenever and wherever she
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met them. There was a smile on her lips and contempt in her
eye, and in her heart a feeling that matched her eye.

Charles, as deliberately, set aside all apparent memory
of enmity. “It is over,” he said, “with the war. When that
spirit of hatred is laid, the suspicions born of that spirit will
die out. These neighbors of mine will return to reason. They
will realize that I could not have killed my best friend, or have
been a party to his murder. In the long run, character will tell.

“Then, too, eventually the guilty one will be discovered.
The saying murder will out has a basis in the experience of man.
Something overlooked by the guilty man will give a clue
from which a solution will be worked out. I am sure that these
townsmen of mine have been misled by their own uncon-
trolled emotions. They haven’t realized what they were do-
ing. I am in business in the town. I can’t afford to antagonize
those who are making a living in the same town. If I show
them that I have forgotten and make it easy for them, they,
too, will forget.”

So he spoke, in his modesty not realizing how forgiving
was his attitude. I own that for many years I shared Charles’s
faith. I reassured myself with comforting words. Someday the
truth must come to light. Through some seeming accident,
some stroke of chance, the criminal will be discovered.

In the first few years, [ held the hope as an expectation.
Any day now the secret will be manifest. With each morn-
ing, as I said my prayers, the hope sprang up afresh. Perhaps
today it will all come out. As the years went by and no solu-
tion presented itself, the probability grew increasingly re-
mote. Still I bolstered my courage with old sayings, born of
the experience of men, and with faith in the justice of God.
“The Lord is mindful of His own. In His own time, in His own
way, He will justify a servant as faithful as Charles by ex-
posing the criminal.”

That is what I said, that is what we all fed our hope on.

Today we laid Charles away. It was a gray January day.
Patches of snow alternated with the black of frozen ground.

157
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Uncompromising cold settled down around us as we took our
way to church. The service was conducted acccording to the
beautiful and solemn rites of the Masonic order. The mem-
bers of the order had, almost without exception, stood by their
comrade. As I watched those faithful friends file past the
bier, I felt that each in his heart was conscious of the same
emotion as that which was weighing mine down.

How was it possible that a loving God could deny the
repeated request that a guiltless soul be absolved from a
charge of crime here, before passing into the unknown? And
to me came anew the horror of the realization that overnight
circumstances could so array themselves against a man that
he could never rid himself of the consequences of a baseless
charge but must go down to his death with that burden on
his heart, his hope set at naught, the confidence of his friends
unjustified. The beat of the drums, as the procession marched
along the familiar street to the place of burial, fell on my
heart like the frozen clods upon a coffin.

I have now, somehow, to adjust my philosophy to fit a
reconstructed world. Charles has gone on without having had
the satisfaction of knowing that his good name has been re-
stored to him in the eyes of the whole world, as he knew it.
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Afterthoughts

dward Boynton shifted his weight to the other foot as he sought to
find a place in the Masonic line of march on the day of Charles Rich’s
funeral. But wherever he had attempted to enter into the formation, he
had found himself prevented by some seemingly careless shifting of
the personnel. It at last began to dawn upon him that there was some-
thing deliberate and intentional in the movement to keep him out of
the line. Especially did it emphasize itself when Dr. Sweeney and
Wilbur Webster squared themselves before a vacancy at the end of the
double file. It was not until the march began and the Masons started
into the church in pairs that he found a place at the very end, which
left him without a partner and relegated him to a seat by himself.
Angry and humiliated, he sank into the seat, conspicuously alone.
“ After all,” he thought, “what did I ever do so much worse than oth-
ers that they should treat me like this? Asif I were the only one in town
who had suspected Charles Rich. There were plenty of others and
they all know it. Even now, the mystery is just as far from solution as
it ever was. If he had been innocent, they seem to think, he wouldn’t
have been allowed to die without the thing’s being cleared up. Charles
couldn’t have felt so innocent himself, or why did he never seem to
lay anything up against me himself? And if he didn’t, why should
they?” Across his memory flashed a scene in a crowded courtroom with
himself struggling for breath, and the recollection of a brotherhood vow
disregarded. But he shut his mind to both.

* * *
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The measured beat of the drum told the village that the funeral
procession was starting from the church. Mrs. Griffin, concealed be-
hind the curtain in Father Hennon’s study window, peered out with
clouded eyes. Her fingers were occupied with her rosary, but her mind
turned in upon a scene from the past: a dusty courtroom, a white-faced
woman in the witness chair whose eye sought hers with stern accusal.
A shudder passed through her body. She turned resolutely away from
the window and sought the seclusion of her own room and the pro-
tecting influence of the shrine on the wall.

* * *

Oscar Dillon stood among the townsmen who thronged the street
before the church watching the mourners as they passed between the
reverent rows of the silent brotherhood to their waiting cars. His wife
stood beside him, but he was conscious that farther down the line the
Croteau woman had taken up a position where she could watch him
with bold, possessive eyes. It irked him that she should, in this open
way, flaunt their intimacy, especially on solemn moments like this
when he was observing the proprieties of the occasion in company with
Lilly, his wife. Lilly so rarely appeared with him in public nowadays.

Then his thought was interrupted, for as Lana’s sister came down
the walk he realized that she was looking at him with a stern regard.
It was but a momentary glance, but what did it not convey? Suspicion
that he was capable of almost any enormity! Accusation! Contempt!
His own gaze wavered under the stab of that glance. Then he braced
himself against it with the thought, “She knows nothing against me.
She has nothing on me. If she had had one least clue she would have
used it. Why should I cower under her challenge? What does she
mean by that? What does she gain by looking at me that way? I'll show
her that I'm not afraid to meet her look!” But when he returned to the
attack he met only the regardless profile, white and set. He was, nev-
ertheless, conscious of having cringed before a charge, and in a way
made needless confession. As he withdrew his glance, out from the
crowd of spectators, the Croteau woman threw him a knowing look.

* * *

Dr. Sweeney and Wilbur Webster paused a moment at the end of

the commitment service, following with their eyes the movement of
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Edward Boynton as he made his way from the cemetery. Then their
eyes met significantly. “He even walks like a sneak,” commented the
doctor. “Did you see him trying to edge his way into the line? Blasted
hypocrite! Pretending he was a mourner and a brother!”

“Well, he got the cold shoulder from us,” said Webster. “That
ought to teach him something.”

“Yes, if he is capable of recognizing it.”

“Oh, he got it all right. His face turned almost as red as it did that
time he came so near choking to death on the witness stand. Remem-
ber?”

“That’s something I can never forget. Nor shall I forgive it. To take
an attitude like that toward a man of Rich’s character and to do his best
to prove it on him, perjuring his own soul! I've always wondered
what he got out of that. Anyway, he’s got to look elsewhere for for-
giveness — not to me.”

“Well, Rich forgave him. He was the only one I know who did.
That is another proof of the bigness of the man we have justlaid away.
I can truly say that I have seen one man who was governed by reason,
not by prejudice. We shall wait a long time before we get another man
like him.”

* * *

Bill Gallagher, standing at the corner of River and Main, watched
the procession go past. As it turned down River Street he addressed
Harvey Foster, who stood at his side. “Well,” he said, “there goes the
last chance of clearing up the Dean mystery.” He spoke secretively, out
of the corner of his mouth, and without moving his lips.

“What do you mean by that?” demanded Foster, wheeling on
him with a challenge in his gray eyes.

“Why, I always looked to have Charles Rich come out in the open
and tell what he knew about Mr. Dean’s murder before he died.”

Harvey Foster looked at him with frank scorn. “You blasted id-
iot!” was all he said.

The reporter who had been assigned to the libel suit walked into
the press room of the Boston American and sought out Wes Butler’s desk.
Wes looked up with a cordial greeting, “How are you, old man? What
brings you within range of the enemy guns?”
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“I came upon this notice in the Keene Sentinel,” he said and laid a
clipping on his friend’s desk. Wes read it thoughtfully. “So,” he said,
“that story is ended. And they never found who did it?”

“No. The mystery remains a mystery.”

“I always felt that they sort of muffed that job. It seemed to me
that there were clues that weren't followed up.”

“I'think the town was too anxious to get back to the normal. I know
there were some hints that came to light after the case against the
Boston American was settled out of court. They looked like good leads.
But they were all founded on circumstantial evidence, and the au-
thorities felt that to reopen the case then, just as the town had settled
back into its old stride, would destroy the morale. Enmities were
buried. Business was being revived on the old basis, and order was
being established. So the clues were not followed up.”

“And so a good man goes to his death, still carrying the burden
of an unsolved crime to save the morale of the community. Pretty
tough!”

“They depended too much upon a justice meted out by the hand
of a kind fate. And this was the time when such faith wasn't justified.”
* * *

Mr. Colfelt picked up his morning paper and turned it leisurely
as he sat at his breakfast, dividing his indolent attention about equally
between reading and eating. Suddenly his eye was arrested by a fa-
miliar address in New Hampshire. It was the heading of a brief notice
of Charles Rich’s passing. The reader’s eyes fixed themselves on va-
cancy as he reviewed the past. Then, dropping his napkin, he rose and
went to the window, pushing aside the obstructing draperies. It was
not the familiar street, nor the walls and roofs of a populous city, that
he was seeing as he stood there, but Monadnock, standing in the haze
of an August day. “And we sang hymns together,” he said at last, turning
back into the room.

* * *

Elizabeth Bryant stopped her work at the kitchen table as the bell
began to toll on the day of Charles Rich’s burial. She moved toward
the window, from which point she could get a glimpse of the proces-
sion as it passed the corner of Main and River. Her mind recalled with
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a heavy persistence the happenings of the thirteenth of August, fifteen
years earlier, when she and Enos had stayed the night with Mrs. Dean.
She re-visited the incidents in an effort to read their significance, end-
ing with a shake of the head as she dismissed them, one after the
other. “But who poisoned the dog?” she asked herself as she went back
to her work. “I always come back to that.”
* 0% ok

And here, Reader, the story stops. It does not end.

Who killed Mr. Dean and why?

The question is still unanswered.

It remains one of the great unsolved mysteries in the history of crime.

- Georgiana Hodgkins



<

Historical Perspective

his is-not fiction. A tragic murder did take place in Jaffrey. Can we

set the scene? Let’s go back to 1918 and see what this small New
Hampshire town was like at that time.

The population was about 2,000. There were more horses and wag-
ons on the roads than automobiles. Even those who had automobiles
had horses and wagons as well. There weren’t any sidewalks. Roads
were sometimes sprinkled to hold down the dust.

Heavy snow was rolled in the winter, packing it down so horses
could pull sleds over it. When there was a lot of snow, automoibles
were put up on blocks for the winter. In their free time youngsters en-
joyed skiing, but their skis were improvised and they had to trudge
back up the hills on foot; ski lifts hadn’t been invented.

Children walked to school; there was no school bus. Students with
perfect attendance had their names listed in the annual town
report.

Women were busy in their homes, preparing big meals, sewing,
cleaning, doing laundry; there were no washing machines or dryers.
There were no vacuum cleaners. Rugs were swept and occasionally
beaten. Refrigerators were literally ice boxes, and ice was delivered by
horse and wagon.

There wasn’t any television. There wasn’t any radio. There were
only a few telephones in town and they were all party lines. One
switchboard operator handled all the calls.
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In the summertime the population swelled as summer homes and
camps were opened. Country inns were the height of fashion. Shat-
tuck Inn and The Ark had thriving businesses. To escape the heat of
the city, guests would arrive early in the season with their trunks and
stay for the summer. Among such guests was Willa Cather, the noted
American author.

What did Jaffrey look like in those days? In the center of town were
the public library (also used for selectmen’s meetings, since there was
no town office), the Monadnock Bank, a livery stable, and the band-
stand on the common. In back of the bank was Goodnow’s Department
Store where townspeople shopped for groceries, drygoods, and
hardware.

There were four Protestant churches in town: the First Congrega-
tional in Jaffrey Center, the East Congregational Church on Main Street,
the Universalist Church across from the library, and the Baptist Church
on Charity Square. St. Patrick Roman Catholic Church was brand new,
having been dedicated in 1917.

Three buildings made up the local school system in 1918. Two
housed the grade school. The third, a new building constructed only
the year before, served as the public high school.

Jaffrey Center had been the core of the original settlement and its
buildings were more historic. The Meeting House dated back to 1775;
Melville Academy, around the corner, had been built in 1833 as a pri-
vate school for higher education. The second principal, Roswell D.
Hitchcock, went on to become president of Union Theological Semi-
nary in New York. Many of these key landmarks are still here, im-
portant links to the character of our past.

And what of Jaffrey citizens? They included a few exceptional
women: Hannah Davis made bandboxes from wood and wallpaper
which she sold to the factory girls in New England mills. The band-
boxes are now prized by museums and collectors. Another was Alice
Pettee Adams, the dedicated teacher/missionary, whose work in Japan
was of such high order that she was honored by that country.

But in 1918 most women were housewives and most men were
breadwinners. In Jaffrey men could find employment at a wide vari-
ety of businesses. The Annett Box Company manufactured wood items
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such as baskets, boxes, clothespins, and more. Cotton and wool tex-
tiles were manufactured in the big red brick mill on Main Street and
in a second mill on Cheshire Pond. Another factory in town made tacks
for shoes, carpets, and other uses. Bean & Symonds Co. manufactured
box shooks and also provided ash wood blocks to Diamond Match Co.

Smaller businesses were present, too. There was the bank and
Goodnow’s Department Store and Mr. Elie Belletete’s general store on
North Street. There was a fruit store, a butcher shop, and a bakery. Mrs.
LaBonte’s millinery store was a popular place, as was Duncan’s Drug-
store. The Sawyer family was here, farming and running the horse
ranch. Alfred, the patriarch, was then 87 years old and president of the
bank. He retired in his 99th year.

Civic and social organizations were very important for diversion
and recreation. The Grange, famous for its chicken suppers and social
gatherings, brought together people with a common interest in farm-
ing. In those days almost everyone did a little farming and had a horse
and a cow, so this was a particularly active group.

Though the Grange had the largest membership, there were also
the Odd Fellows and the Rebekahs. And the women provided fel-
lowship with a reading group that met once a week. It later became
the Jaffrey Woman’s Club. The churches, too, had their Ladies” Aid So-
cieties and young people’s groups.

But of all the groups in town, the Masonic Lodge was perhaps the
most elite. Its members were business and professional men, and all
were Protestant, because at that time the Catholic Church didn’t allow
its members to join secret societies. The Masons met upstairs in the
bank building.

In Jaffrey Center the newly organized Village Improvement Soci-
ety was actively restoring Melville Academy and the Meeting House.
Mrs. B. L. Robinson, the first president, was a summer resident whose
husband was a professor at Harvard College. The Robinsons were
good friends of Dr. and Mrs. Dean.

Jaffrey citizens also came together at church suppers and amateur
performances by the school children. In the summer the East Jaffrey
Band provided family entertainment with concerts at the bandstand.
Traveling Chatauqua groups brought lectures, concerts, recitals and



Historical Perspective 167

shows that were much anticipated in small towns. And silent movies,
which by 1918 had become a big attraction, were shown on Saturday
afternoons upstairs in Coolidge Hall, a building on Main Street thatis
no longer standing.

Jaffrey was not isolated from the rest of the world. The railroad had
arrived in 1870 and opened the way to faraway places like Worcester
and Boston, or even New York and beyond.

In the larger world, Woodrow Wilson was president of the United
States. He had been elected in 1912 and had been in office less than
two years when, in August of 1914, the outbreak of war in Europe
alarmed everyone. Americans wanted no part of foreign entangle-
ments and Wilson warned, “We must be neutral in thought as well as
in action.”

Then on May 7, 1915, a German submarine sank a British passen-
ger liner, the Lusitania, killing 128 Americans. There was deep concern,
but Wilson remained calm. In 1916 Wilson was re-elected. His platform?
He would keep America out of the war. But in February 1917 the Ger-
mans began unlimited submarine warfare against all merchant ship-
ping, including American ships. The American people were outraged.

Our town history reports that at the annual Town Meeting in
March 1917 the citizens of Jaffrey adopted a resolution that said: “The
citizens of Jaffrey . . . declare their approval of the president in all his
efforts to prevent the United States being involved in war and their
hope is that such efforts may continue to be successful . . . but in un-
warranted aggression they pledge the chief executive and Congress
their hearty support.”

In April President Wilson decided the United States could no
longer be neutral. He spoke before a joint session of Congress, his face
tense, his voice heavy with feeling. He said that actions by Germany
were “in fact nothing less than war against the government and peo-
ple of the United States.” He asked Congress to declare war against
Germany, and added that “the world must be made safe for democ-
racy.” Congress gave unanimous support. And so began World War I
— the war to end war.

More than 120 of Jaffrey’s young men enlisted. Twenty-five served
overseas. Young John Humiston was killed; Humiston Park has been
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named for him. Charlonne Street, Ellison Street, and Stratton Road were
named for other Jaffrey soldiers who died while in the service of their
country.

Two Jaffrey physicians, Dr. Sweeney and Dr. Hatch, both went to
France to serve in the Medical Corps. It was the diary that Dr. Sweeney
kept on a troop ship going to France that Willa Cather used in her
Pulitzer Prize winning book, “One of Ours.”

Jaffrey industry was involved in the war effort. The tack factory
made hobnails for soldiers” shoes. White Bros. Mill made denim for
soldiers’ uniforms. Bean & Symonds made wooden cases for shipping
war material.

Meanwhile the women prepared bandages and knitted sweaters,
socks, and mittens for the troops. Citizens bought Liberty Bonds. Any-
thing German was despised. Even little Dachshund dogs were some-
times kicked because their breed had been developed in Germany. Any-
one with a German name was looked on with suspicion; it was
wartime.

Feelings were intensified by complex antagonisms that sometimes
had nothing to do with the war. Industrial expansion had brought
many French Canadians to the United States and to Jaffrey to work in
the mills. They were bright, energetic, ambitious people, but with a lan-
guage barrier to be overcome. Largely identified by both their language
and their Roman Catholic faith, they were faced with a wall of preju-
dice against both. In a small town, even children were caught up in
the prejudice.

There were economic tensions, too. Mr. Rich, cashier of the bank,
and others who seemed to have economic security, could very well
have been resented by those who were struggling to make ends meet.

These divisions seemed to be epitomized by the Masons, who
were perceived as an elite group, exclusively Protestant, and gener-
ally financially comfortable. The Masons became a source of resent-
ment for many. And the international situation, while bringing peo-
ple together to support the war effort, also intensified feelings of
anxiety and distrust. Families were disrupted while young men served
their country. Would their soldiers come back crippled or blinded?
Would they come back at all?
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There was talk of spies and signal lights. Mt. Monadnock, the ar-
gument went, would be an ideal spot from which to signal. It was vis-
ible from great distances. It was said to be the first high point of land
that could be seen by a ship entering Boston harbor. If that was true,
what about German submarines receiving or sending signals? Others
noted that any signals sent from Monadnock could surely be received
by and transmitted from other nearby mountain ranges.

What information would the spies be relaying with these lights?
Fort Devens was not far away. Perhaps the lights reported troop move-
ments associated with the Fort.

Germans, after all, were not strangers to the Monadnock region.
Everyone knew that before the war Count Johann Heinrich von Berns-
dorff, the German ambassador, and Captain Franz von Papen, mili-
tary attaché at the embassy, had been houseguests in neighboring
towns.

And just who was this Mr. Colfelt who had come to Jaffrey in 1917
with his wife and daughter and rented the Baldwin place, a big house
not too far from the Dean farm? He didn’t work so he must have had
money. But he didn’t mix in the town really, just knew the people who
did things for them, townspeople like Stratton at the livery stable.

The Colfelts went away, but then they came back, arriving in Oc-
tober and staying through the winter. That was strange. Lots of peo-
ple came in the summer, but who would come for a New Hampshire
winter?

Nobody knew much about them, really. Mr. Colfelt was rather a
dashing figure, riding his horse around town. And he drove a big car,
too — a Marmon, a battleship gray Marmon. The Colfelts’ only friends
were the Deans, who were neighbors, and through them Mr. and Mrs.
Rich, who were close friends of the Deans.

When they came back, the Colfelts rented Dr. Dean’s house on the
hill. The Deans, for financial reasons, had decided to rent the big house
and live in the smaller house on their property. The big house had a
spectacular view of the mountains. It would be a good place to send
signals from, some decided. And so the gossip continued. What had
been in the big box in the Colfelt cellar? Had it really carried a phono-
graph, or had it contained wireless apparatus instead? People even
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asked Dr. Dean if he thought Colfelt was a German spy, but Dean said
of course not.

Still, when the Colfelts left the Dean house so suddenly in June 1918
and moved to Temple, New Hampshire, there were rumors that Dr.
Dean had given them 24 hours’ notice to get out. Had Dr. Dean learned
something?

The Deans had come to Jaffrey in 1889. Everybody liked Dr. Dean.
His father, the Rev. William Dean, had been one of the first American
missionaries to China. In 1860 he had moved to Siam with his family
and had become acquainted with the king of Siam. His son, Jaffrey’s
William Dean, had become a playmate of the prince of Siam.

As a young man William Dean had come back to the United States,
living here with his uncle, Dr. Henry Dean of Rochester, New York.
He went to Hamilton College, then studied medicine under his uncle.
He and his cousin Mary fell in love and were married. William Dean
did well in medicine, but because of his health, he and Mrs. Dean de-
cided to move to New Hampshire and live in the country. The couple
had no children.

The Deans bought the Elijah Smith farm in Jaffrey, quite far out on
the Old Peterborough Road. And then, after a few years, they built a
big house on the hilltop of their land and lived there. They had many
friends, among both the local residents and the summer people. Mr.
Rich and Dr. Dean were the best of friends and used to play golf and
billiards together. Mr. Colfelt used to play with them sometimes.

Mr. Rich was one of Jaffrey’s most influential citizens. He served
as town moderator and school moderator. He was a judge, and had
been a state legislator, serving both as representative and senator. He
was an active member and the choir director of the Universalist Church.
For 20 years he had served as an officer in the New Hampshire Na-
tional Guard.

Charles Rich had been born in Calais, Vermont, and was a gradu-
ate of M.I.T. He had married a Vermont girl, Lana Hodgkins, and
taught school for a while in Peterborough, New Hampshire. In 1883
he came to Jaffrey to take the place in the Monadnock National Bank
of his brother, Harvie, who had accepted a position in an investment
house in North Dakota.
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Charles Rich became the cashier of the bank in 1886, and in 1892
he built his house on a hill just across from Goodnow’s and the bank,
making it possible to walk to work and be home for all his meals.

Another good friend of the Deans was Miss Mary Ware from
Rindge. A very wealthy woman, Miss Ware had a beautiful home
(Which is still there) and a big farm run by a foreman, William Cleaves
of Rindge, who was a graduate of Harvard College. He and Franklin
D. Roosevelt were both members of the class of 1903.

Miss Ware and her mother gave the famous glass flowers to Har-
vard College as a memorial to Dr. Charles Eliot Ware, class of 1834, who
was Miss Ware’s father.

Miss Ware, a “gentlelady” farmer, would talk farm talk with Dr.
Dean. Dr. Dean was always friendly and pleasant, with a scholarly in-
terest in many things. He enjoyed the company of women.

In the summer of 1918 war tensions were at their height. Even Miss
Ware was sure she saw signal lights. When Federal agents came up to
investigate there was talk they were investigating Mr. Colfelt as well.
Some people thought they saw lights coming from the Dean farm
when Colfelt was there. But often when they were investigated the “sig-
nals” were found to be car lights or to have some other reasonable
cause. Nevertheless, there were responsible people who felt there was
spy signalling going on in the area. And there were responsible peo-
ple who felt “war hysteria” was the real culprit.

The war cast a shadow over people’s lives. They wanted things
to get back to normal. They were tired of anxiety. They were tired of
the war. They were tired of heatless Mondays, sugarless coffee, and
dark-colored bread.

And that sets the background for the tragic murder.

It was a hot day, that fateful Tuesday, August 13, 1918. In the late
afternoon Dr. Dean had jogged to town in his horse and cart to do a lit-
tle marketing. Witnesses later confirmed that he was seen at Duncan’s
Drugstore and that he met Georgiana Hodgkins there. Miss Hodgkins,
who was on from New York to visit her sister, Lana Rich, testified that
Dr. Dean went back to the Rich home with her for a little visit.

Nobody knows for sure if Dr. Dean did visit with the Riches, or
just when he arrived back at his own home. Ordinarily Mrs. Dean could
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have given this information, but her memory had been failing the last
few years and she could not be a reliable witness.

Dr. Dean did get home at some point, and after a bite to eat (this
showed up in forensic tests) he went out to milk his cow. He was a gen-
tleman farmer who milked late at night so he could sleep in the morn-
ing. Mrs. Dean waited up for him, but he never came back to the
house. Finally, at daylight, she went out to look for him. When she
couldn’t find him, she telephoned for help. Witnesses later reported
that she said, “Billy is in deep water.”

Men came, and after hours of searching, they found him in the cis-
tern. He had been hit and strangled; the rope was still around his
neck. His hands were tied behind his back. His feet were tied. Over
his head was a burlap bag with a heavy stone in it, and under that a
blanket pushed against his head to soak up the blood. There was no
question he was a victim of brutal cold-blooded murder.

Everyone was horrified. Who could have done it?

The following morning, Wednesday, August 14th, Mr. Rich ap-
peared downtown with a black eye. He said his horse had kicked him
when he went in to feed her and had knocked his pipe into his face.

Unbelievably, Mr. Rich became a prime suspect. It was ironic that,
even with his incriminating black eye, he would have been cleared
completely if someone could have testified that he’d gotten the bruise
early in the evening. But only his wife and his sister-in-law, and Dr.
Dean, would have known that his eye had been injured before Dr.
Dean’s visit. His wife and sister-in-law, presumed to be loyal to him,
had no credibility. And Dr. Dean was dead. There was no one else to
testify, no one to say for sure that when Dr. Dean had stopped at Rich’s
house, he had seen him bathing his injured eye.

Was it an untimely accident? Or had Mr. Rich been involved in
some kind of midnight death struggle?

The Boston American newspaper sent reporters to cover the case.
Incredibly, this little New Hampshire town was involved in a violent
murder mystery. And now the town, already divided by language, re-
ligion, and economics, polarized over the question of Mr. Rich’s guilt
or innocence.
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Of course, there were other theories:

1. Some felt that Mrs. Dean had committed the murder in an irra-
tional rage of jealousy. Why, they reasoned, had she said Billy was in
deep water?

2. Others theorized that hoodlums, caught in the barn by Dr. Dean,
had accidentally killed him, then panicked, tied him up, and thrown
him in the cistern.

3. Still others were sure that Mr. Colfelt was a German spy who
arranged for Dr. Dean’s murder when Dean learned the truth and was
about to expose him.

It was an unhappy time in Jaffrey. The divisiveness within the
town continued. In September of 1918 the devastating flu epidemic
claimed twenty-six lives in twenty-seven days. And over all hung the
mystery of the Dean murder, a mystery that remains unresolved to
this day.

Margaret C. Bean
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Appendix

From Keene court House file:
The case of Boynton vs. Rich, Dated 5/2/21

VOTERS OF JAFFREY

Take your head out of the clouds — plant your feet firmly on the
ground and do some hard , straight, clear thinking.

What will you do with Jaffrey?

Your valuation on April 1, 1921 was $372,000.00 greater than on
April 1,1917, but in spite of this, your tax rate has increased from $24.00
to $33.00 per thousand, and your bills are not yet paid.

In view of this, do you imagine that there will be any marked in-
crease in building operations? Do you believe that any new industry
can be induced to locate here? Are you even sure that, if the present
antagonistic attitude is continued, you can retain the industries you
now have? Larger Plants than any in Jaffrey have been discarded over
night.

Do you believe that you are not affected by a high tax rate? If so,
stop fooling yourself. You are the consumer and the consumer always
pays. It matters not whether you own your home, rent your home, or
board, a part of every dollar you spend here goes for taxes.

Do you know the financial condition of your Town? Do you know
that before the money raised by taxation becomes available, it is cus-



Appendix 175

tomary to borrow on notes at the prevailing interest rate? Do you
know your condition in this respect? Here it is:

LONG AND SHORT TERM NOTES (NOT BONDS PAYABLE)

January 31,1918 $ 9,000.00
January 31,1919 $ 6,500.00
January 31,1920 $18,000.00
January 31, 1921 $33,000.00

Your present financial condition may be the result of excessive ex-
penditures for schools, roads, or the Dean Case — it may be the result
of inefficient administration. In any event, the first two factors are al-
ways with you but the last two can be eliminated at your pleasure.

In making the above statement, we want it clearly understood that
we stand and always have stood for a full and free investigation and
prosecution of the Dean Case. We have, however, no reason to believe
that the Dean Case i s now being prosecuted, while we have every rea-
son to believe that one of our citizens is being persecuted.

How much has already been spent by the Town on the so-called
investigation of the Dean Case, we do not know, nor we believe does
anyone. From figures available, however, it is pretty safe to say that
on March 1, 1921 the total of Dean Case expenses — paid and unpaid
— reported and concealed — is approximately $10,000.00.

In support of this statement, we can merely say that since Febru-
ary 1, 1921 one firm of lawyers received $1,430.00 of your money. Is it
unreasonable to suppose that there are other unpaid bills?

Do you suppose any part of the payment in February covered the
legal expenses of a Selectman, who is now defendant in a civil suit
brought against him as a private citizen?

Do you know that the present Board of Selectmen plan to continue
operations along this line for ten years? Do you imagine that the cost
will become less as litigation develops?

About 104 times in the past two years you have heard, “There’s
going to be an arrest in about two weeks.” Has there been one? Do you
believe a Board of Selectmen who have publicly claimed, “That they
know who killed Mr. Dean and that they have sufficient evidence to
convict,” are justified in allowing the murderer at large?
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What do you propose to do about it? You alone have the remedy
and you alone can effect the cure.

If you feel as we do about it, you will work for, vote for and elect
on March 8,1921 a Board of Selectmen who are pledged to no man or
group of men — who will be dictated to and dominated by no man or
group of men — who will handle the Dean Case or any other case solely
on its merits — who will ever have in mind the best interests of your
Town and who will, in support of their own good judgment, ACT
INSTEAD OF TALK.

We are confident that the following candidates fully measure up
to these specifications and we ask your aid in their election:

For one year
JAMES H. FITZGERALD — AN UP-TO-DATE, progressive, success-
ful, efficient businessman.

For two years

ALBERT ANNETT — FORMER REPRESENTATIVE, State Senator
and Councilor — originator of the idea of a Water System for Jaf-
frey and Chairman of Committee installing same — a retired busi-
nessman of sound and seasoned judgment.

For three years

JASON C. SAWYER — a young farmer of the modern school — grad-
uate of New Hampshire State College — bright, clean-cut, capa-
ble and aggressive.

Their election means an Efficient Administration.
Yours for the good of Jaffrey
DELCIE D. BEAN
MERRILL G. SYMONDS
WILBUR E. WEBSTER
HOMER S. WHITE

EAST JAFFREY, NH. MARCH 4, 1921











