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CHAPTER 1



MATT MEETS SARAH


JUNE 8, 1932


Something was wrong. The Washington, D.C., Union Station was busy that morning. There was the typical crowd, but not like it used to be before the depression left so many out of work. But that wasn’t it. I was waiting for a morning Chesapeake and Ohio train, watching the crowd, and feeling anxious.


A large family of swells—rich types—was bunched around an old guy in a wheelchair. A young male nurse was looking after him, and two gentlemen wearing morning coats, white trousers, and expensive spats over ten-dollar dress shoes stood beside him. One gentleman with curly blond hair pointed to a newspaper the other held. The news headlines read Income Tax Rate for the Rich Now 63%. A woman in her middle thirties, dressed as if she were going to the opera rather than waiting for a train, watched as the male nurse got the older man comfortable. All of that was normal.


Two good-looking women and a rather plain one rounded out the female portion of the party. A doll who looked fourteen—my age—attracted my interest. She had blond curls that bounced when she moved and always seemed to be laughing with someone in her group. She even got a smile out of the man in the wheelchair.


That was when I spotted the problem. A scruffy lad loitered nearby, watching, and looked like a predator about to pounce. The temperature was around seventy, but he wore a dirty wool coat with ragged sleeves over a shirt with frayed cuffs. The shirt had once been white, but too much dirt and too many washings had left it a dull gray. His pants were too large, and he looked like a shoeshine boy with scuffed shoes that had never been polished. He was not waiting to catch a passenger train. He looked more like the hobo type, waiting for a freight, and he kept glancing at the rich bunch clustered around the invalid in the wheelchair in the way some C&O detectives, who worked for my father, told me thieves often do before they rob you.


Except this kid wouldn’t dare try anything with the women standing so close to the men, nor would he try to pick the pocket of one of the males. So, what was he doing watching them?


Just then, the girl spotted a vendor hawking peanuts and candy and moved away from her group to make a purchase. Leaving the protection of the herd, the dirty boy moved fast. Coming up behind her, he grabbed her bag and ran for the exit door.


I took off after him without thinking. Though he was fast and made it outside before I could catch him, I followed him at a run until he ducked into an alley not far from the station. I was reasonably sure that he hadn’t seen me.


I slowed, cautiously peeked around the corner, and saw that he was alone before boldly walking into the alley after him. Fortunately for me, the alley was not very wide and was a dead end. He had stopped too soon to pilfer the purse in a place where there was no way out—a stupid mistake.


“Hand it over!” I shouted.


He was a head shorter and thirty pounds lighter than me. His face was gaunt. I didn’t think he’d eaten recently. His eyes had the look of a trapped animal about to be devoured, and it gave me courage.


I said harshly, “Hand it over! Otherwise, you won’t walk out of here.”


The boy put the bag behind him on the ground, put up his fists, and said, “It’s mine. You go steal your own. Besides, you ain’t part of Paddy’s gang, no way. I paid the boss a dime, and he said I gets the station today. So, take a hike. You’re poaching my property.”


I took a step closer. “That purse belongs to my sister. Now, you give it back, or I’ll whoop you, stomp you, and then turn you over to the cops. My uncle is the local sergeant; boy, would he love to get his hands on you.”


Of course, none of this was true, but I thought it sounded good.


The kid sized me up, dropped his fists, and surrendered.


“All right. Let me go. Please, no cops and I’ll give you back her purse!”


He bent down, picked up the purse, and tossed it to me.


I caught it, and then I took a good look at him. He was so skinny that his bones looked like they might poke through his skin. He was a most pitiful rogue.


“What’s your name?” I asked.


He answered without thinking, “Tug.”


“Like a tugboat?” I added, amused.


“Yeah, like a tugboat,” he answered and looked like he was about to bolt, but I still had him cornered. I doubt anyone ever talked to him much. He had responded to me by surprise, and now he frowned and appeared to regret giving me his name.


“When was the last time you had something to eat?” I inquired.


He looked at me as if I had grown horns and demon eyes. “What? What do you care?”


“I don’t—just curious. Tell me, and I might let you go.”


“I stole an apple yesterday, but I ate it. You can’t have any. It’s all gone,” he explained.


Now, I made up my mind to try something. “Tug, if I give you fifty cents, will you get something to eat and not steal for the rest of the day?”


“What’s the catch?” he asked, stepping back to add a little distance between us. “Listen, you stay away from me. You keep your money and your hands off me.”


“No strings. Here, take this.” And I flipped him a fifty-cent piece I had pulled from several coins in my pocket. After seeing his condition, I truly felt sorry for the kid. He caught the coin and took off past me. I didn’t try to stop him.


I walked back to Union Station carrying the purse. Inside the building, I saw the wealthy people were still there, and a policeman was talking to one of the older men. I overheard the aristocrat explaining how the purse was long gone. The conversation stopped when I handed the bag back to the young lady.


“Ma’am, I recovered your purse, but the thief got away. Check the contents, but I don’t think he had time to steal anything.”


The girl took her purse and began to look through it. The policeman finally came to himself and grabbed me by the arm. “Is this the guy who stole your purse, Miss Sarah?”


The older gentleman spoke up. “Officer, he isn’t the one. I saw him run after the thief but look at the facts. Since he brought back the purse, I strongly doubt he was part of it. Besides, he isn’t dressed like a mugger or a pickpocket.”


“What’s your story, kid?” asked the officer.


“Sir, my name’s Matthew Cubley. My father is corporate counsel for the Chesapeake and Ohio Railroad and works for Mr. O. P. Van Sweringen. I was waiting to board a train when I saw the robbery and chased down the thief. I was able to get the purse, but the boy got away.”


The cop looked dubious. “That’s a tall story to swallow, son. You got proof you are who you say you are?”


However, the policeman let go of my arm and took a step back. He wasn’t sure if he had the world’s biggest liar or a kid that he better not rough up.


To convince him of my identity, I reached into my coat pocket and pulled out my railroad pass. Only special employees got one of these, and Mr. Oris Paxton Van Sweringen, the co-president of the railroad, had signed it. One look at this official-looking pass convinced the officer that my story was bona fide. He handed back my pass and wished me a good day, even saluting me as he departed.


I turned to leave but was stopped by a tap on my shoulder.


The man with curly blond hair spoke, “Matthew, thank you for helping Sarah get back her purse. I’m her father, Harry Jones.”


We shook hands, and I thought we were done, but I was mistaken.


The other well-dressed gentlemen introduced themselves in a most formal manner, each with the last name of Eaton. I’d heard of this family: they were wealthy bankers from Baltimore.


That’s when the girl with the curls grabbed my arm and kissed me on the cheek, leaving me in shock.


She immediately said, “Thank you for getting back my purse. I’m Sarah—Sarah Jones. I’m in your debt. I truly thought it was gone for good.”


Mr. Jones looked surprised, then frowned, and pulled his daughter away from me.


“Sarah, that’s enough. Calm yourself and go stand by your mother.”


Suddenly, her father’s tone had become less than warm, and I was happy to take my leave. I had just moved away from the family when my train was called. I proceeded to the platform and got in line to board. When it was my turn, I pulled out my pass and handed it to the conductor.


“Well, well. Welcome aboard the Fast Flying Virginian, Mr. Cubley. By chance, are you a relative of Mr. Matthew Cubley, Esquire?” he asked.


“He is my father.”


“Well, is he, now. Anything you need, you just ask for me. Where are your bags?”


“Dad had me check them. One’s a trunk and heavy as an anchor.”


“Alright, I’ll have a porter escort you to first class, and I will personally reserve a table for you in the dining car. Will the first seating at noon be suitable?”


I said that would be perfect and followed a colored porter to the first-class car, where I was shown to a seat. The porter wrote my name, destination, and seat number on a red reserved seat sign and placed it in the slot over the seat to mark it for me, a customary service whenever my father’s name was mentioned. I settled in and waited for the train to depart the station and wondered if Tug had gotten something to eat.


That’s when I heard a commotion at the end of the car. Turning around, I saw Sarah and her relatives being shown to the first-class coach. The Red Cap was struggling with the wheelchair, and the men in the group were voicing their displeasure over his failure to pass it through the vestibule door. The Red Cap and Mr. Jones lifted the older man and deposited him in the first vacant seat, and the Eaton family took over the rear portion of the first-class car.


We were thirty minutes out of Washington, bound for Gordonsville when Sarah flopped down in the seat beside me. I looked to the rear of the car and saw that her father, mother, and the second gentleman were not there. Only the staff and Grandpa were in their seats, and her grandfather was asleep.


Sarah was smiling at me as she spoke, “Imagine, we find ourselves on the same train. It must be fate.” Then, without waiting for me to answer, she pointed out the window at a horse rearing and running from the passing train.


“Can you believe it? They call this train the Fast Flying Virginian. Isn’t that something?”


“Yes, it is fast,” I replied lamely.


“What’s your destination?” she asked.


“Sarah, do you ask everyone you meet where they’re going?”


“Of course not. Only the ones who chase down dastardly bandits and recover my jewels for me,” she replied.


“You had jewels in your bag?” I asked, thinking only rich people would carry jewels that way in a crowded train station.


“No, but I did have two whole dollars that Grandpa gave me for lunch.”


“Aren’t you traveling in first class?” I asked.


“Why sure, silly. Am I not sitting here?”


“Well, first-class passengers eat for free in the dining car. You won’t need two dollars.”


“You know a lot about trains. Tell me more.”


I told her that I often traveled on the C&O with my father. And as we talked, I came to two conclusions. First, she was a pretty thing, even if too talkative, and second, she was lonesome. She told me she didn’t have many people her age to talk to because she was schooled by an old tutor who was dull as a butter knife. Also, her father, uncle, and grandpa were very strict and never let her talk to boys her age.


I quickly asked, “So why are they letting you talk to me now?”


She replied, “Look behind you. You don’t see them, do you?”


Again, I glanced over my shoulder and responded, “No.”


“They’re in the club car smoking cigars and playing cards, even Mother.”


“Your mother smokes in public?” I asked in wonderment.


“For her, that’s normal, among other things,” she responded with a frown.


We talked without stopping, as she was curious about many things.


Later, when her father saw her sitting with me, he immediately called for her. His voice was cold, and as she left me to return to her family, I think she mumbled, “I hate him!”


I had lunch alone at my table for two because the “This Table Is Reserved” sign kept strangers at a distance. The Eaton and Jones family ate at one o’clock, the second seating. By the time they had finished eating, the train was ready to depart from Charlottesville bound for Afton Depot, my stop. It was also the last stop before the famous Blue Ridge Tunnel. I would have liked to travel through the tunnel, but that experience would be denied me this trip.


Promptly at two p.m., I moved to the vestibule at the front end of the car to detrain at Afton. I was scheduled to meet my ride to my uncle’s hotel, and almost as soon as the train had stopped, a Red Cap had my trunk and suitcase on a luggage wagon next to the depot. I watched the other passengers get off the train as I waited for my ride.


Farther down the platform, I heard a noisy group getting off at the rear end of the first-class car. It was Sarah and her entourage. They made it off without the two porters dropping Grandpa—a miracle. When she saw me, she walked to where I was standing and pulled me inside the station, out of sight of her parents.


“Are you following me?” asked Sarah with a grin.


“No. I’m waiting for my ride.”


“Are you staying at the Afton House Hotel?” she asked.


“No, I’m traveling on to Highland, Virginia, where my uncle runs a hotel,” I answered.


“Which one? Cubley’s Coze or the Green Mountain?”


“The first one. You know about them?” She surprised me with her knowledge of Highland.


“Of course, after staying at the Afton House for a few days, we’re spending the summer at Cubley’s Coze. Grandpa likes to break up traveling into short stages.”


“What a coincidence,” I responded. “I guess we’ll be seeing each other soon. I’m spending the summer working at my uncle’s hotel, and he’s going to teach me how to shoot.”


“How exciting. Now, I’m looking forward to my stay.”


She launched into telling me how my uncle’s hotel got the unusual name of Cubley’s Coze. She explained as if I wouldn’t have known that when my uncle was a child, he couldn’t say Cubley’s Cozy Inn and Tavern. He called it Cubley’s Coze; the name stuck, and Sarah was told the full story by my uncle, and she told it to me. I pretended it was all new to me and let her tell me the full story.


Two sedans and a small truck arrived from the Afton House Hotel to pick up the Jones and Eaton families, plus several additional guests. Sarah slipped through the passengers and eased up behind her father. When she left, Sarah waved at me from the sedan window, and I waved back.


My interesting summer had gotten even more enjoyable.


My wait was short. Within minutes, the 1929 Buick Model 47 sedan from Cubley’s Coze pulled into the depot parking lot. The tall driver was of African ancestry and introduced himself as Richard Baker. Along with a Red Cap, he loaded three bags into the very back luggage box at the rear of the car. Next, they wrestled my heavy trunk on top of the fold-down back seat. After I made sure that my bag had been included, I climbed into the front seat.


Richard helped another couple sit on the two jump seats in the back and finally loaded; off we rode to Cubley’s Coze.
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CHAPTER 2



MATT’S ATTIC ROOM


JUNE 8, 1932


Richard Baker told me about the hotel staff as we traveled. My Uncle TJ had hired two new desk clerks since my last visit: a night clerk and Charles Tolliver, the day man. Mr. Tolliver was an accomplished pianist and often played short concerts on the lobby grand piano at teatime. Richard also informed me that Mr. Tolliver was responsible for the fresh flower arrangements, now a standard amenity in the dining room and the lobby. I chose not to comment on a man arranging flowers.


“Is Chef Andre Brazier still terrorizing the kitchen and waitresses?” I asked.


“He is, but his daughter, Maddie, has matured and gotten some spunk. She often stands up to him in the kitchen and, like him, tolerates no laziness in the kitchen. Her husband, Thaddeus, continues to live up to his name, too.”


“How so?” I asked.


“Thaddeus in Greek means stout of heart or brave. He often acts bravely as a peacemaker when things get hot in the kitchen between Maddie’s father and the rest of the staff.”


“How is Maddie’s daughter Rose? I heard she’s a maid.”


“Rose Baker is as fine as can be since she married me,” Richard said and chuckled.


“Congratulations. You better treat her nice, or her family might cut off your kitchen privileges.”


Our route took us down Afton Mountain, and, once in the valley, we turned right on State Route 22, then left at the Liberty Bell Tavern, where a new sign called it the “Liberty Bell Service Station.” I noted that the bell had been moved to the south side of the building to accommodate gas pumps. Nevertheless, the place continued to be a landmark, telling travelers where to turn for the Town of Highland.


Richard drove down Main Street, then left on Court Street and right on Green Mountain Avenue, where we crossed the bridge over Smith River. The bridge was built over the dam that created the lake to our right. Highland had a new town park that bordered Green Mountain Lake. After the bridge, we came to a dead end, turned left, and climbed the hill to the plateau where Cubley’s Coze Hotel was situated. Green Mountain rose majestically behind it.


Richard parked in front of the main steps of the hotel veranda, and Uncle TJ greeted everyone. After the back-seat couple registered at the front desk, my uncle hugged me.


“Matt, I’m so glad you’re here. We’re going to have so much fun this summer.”


“Uncle TJ, I’m looking forward to it. Is my room ready?”


When I turned eight, my uncle took a portion of the attic and built a bedroom for me. An unintended added benefit was that this attic room allowed me to slip in and out using the fire escape to meet friends on the sly. Some of the guys were from town, while others were guests at the hotel. Since the fire escape was enclosed and had a tin roof, it was easy to escape detection as we came and went. And now that I was older, I could use it to sneak out at night to meet girls, too.


“It’s ready, but with improvements.”


“What sort of improvements?” I asked, dreading the answer. My room had been perfect. I didn’t want or need any improvements.


“Last winter, we installed an Otis elevator in the west wing, forcing us to cut a service shaft up to the fifth floor. I’m afraid your old attic room is where we located the elevator machinery. Don’t worry. Here’s your key to your new attic room. Go check out what we did.”


I took the elevator to the fourth floor, turned right, and found the door to the attic had not moved. Unlocking the hallway door, the stairs to the attic were also the same. At the top of the stairs was a landing with the entrance to my old room to the right, but when I opened it, I found that elevator machinery occupied the space. I then unlocked the door to the left, expecting to see the spacious attic with storage boxes, only to find Uncle TJ had converted it into a bedroom, parlor, and full bath.


The new addition was fantastic. I had a large bedroom, a new bathroom, and a parlor with a sofa, desk, and chair. I still had my old access to the west wing fire escape, and the other attic stairway remained undisturbed at the far end of the hall. My entrance was private, just for the occasional elevator repairman and me.


Richard and I carried my trunk to the new room, which wasn’t easy. The elevator got us to the fourth floor, but we had to lug the “anchor” up to the fifth floor. When we made it, I unpacked, stored my clothes in a new chifforobe, got fresh linens from the second-floor storeroom, and made my bed.


Taking the stairs to the lobby, I found a new face behind the front desk, so I walked up and introduced myself.


“Good morning. I’m Matt Cubley.”


“And a good day to you, Mr. Cubley. My name’s Charles Tolliver, but please call me Chuck.”


The man had a kind face and fingers that were unusually long.


“Chuck, it is. So, please, call me Matt. Mr. Cubley sounds like you’re talking to my dad or my uncle. That’ll get confusing,” I stated with a smile.


“Right you are, Matt. How do you like your new quarters?”


“Fantastic. I’m the king of the world on the fifth floor.”


“I hope the elevator machinery isn’t going to bother you,” Chuck said as he answered the switchboard behind the front desk.


“Cubley’s Coze Hotel, Charles Tolliver at your service. How may I help you? Lady Madeline, it’s a pleasure. And, yes, all your rooms are on the same floor in the east wing. We’ll have them ready for early check-in. As you requested, we have reserved the Presidential Suite for your father and the Green Mountain Suite for your husband and yourself. Those rooms are garden suites with balconies.”


I noticed Chuck’s left eye twitch as he listened to Lady Madeline.


“Ma’am, may I have Mr. Cubley return your call?” Chuck paused, “He’s outside, but I’ll have him call you within the half-hour.”


Chuck clicked off the call and wrote a note.


Matt, your uncle is on the loading dock checking in an order. Would you give him this?”


“I’d be glad to,” I said, taking the note from Chuck. I walked through the dining room and into the kitchen, glancing at the message.


TJ


Lady Madeline Eaton Jones called and needed a return call immediately. I’ll tell you why. The number is 27-03, Afton House, room eleven.


Chuck


I only made it ten feet into the kitchen before the chef spotted me.


“Maddie, find out what that guest needs, and then let him wait in the dining room where he’ll be more comfortable,” said the chef, who was a dark-skinned African and spoke English with a distinctly French accent.


“Yes, chef,” she responded and walked my way.


Wiping her hands on a dishtowel and dropping it in the sink, Maddie looked at me. Recognition happened within seconds.


“Dad, that’s no guest. That’s Master Matthew.” She approached and gave me a big hug. Her broad smile filled her face, and I could see she had put on a bit of weight since my last visit.


Chef Brazier left the dish he was preparing, took off his tall chef’s hat, and hugged me. Then, in his French accent, he welcomed me to his kitchen. Both he and Maddie spoke fluent French and grammatically-correct English. However, they often used field-hand English when they were within the hearing of certain white customers whose racial prejudices caused Maddie and her father to hide their intellect and education.


Thaddeus, Maddie’s lighter-skinned husband, embraced me with powerful arms, saying he was glad I was spending the summer with them. When Maddie wasn’t looking, he slipped me two cookies off the counter cooling tray that I quickly wrapped in a paper napkin and eased into my pants pocket for later.


After hearing the exchanges, Uncle TJ came in from the loading dock and introduced me to the rest of the staff. Several of the waiters and waitresses I didn’t know, as they were new hires. Reaching the end of the introductions, I handed my uncle the note from Chuck. He read it and walked into his office.


Knowing that the kitchen was busy preparing lunch, I followed him into the hotel office, and he waved for me to have a seat. He picked up the phone and asked Chuck to ring the operator at the central exchange. It only took a matter of seconds for the operator to answer.


“Hello, Patricia. This is TJ Cubley. Would you connect me to 27-03, the Afton House Hotel? Thanks.”


I heard the phone buzzing at the other end before someone answered.


My uncle spoke immediately. “Hello. Room eleven, please.”


Again, the buzzing, and someone answered.


“Lady Madeline, TJ Cubley here. How may I help you?”


The conversation only lasted about a minute. She wanted a separate room from her husband, Mr. Harry Jones. My uncle said he could move a couple, shift two of her group around, and give her a room between her husband, Harry Jones, and her daughter, Sarah. However, she declined. Surprisingly, the lady requested a room on the other side of the hotel in the west wing. Since that was easier to do with less shuffling of room assignments, she got her preference.


My uncle hung up and said, “Well, that was easy. I always get anxious when the Eatons call. Sometimes their demands can be… difficult, one might say.”


“Uncle, I met them at the train station in Washington. They are a strange bunch.”


“How in the world did you obtain an audience with Gordon or Archie Eaton? I’ll deny I ever said it, but those stuffed shirts would probably refuse to meet with George the Fifth of England without a formal introduction. Bankers with airs, and that’s the extent of it.”


I told my uncle all about meeting Sarah and her family, though I left out the part about giving Tug fifty cents.


“Well, Matt, you may have a friend in young Sarah. I bet she’s grown into a beauty since I saw her two years ago. But watch out, young man. Last summer, they left her in Baltimore with an elderly tutor, and that young lady almost caused that old gentleman to have a heart attack when she began dressing and acting like a flapper, until her father returned home and took her in hand. Lady Madeline kept me informed about her daughter’s shenanigans.”


“Sarah does have a mind of her own,” I agreed. “I wonder why her mother wants a room in the opposite wing from her family?”


“She claimed it was to get away from her husband’s snoring. If he’s that loud, I may have to move Harry Jones to the mountain hunting lodge.”


I laughed, “There, he’d only disturb the bears and deer.”


Uncle TJ picked up another note from his desk. “Matt, I need to change a socket in the Green Mountain Suite. Would you like to see it?”


“Of course,” I agreed. As a young child, I hadn’t been allowed to visit the fourth floor, let alone the east wing. No noisy children who might disturb the guests in those expensive rooms were permitted.


Richard Baker, the head of maintenance, brought his toolbox and spare parts, and Uncle TJ led the way to the Presidential Suite. Unlike the west wing, the east wing had been built into and on the mountain. The Presidential Suite enjoyed a large garden balcony on a flat section of land. A waist-high stone wall surrounded the patio to keep guests and children from trying to venture beyond, where the terrain was steep and rough. It also kept out most of the deer, bears, bobcats, and skunks.


My uncle inspected every inch of this suite to ensure it was ready. When satisfied, he locked it, and we moved on to the next set of rooms, the Green Mountain Suite. It was just as large and lovely as the Presidential Suite, except with a smaller ground-level balcony. This balcony patio also had a slightly higher wall on the northern side because of a cliff on the wall’s other side.


Richard and my uncle went to work, giving me time to look around. I noticed how clean this suite was. Someone had even mopped the terrazzo floor of the balcony.


I asked, “Who’ll stay in the Green Mountain Suite with the couple split up?”


“I’m leaving Mr. Jones here. I don’t intend to move anyone else unless Gordon Eaton makes the request since he’s the one who pays the bills.”


Sarah had a room to herself on this wing because she wasn’t staying with either of her parents. Her room and mine were on opposite sides of the hotel, making it even more difficult for me because her room was distant and in the midst of the Eaton staff rooms.


Since Uncle TJ usually dined at seven or seven-thirty, I found myself with several hours free to explore the surrounding country. I borrowed one of the hotel’s ten brand-new Schwinn Majestic bicycles and had a most pleasant and fast ride down the hotel’s reasonably steep entrance road to Green Mountain Avenue. Then, I pedaled across the bridge toward downtown and coasted into the town park.


Green Mountain Park had a new ballfield and picnic area. Looking across the lake to the other side, I saw the Green Mountain Resort, owned by the McCulloch family. An arrangement between the two hotels allowed guests from Cubley’s Coze to use the boat rentals and horseback riding facilities at the Green Mountain Resort without additional cost. I planned on taking advantage of that benefit this summer. The parties at the other resort were wilder, and the guests consisted of younger families, many with teenage daughters. So, of course, my summer plans also included slipping away to the other resort after dark to ensure those daughters were adequately entertained.


I pushed the bike across the grass and inspected the new ballfield. It was nicely done with a groomed infield and white bases. Perhaps, I could join the local residents in a few evening games. Then, I turned toward Lake Street, intending to check out the local movie theater, when a 1928 Model A Ford coupe quickly pulled into the parking lot behind the courthouse. The car was black with white doors with the word “Sheriff” boldly painted on each in gold.


The driver was a young deputy wearing a brown uniform. He began walking my way and scowling. I turned and looked behind me to see who he might want, but besides a couple sitting by the lake, no one else was in the park. So, I continued walking in his direction, clueless that he was after.
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CHAPTER 3



AN UNFORTUNATE ARREST


JUNE 8 - 11, 1932


When the deputy got within twenty feet of me, he pointed and called out, “Hey, boy. Where’d you get that bike?”


“From Cubley’s Coze Hotel,” I answered.


“I don’t think so. The only Schwinn bikes like that belong to the Green Mountain Resort. So, you better come with me!”


I stayed silent and went with him, though I knew he was wrong, which was irritating. He took the bike when we got to the back door of the police station, leaned it against the wall, and motioned for me to enter. The building consisted of jail cells on the first floor and the sheriff’s department offices on the second. Offices bordered a large central room with a front desk near the Court Street entrance. There was a long wooden bench for public seating near the front steps, where he told me to park my butt.


Another officer in a side office called to the deputy who was escorting me.


“Hey, Obie, who’s that?”


“I don’t know, Sheriff. I just caught him stealing a Schwinn from the Green Mountain Resort.”


The sheriff stood behind his desk and motioned for me. The lettering on his door proclaimed he was William J. Jackson, Sheriff.


“Where did you get the bicycle, son?” he asked.


“Sheriff, as I told your deputy, it’s from Cubley’s Coze.”


“It didn’t come from the Green Mountain Resort?”


‘No, sir.”


“Do you have permission to have it?” he asked.


“I do!”


“Are you staying at that hotel?”


“I am.”


I decided to answer his questions but not offer anything additional. I wasn’t sure about these two, and from listening to my dad tell stories about how railroad cops often dealt with hobos, I thought I better not risk getting these two policemen riled.


“Obie, what makes you think the bike is from Mr. McCulloch’s hotel?” asked Sheriff Jackson.


The deputy puffed out his chest and spoke. “Mr. McCulloch told me personally to watch for people stealing the new bicycles he recently bought for his hotel. The boy had a brand-new Schwinn Majestic, so it has to be from the Green Mountain Resort.”


“Why do you think it’s stolen?”


“The kid was acting suspiciously. He rode the bike down the middle of Green Mountain Avenue until he spotted me. That’s when he veered into the park. Next, I saw him change direction and push it toward Lake Street, but I caught him before he could get away.”


I thought the sheriff was at least asking reasonable questions, so, I figured it was time for me to speak up.


“Sir, I wasn’t trying to go anywhere in particular. I was pushing the bike at a walk just to check out the new ballfield. And then, I thought I would see what was playing at the Top Hat Theater, but this deputy stopped me.”


“What’s your name, son?” asked the sheriff.


“Charles Matthew Cubley, sir, but everyone calls me Matt. My father’s Matthew Lee Cubley, corporate counsel for the C&O Railroad, and my uncle is Thomas Jefferson Cubley. He owns Cubley’s Coze Hotel and will vouch for me.”


Not saying a word, the chief picked up his desk phone, sat down, and, when he got the operator, asked for Cubley’s Coze. He reported that Uncle TJ confirmed I had permission to have the bicycle, and my uncle did not sound pleased.


“Smith, did you think to ask a few questions before you went off half-cocked? I happen to know that Mr. Cubley and Mr. McCulloch went together and put in one order for some new bikes to get a lower price. Matt’s telling the truth. He’s visiting his uncle for the summer and has permission. So now, one of the two main employers in the county is mad at me, just in time for the next election. You condemning all the local outhouses would do me less harm.”


Deputy Smith’s face went from red to a light shade of purple. It was time for me to disappear, but the sheriff wasn’t finished with this deputy or me.


“Matt, I apologize for this inconvenience to you and your uncle. To make amends, Deputy Smith will drive you back to your uncle’s hotel.”


“And my bike?” I asked.


“Absolutely. Obie, put the bike in the back of our Ford. And you apologize to Matt and his uncle, you hear me? Then, you come back to the office. We need to have a little chat about who you work for.”


The deputy was silent on the drive to the hotel. Then, finally, he spoke as we arrived at Cubley’s Coze.


“I’m sorry,” he said as he stopped near the veranda steps. That was it, nothing further—only silence.


Deputy Smith’s apology to my uncle was more gracious. My uncle took the time to show the deputy the bikes he had just bought. They were all forest green Schwinn Majestics and exactly like the bikes at the Green Mountain Resort. However, Uncle TJ had had each Cubley’s Coze bicycle painted with a small white “C” on the front Schwinn emblem plate to mark them as Cubley’s Coze property.


After the lesson on bicycle markings, Deputy Smith left without another word. When I tried to explain to my uncle what had happened, he told me to forget it. I hoped Deputy Smith would do the same.


That evening, I dined with Uncle TJ in the main dining room. While we ate, we made plans for the summer, and he told me what I could do to help around the hotel. He also promised to teach me how to shoot rifles, shotguns, and pistols. This summer was going to be great.


The food was fantastic. Chef Brazier had prepared duck a l’orange, rice pilaf with toasted almonds and spices, and roasted Brussels sprouts with a special sauce of grapes instead of wine due to liquor prohibition. Thaddeus Johnson was fantastic at blending soups and didn’t disappoint with his creation that night, and Maddie had prepared a spice cake that she was trying to perfect. I thought it was perfect, but Uncle TJ said she wasn’t satisfied yet. If the food had been any better, I might have exploded after going back for one more helping.
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