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CHAPTER 8 

 

January, 1920 

 

It all began in Cottonwood, Colorado, on a late blustery gray winter afternoon. A young man 

had been on the run from an angry Indiana father. He was driving a 1918 Cadillac he had stolen from 

his aunt. This particular fellow performed the second part of a nuptial obligation without bothering to 

attend to the first. The daughter was pregnant and still single. The father, believing that the hoodlum 

had forced himself upon her, was attempting to corral the swain in an effort to bring him to justice. 

Sometime later, the vagabond was holed up in a small western Kansas town when he met Margaret 

Stedman, a plain waitress in a highway 40 cafe. After a couple of days, he was living in her 

apartment. He told her of his dilemma involving the Hoosier girl, claiming the handy work he was 

accused of was not his, and she believed him, even though in the short time the two had met, he was 

handily working her. 

Wary of being caught with a stolen car, he paid a junkyard employee two dollars to lift a pair 

of Kansas license plates from a recent wreck. Now, the police wouldn't be finding a Cadillac wearing 

Indiana plates. 

It wasn't long before they packed up and moved further west. Fortunately for the sycophant, 

Margaret saved her money, so they would survive for the time being. 

Well out of danger now, and low on gas, the two stopped at a tiny town, better referred to as 

a wide spot in the road. The wide spot was Cottonwood, Colorado. 

Waiting to get his tank filled, he picked up on a conversation two farmers nearby were 

having. Ensconced in a resolute discussion while draped over the hood of a Model T Ford pickup, 

their problem, they concluded, was unsolvable. 
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He figured he knew something about the topic. Although it was none of his business, he 

realized that somebody wasn't being treated fairly, and with his convoluted set of ethics, he decided 

to intervene. 

As Jim Thurston, the owner of the gas station, began filling the Cadillac, the fellow 

eavesdropped on the conversation. He understood it involved transgression of some kind. 

One farmer was lamenting.  

“He owns the damn ground between mine and his, and I can't get across his to get to mine. I 

never give it a minute's thought he'd keep me out when I bought the place!” 

The intruder recalled a similar circumstance in Fort Wayne when he was a kid. His father 

worked in a laundry where patrons would drive across a vacant lot to pick up and deliver clothes, 

linen and the like. The lot offered the only way in and out. The parcel was sold and the new owner 

erected a barricade. A suit was filed and the result was that an entrance and exit had to be provided. 

The laundry was given an easement. The court ruled that the launderer must not be denied his right to 

make a living. 

He sauntered up to the farmers asking, “You gents talking about ingress and egress?” 

One pushed away from the hood, asking angrily, “About what?” 

He smiled apologetically. “About getting across that property.” 

The farmer growled, “You musta' been nosin' in. Sure, that's exactly what we're talkin' about. 

What the hell's it to you?” 

He avoided introducing himself, offering quietly, “You can't be denied access to your place 

of business.” 

One lanky farmer stood turning to the stranger. “You a lawyer?” 

The impersonator massaged his chin. “You might say that.” 
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The farmer, as did his friend, warmed to the traveler. “You sure about what you're sayin', 

mister?” 

“Quite. He's bluffing.” The man's tone was light, certain. “Don't let him get by with it,” he 

added with a level coolness. 

The farmer's indignation changed to humility. “Well—er, could we talk a little more about 

this?” 

“We didn't intend to stop. We were just passing through.” 

“I'd sure make it worth your while—buy you supper? I'd pay you for what you have to say. 

I've got some money.” 

Off to the side, Jim Thurston waited patiently by the Cadillac, now full of gas. The vagabond 

noticed, and waved to his female companion. “Pay the man, Margaret!” 

He turned back to the two farmers and cautioned, “Legal advice isn't free.” 

The farm owner paused, scratched the ground with the toe of his boot, and slowly glanced up 

at the traveler, “Do I have any choice?” 

“Probably not, but I don't know where we could get together.” 

“How about the hotel?” the farmer suggested. 

“Okay. I don't know where that is. You lead. I'll follow you.” 

Inside the coupe, Margaret commented unsurely, “I didn't know you're a lawyer.” 

“I didn't either,” he returned, smirking. 

A tall white clapboard structure sat perched on the edge of the prairie town. The English 

Tudor, with its high cylindrical doors, lofty ceilings and expansive red curtains hiding elegant lead-

paned opaque windows appeared out of place in this austere semi-desert setting. From looking at it, 

one would conclude an oil boom was approaching or had just passed through. 
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The four sat at an oak table in the spacious dining area. Across the yellow maple hardwood 

floor, two cowboys sitting at the bar turned, taking note of the rare pre-evening activity. 

A round of coffee was served. 

The make-believe lawyer explained to the farmers there was no need to be concerned about 

crossing the land. The law would uphold a man's right to get to his livelihood. 

The farmer leaned forward anxiously. “How do we know that? What do we do?” 

“You start crossing the land as soon as you're ready—get it started.” 

“What part of the land?” 

The wanderer was being challenged. He hoped the farmers wouldn't pin him down and ask 

too many specific questions. “It doesn't matter. Pick a spot.” 

“And what do we do when he comes up and starts raisin' hell?” 

“You tell him that you talked to an attorney, and the law says you have the right to go on to 

your property; that you can't be legally kept off.” 

“What if he still gives us trouble?” 

“You tell him that if he gives you anymore aggravation, the attorney told you to take him to 

court—sue him.” 

“We can't afford to do that.” 

“He doesn't know it. Take my word for it. When you say, attorney, and sue, he'll cave in. He 

knows he's wrong and won't want any part of the prospect of paying damages. It's a prima facie 

case.” The masquerader remembered this reference from his father's confrontation. 

The farmer squinted. “What the hell's that?” 

“It means it's an open and shut plea.” 

“Man,” the farmer cackled. “You know your stuff! And how you can remember them big 
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words...!” 

The pretender cut him off. “It’s part of what I do.” 

Margaret, sitting to the side was awestruck. She was convinced he knew something about the 

law. 

“Well,” the farmer persisted, “You sound like you know this guy.” 

The heavy-set confidence man smirked knowingly, “I know his kind.” 

“Okay, you got me believin' it,” the farmer breathed. 

“He doesn't want you or your cattle wandering roughshod across his land, and he'll specify a 

lane, and I guarantee that's just what he'll do. It's his responsibility to provide you an access. Don't 

worry about it,” he continued confidently, “You'll be granted your easement.” 

“I don't even know what that is or what it means,” the farmer replied unsurely. 

“You don't have to know. It's like a sore. Time alone will heal it for you.” 

“That part I understand.” 

The kangaroo lawyer was making the time thing up. Fortunately for the farmer, it was an 

accurate guess. 

“Can we come back to you if none of this works and we get in a bind?” 

At the un-anticipated prospect of a challenge, the man's eyes instantly became stony. 

Momentarily, he was a loss for words, straightening in his chair. He took a long thoughtful breath. 

“Unfortunately, my wife and I are merely passing through. But don't let my absence soften 

your resolve,” he said, regaining his confidence. “The law is still the law, whether I'm present or 

not.” 

One farmer remarked to the other, “I sure feel a lot better after talkin' to his feller.” 

The other nodded. “Now we just gotta' do what he tells us.” 
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“So what's this gonna cost us?” the first farmer asked. 

“I warned you legal counsel doesn't come cheap,” the charlatan restated. 

“I could tell that by the car you're drivin,” the fanner chuckled. “Anyway, what's the 

damage?” 

“Ten dollars, I am afraid.” 

The farmer sat considering the charge, murmuring lightly, “That ain't so bad. Sort of like 

losin' a couple of steers,” he calculated. 

“Naw, that could be worse,” the other farmer chipped in beginning to count his money in 

support. 

Together the two came up with eight dollars and change. The farmer who owned the land 

promised to get the rest, if the arbiter would wait for him to get to the bank. The imposter waved him 

off conceding the payment was close enough. 

“If I can cross my land it's sure as hell worth what we paid,” the farmer allowed. “The way it 

was, that land wasn't worth a dime,” turning again to the charmer, he probed, “I never got your 

name.” 

The slicker stammered for a moment caught in a confused mindset. He was too accustomed 

giving his real name. After an awkward pause, he answered, “My name is Palmer...Royce Palmer.” 

“Well, Mister Palmer,” the farmer entreated, “Why don't you stick around a bit? You could 

get to likin' it here, and this country could sure use a man of your worth.” 

“Those are kind words,” he breathed, glancing at his female friend. “We had no intention of 

stopping, but I suppose we could possibly give that some thought—maybe spend some time to test 

the water. Perhaps, I could be of assistance in your dilemma,” he allowed, sensing another fee. He 

might have been eager to take the money and move on, rather than chance being discovered 
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impersonating a legitimate lawyer. But he wasn't moving and he wasn't afraid. The euphoria of 

pulling off the ruse was taking over his psyche. 

In addition, he was embarrassed and moved by the complement. Nobody that he could 

remember ever called him “Mister,” or invited him to stay—at least when his name was Hinkle. 

The pettifogger who “might give it some thought” moved in. He set up his office in the hotel, 

where the rent was $2 a week, until he could find an ante room, attic, anything that might serve as a 

better place to set up shop. 

He moved out in less than a month, opening an office in a cubbyhole in the rear of the train 

station. The result was the farmer got his easement, and the new would-be barrister started a practice. 

Word spread. Cottonwood had legal representation. 

 

Royce Palmer was a complicated man. Born Neil Hinkle, he was a womanizer, a master of 

pretense, an inviolable liar... and brilliant. He molded deception into an art form. His mother was 

unfaithful and his father was a Lothario, so the climate for him to learn what was proper and what 

wasn’t—never existed. Sexual indulgence was his birthright. Affinity for the opposite sex was in his 

blood, and he had no ethics if they interfered with his desires. The one redeeming quality he 

possessed— and it was admirable, was his daring, no-fear aptitude. He would try anything, and 

normally succeeded at whatever it was. His shortfall was he wouldn't stick with it. He never finished 

high school and was seemingly unable to follow anything to completion. He needed encouragement, 

and received a precious small measure of it. Life in the poor section of his industrial Fort Wayne, 

Indiana home, offered little to steer him in a proper direction. Most of his neighborhood lacked 

education, and overall, was a disillusioned and immoral lot. Growing up, he was a fat kid, lazy and 

un-athletic. He had few friends, but to the ones he had, he was loyal and generous. Although he was 
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less than average physically, mentally he was tough as nails. Conducting business later in his life, this 

rigid inflexible disposition would make certain he wasn't going to be bullied. His main weakness was 

the opposite sex whom he diddled often, and he didn't care who they were or what they were like. 

Hinkle had a spinster aunt living up in Auburn, who strenuously avoided him. The aunt was 

quite wealthy, having inherited a large sum of money from a lady friend who had been a close 

relative of the Leland family that started Cadillac. The rumor was this lady and Hinkle's aunt were 

lovers. 

The aunt spoiled herself by driving Cadillacs, and exchanged one every two years. 1920 had 

arrived, and she would be trading her ‘18 in soon. Hinkle knew she never locked her garage, or 

removed the ignition key. The coupe she had was equipped with a heater, an all enclosed cab, an 

electric starter, and a big powerful, V8 engine. That would make an ideal getaway car for the cold 

west climate he intended to escape. The loss should matter little to her, he calculated. 

He crept up the alley approaching the back door of her two-car garage. In fashionable 

sections, the common entrance to the garage was through the alley. That was fortunate, because he 

stood less chance of being detected there than on a front street. Cautiously, he lifted the counter-

balanced door exposing the car. He acted quickly, noticing another car next to hers. It was a Rolls 

Royce. She was entertaining a rich friend, a woman no doubt. It was early dawn, Saturday morning, 

and the town was asleep, especially in this swanky section where people of means didn't have to get 

up. Quietly, he backed the car away, pulled the emergency brake, stepped out and carefully closed 

the door. He didn't want an open portal raising any red flags. Carefully, he idled the car out of the 

alley, then down a neighborhood street before entering Highway 69 taking him south to Indianapolis, 

then a straight shot out on highway 40 through Kansas and west. He didn't know how far. It 

depended on how his money held out. That wasn't his problem at the moment. He had to get rid of 



Yesterday’s Wind – sample chapter    ISBN-10: 1504953789 / ISBN-13: 978-1504953788 

10 

 

Hinkle. In a few days, that name would be plastered all over the Indiana papers. He was on the road 

for an hour thinking of an alias. He settled on the name Royce. When he saw the elegant car in his 

aunt's garage, he decided that. Now he needed another name. It didn't matter to him whether Royce 

came first or last. It would be used somewhere in his appellation. When he glanced up at a huge 

billboard showing a couple twirling on a ballroom floor, he had his answer. The caption read, Join 

the Wonderful World of the Palmer Method of Dancing! 

That was it! Palmer! He was Royce Palmer! 

 

After settling in Cottonwood, Palmer needed proof he was a lawyer. The word “attorney” 

was magic to him, and he was confident he could play the game. The jurist reference was a title that 

conveyed power, respect—even dread. After his first attempt to practice law, in which he was wildly 

successful, he paid a conspiring file clerk in the Denver City and County building to enter his name 

in the Colorado Law Register, listing Virginia as a previous address. The clerk also pilfered a blank 

certificate, replete with the embossed gold seal. That certificate bore three attesting signatures—all 

from the same calligrapher—very impressive. He considered which university would be the lucky 

recipient of his law degree. He decided it should be the University of Virginia, since that was where 

he supposedly lived. The plaque hung in his train office. Who could ever guess that he wasn't a 

lawyer? He could transfer titles, secure deeds, record land contracts, log the necessary entries for land 

assumption, issue marriage licenses, and even perform the ceremony. He could do all those things 

that only a bona fide lawyer could do—and more. If he needed a legal document, he would make a 

trip to the county records office in Denver, bounce it with his rubber stamp and it would appear 

original.  Once his work was printed, it looked finished and proper. As an arbitrator, he would, for a 

charge, settle minor disputes with his phony claim that he was once a trial lawyer. He knew how to 
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argue, as well he should. He'd done it all his life. Should someone need a legal interpretation, he 

would look it up. He did have a small library acquired from a deceased attorney. That's how he 

learned he could legitimately write wills. He was a notary public with property appraisal and real 

estate licenses—and he could fumigate houses. Bedbugs were a scourge and his was a guardedly-

popular service. 

The beguiling Royce Palmer was elected to the town council and the school board. In less 

than four years, the candidate for a double felony conviction, Neil Hinkle—the incriminated rapist 

and car thief—vaporized from the face of the earth and into thin air! In his place, a respected, much-

in-demand citizen was living the life of prosperity, and anxious to move into a new building. It was a 

one-horse town and he was a one-man band. 

 

Palmer inspected the construction on his new office, issuing orders to the two masons 

obediently bowing to his stream of demands. His action was an extravagant, pompous show of 

authority. The bank president and his secretary were looking on and Royce intended to make a 

statement— that he was in charge. The building was to be a two-story brick, with living quarters 

upstairs for him and his wife, Margaret. The ground floor would be used exclusively for office space 

while the basement would have a storage room for records, a bunk for emergencies, a dark room for 

him to practice his photography hobby, and a game room for him and his cronies to play poker. He 

struggled with the design of a sign on his building, which must be impressive and garish. It would 

bear his name “Royce Palmer,” but there should be a middle name to add importance. What could he 

use for a middle name? He couldn't use Bernard, his real name which he hated. But he liked “Royce 

B.” He concluded B was just an initial and that was all that was given. It would have to do. 

He stood on the site, envisioning the sign which, upon completion, would soon appear on the 
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front, emblazoned with the embossed lettering, ROYCE B. PALMER: ATTORNEY AT LAW. 

 

******** 

 

In March of 1924, Mildred Hubbard gave birth to a second son, Samuel Franklin. Walter 

wanted to call him Samuel Armling, but Mildred objected, demanding that her family name be 

represented, rather than someone she hadn't met. After all, it was her family that gave them the start. 

Walter again recited the pauper's oath, and he was again embarrassed—not because he 

couldn't afford the charge, but because he could. He and other farmers customarily benefited by 

taking advantage of welfare benefits. A prime example was receiving goods from the welfare truck 

that began coming down highway 40, now a paved road. The “commodity” truck, as it was called, 

came through quarterly, laden with clothes, coats, footwear and even script which could be redeemed 

for food products at grocery stores. A late model truck similar to Abner brought the largess. Walter 

referred to it as “Uncle Sam.” People encircled the vehicle to claim whatever was given away. The 

exercise resembled the bidding frenzy seen on the Stock Exchange floor. Pride kept the wealthy 

away, but not the Hubbards. Walter claimed a leather fleece-lined jacket that would compete with 

any expensive outer garment Jack McGregor would wear. Aside from accepting what was given, 

Walter's frugality placed him in good stead with people, because he paid his bills on time and his 

word was sacred. 


