


A year ago when I was sixteen I looked through the window of my home in New York City, waiting for my parents to arrive from their night out at dinner. I wondered why my  parents were an hour late. Usually they came home early. They probably just lost track of time as they enjoyed themselves. Maybe something happened to them.  “I sure hope not. I don’t know what I would do without them.” I thought.


After an hour of waiting I got scared and decided to do something about it. I  started walking around the neighborhood looking for a copper. It was cold and drizzly outside. I found one and said to him “Excuse me, Sir, my parents are two hours late and I am wondering what  happened to them.”

He told me that they're probably just late and if they don’t come back he’d start searching for them. I took his advice and went back home. I waited there for over an hour. By then I was really scared and went back out to the same copper. I said to him “I’ve waited for over an hour and they still haven’t come back. The copper replied “OK, I’ll start searching for them. If I find them I’ll tell them you’re waiting for them.”


A few minutes after I got home I started to feel really tired and looked at my clock. It was one in the morning! I then went to bed but tossed and turned restlessly. I must have finally fallen asleep.


I woke up in the morning to a knocking at the door. I opened the door and saw the copper to whom I talked last night. He said in a very solemn voice “I’m sorry, son, but your parents were robbed and murdered last night on Thirty Second Street.”


After the funeral I collected my inheritance of about ten thousand dollars and decided to move to Oregon to become an orchard farmer. My uncle, now deceased, had left my parents a small orchard in the Northwest. Now I owned it. I bought a transcontinental train ticket and am to leave three days from now on Monday. On Monday I got on the train and started for Oregon. The trip would take approximately seven days. As the train started I looked out the window and saw possibly the last I shall ever see of my home town.


On the second day of my train trip I was sitting in the coach looking out the window. I overheard two men in front of me talking to each other about money and jewelry they stole on Thirty Second Street. They were planing how to sell the jewelry in Chicago they were planing what to do next. My heart skipped a beat as I heard these two men talking. I felt sure that they had murdered my parents. I thought about what I should do.


I inconspicuously got up and found the conductor and told him what I heard. He told me that he would wire ahead to Chicago and get the Pinkertons on the case. When the Train stopped I got off and watched the Pinkertons arrest the two men. The Pinkertons let me go with them to the police station and tell my story.

The next day I continued my journey to Oregon.

I, Johnny Smithson, now live and work on a small but beautiful apple orchard near the Coastal Range. I raise and pick delicious Macintosh apples. My orchard of only a few acres is full of flourishing apple trees. My house is a small wooden cottage with a brick fireplace. My house is decorated and furnished with things I made with my own hands. My orchard was about thirty miles north of Salem, the capital of Oregon. I am a happy man now that the murderers of my parents have been brought to justice.

(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((
(((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((((
