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        “Click, click

        Go the types in the stick,

        They glide in together with an ominous sound,

        As quickly the hand that collects them goes round,

        And arranges them firm in the stick,

        Click, click…”

        Charles Munsell, A Collection of Songs of the American Press and Other Poems Relating to the Art of Printing, 1868
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        “Kearny, Montgomery, and Market street are already assuming a gala appearance and further elaborate private decorations are in progress.”––San Francisco Chronicle, July 3, 1880

      

      

      
        
        Friday, early evening, July 2, 1880

      

      

      “Time to head out, Dunk. Mr. Rashers will have our hides if we’re not back by seven-thirty, sharp.” Seth Timmons sorted through his coins and threw down two quarters, which included a generous tip for the amiable waitress.

      Dunk mopped up the last of his gravy with the end of his roll and stuffed it into his mouth. “Don’t you want to take that with you?” the young apprentice mumbled, pointing to the two chunks of potato and a strip of beefsteak left on Seth’s plate.

      Seth told him no and pushed himself away from the table as Dunk took out an ink-stained handkerchief and rolled up the left-overs, sticking the soggy bundle back into his jacket pocket. The boy was only fourteen, but he already neared six feet and looked to have a few more inches to go if his prodigious appetite was any indication. Seth remembered what it was like to be that young and feel on the brink of starvation all the time. He also remembered what it was like to really starve.

      Slamming the door on the dark thoughts of the war and Andersonville prison, he said gruffly, “You think that’ll tide you over till quitting time?”

      Dunk grinned. “Well, I guess I forgot to mention that Ma packed me supper. But since you were so nice as to treat me to a meal, I’ll split that with you later if you get a little peckish.”

      Seth chuckled, put on his stetson, and turned to wend his way through the crowded restaurant. The menu at Hank’s Restaurant was limited, but the coffee was excellent, and for five cents you could get all the refills you wanted. He started coming here in March when he began working at Rashers Printing Company. Like many San Francisco teachers, he’d been forced to find a second job when the school board began to delay issuing pay warrants for the spring term. When school ended at three, he would go to the Mechanics Library on Post Street and grade homework. Then he’d stop off at Hank’s for a bite and coffee before starting his shift at Rashers at seven-thirty. He’d get home at one in the morning from his job as night pressman, sleep four hours, then get up in time to do any last minute preparation for his job teaching forty-five energetic fourth graders.

      Life was a little easier now that the school term was over and he was working full time at Rashers. Not that he had much time for anything else––or anyone else––for that matter. But he still appreciated the pick-me-up that three cups of Hank’s coffee gave him during his dinner break, which was about half-way through his twelve-hour shift. The steam-powered Babcock printing press he and Dunk operated had gears that were happy to crunch a misplaced finger if you nodded off.

      At the door of the restaurant, Seth stopped and took out his tobacco pouch, watching the throngs of people push past. Clay Street was unusually crowded, even for a summer evening. This block, between Kearney and Montgomery, was where San Francisco’s Fourth of July procession would make its turn to go back down south to Market Street. All day people had been checking out the decorations going up along the parade route. The city as a whole seemed to have gone mad for bunting. Flags, banners, and red, white, and blue triangles stuck out from every house window, draped across every shop front, and hung between lamp poles.

      Seth didn’t really understand all the fuss and thought a lot of the decorations seemed pretty tawdry. He supposed it was good for business. What he minded most was the pop, pop, pop of firecrackers that ricocheted off the buildings at unexpected intervals. Fifteen years had passed since the war ended, and he still reacted like a gun-shy horse to the sound.

      Shrugging, Seth tapped out half the usual amount of tobacco before licking the end of the paper and deftly rolling a cigarette. They only had to go up two blocks to get back to work, and he hated waste. He stepped aside to let Dunk pass and then lit the cigarette and let the lad lead the way east on Clay. Dunk wasn’t quite as tall as Seth yet, but he was twice as wide, with the beefy shoulders of a farm boy, and he plowed a nice furrow through the crowded sidewalk.

      The nightly fog was already snuffing out what residual light was left from the setting sun. Nevertheless, when they crossed Montgomery Street, Seth could still make out the huge white letters spelling out “Rashers and Company, Printers” on the story-high billboard affixed to the corner of the Niantic Building. This modern brick edifice was rumored to have been constructed over the buried hull of a ship that ran aground in the San Francisco Bay in forty-nine and was promptly abandoned by gold-seekers.

      Light gleamed from the arched windows of the Niantic’s fourth floor where a box factory was still in full operation. On the second floor, which Rashers shared with a book bindery and a shoe factory, only Rashers’ windows showed any light. The third floor, which housed the steam generators and gas plant for the building, was bleeding light from the edges of pulled-down shades. The first-floor commercial shops, each with their own Independence Day trimmings, were closing up for the night, but there were still a good number of shoppers, messengers, and deliverymen darting in and out, and the one restaurant was in full swing.

      They crossed Sansome Street and continued to the building’s Clay Street entrance. The night porter was having his usual dispute with a cabbie over whether or not his hansom could stand in front of the delivery entrance while waiting for a fare. Seth tipped his hat and said, “Good evening, Crockett,” and followed Dunk into the building and up the dark set of stairs next to the freight elevator.

      Once on the stairs, he could hear the omnipresent rattle and hiss of the steam engines that made this building feel like a living entity, day or night. From below, a sudden burst of high-pitched voices and the pounding of multiple feet caused Seth to move quickly up against the wall.

      A stream of young women returning to the cigar box factory from their dinner break pushed past. One of the girls said, “Going to be late, you two,” and playfully snatched Dunk’s cap as she went by.

      Dunk was staring up at the retreating skirts, sputtering, when the cap came sailing back down. Seth caught it and clapped it back on the boy’s head, saying, “You heard her, get a move on.”

      The service entrance to Rashers consisted of a set of double doors that made it easy to wheel in supplies and wheel out the stacks of unbound books and magazines that made up a significant part of Rashers’ business. Entering, Seth looked clear across the large cluttered room to Joshua Rashers’ office. Its door was only partly closed, letting out a narrow triangle of light. The rest of the room appeared empty; the gas lights turned down everywhere except along the wall to his right where the big Babcock press sat silently waiting for them.

      Seth flung his stetson on the hook near the door and turned to Dunk. “Looks like Mrs. Sullivan isn’t here yet, Dunk. Rashers said she would be setting up a last minute order that we will need to get out tonight. I will go check to see if he still needs us to do that before we get going on the Demokrat.”

      The California Demokrat was the main German language newspaper in San Francisco and the primary reason Seth had gotten this job. He hadn’t set much type since he was Dunk’s age and working at his uncle’s newspaper back in Pennsylvania, right before he enlisted. After the war, in between cattle ranching jobs, he’d gotten some training with different-sized presses as he worked his way west. What he didn’t have was a union card or references. When he started looking around for work to supplement his wages from teaching, he hadn’t much luck until he’d seen Rashers’ ad in the Chronicle.

      Joshua Rashers wanted to land the Demokrat account, with its nearly five thousand daily subscribers and ten thousand Sunday subscribers. That meant he needed someone who could read German well enough to proof the copy. Seth’s German ancestors had migrated to Pennsylvania nearly a century earlier, but his grandmother still spoke the language and taught him to read German as a boy.

      When he started working towards his teaching credential, first at Kansas and then San Jose Normal School, the German came back quickly and was right helpful in his philosophy classes. He figured if he could read Kant and Hegel in the original, he could proof a German newspaper. Joshua Rashers thought so as well and was delighted he’d also found someone who could work with both the small Gordon jobbers and the big Babcock press.

      “Go on and get out the paper and load it up top. When I get back, you can go upstairs and have them start the engine for the Babcock,” said Seth as he walked through the crowded room towards Rashers’ office. As he got close, he was surprised to hear what sounded like a woman’s soft cries.

      Damn the man, does he have to conduct his dalliances in the office? Seth started to walk away.

      The office door slammed against the wall behind him, and he spun back around.

      There stood Rashers’ chief compositor, Florence Sullivan, her usual neat appearance marred by the red liquid that dripped down her up-turned hands and lay smeared across her pale cheeks.

      “Mrs. Sullivan, ma’am, what has happened? Are you injured?” Seth started to move towards her.

      She shook her head, whispering, “I couldn’t help…there was so much blood.” Then she wailed, “Oh, whatever will become of us? Joshua’s dead,” before closing her eyes and crumpling to the floor in a dead faint.
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        “Jefferson Square, located far out in the western division…is an epitome of what skillful gardeners, working in conjunction with California Climate, can do.”––San Francisco Chronicle, June 27, 1880

      

      

      
        
        Sunday, late afternoon and evening, July 4, 1880

      

      

      “He said that he would be here by three at the latest,” Annie replied, trying not to be annoyed by the repeated questions from her companions about when Nate Dawson was supposed to arrive at the Jefferson Square Park where they were going to have a picnic.

      Annie Fuller, a widow of twenty-six, owned a boarding house on O’Farrell Street, and Nate Dawson was a local lawyer who had been courting her for nearly a year. Her cook and housekeeper, Beatrice O’Rourke, and her maid, Kathleen Hennessey, took a keen interest in the progress of their employer’s relationship with Mr. Dawson.

      “He’s probably finding it difficult to push through the crowds,” Annie added. “I would imagine that the July Fourth parade is over by now, and the horse cars must be packed with people returning home.”

      Annie shivered and looked up to see that one of the tiny clouds that had been scudding across the sky all day was stalled in front of the sun. This was her third summer back in San Francisco, so she thought she would be used to how chilly it could get in July. As a child, she’d found it odd to pack wool dresses for her annual summer trip to visit her aunt and uncle in the city. The summer-time temperatures at her own family’s Los Angeles ranch routinely hovered in the high nineties, with scorching winds out of the eastern deserts.

      The winds that swept over the San Francisco peninsula were just as strong, but they came from the cold Pacific to the west, and today she was having trouble keeping her reddish blond curls from escaping the pins anchoring them up under her hat. She was glad she decided to wear her wool navy for the picnic, never mind that it wasn’t the least summer-like or that Nate had seen it on her a thousand times.

      “Thank goodness Kathleen had the presence of mind to suggest that we bring all those old horse blankets we found in the attic to sit on,” Annie said, pulling her shawl up around her shoulders. “At least the ground isn’t damp, but I don’t know what it will be like later if the fog moves in.”

      Kathleen grinned at her and went on placing the various food baskets they had brought onto the corners of the blankets to keep them from blowing away in the gusts of wind that skittered across the park.

      Hard to believe that nearly two and a half years had passed since Kathleen had shown up––looking about twelve––to work for Annie. Equally hard to believe she’d been skeptical when Beatrice said the petite girl would be able to help them turn the old home Annie had inherited into a boarding house. Today, Annie believed there wasn’t a thing on earth Kathleen couldn’t do if she put her mind to it. And, at eighteen, she was definitely no longer a child.

      “Well, dearie,” said Beatrice, interrupting Annie’s thoughts, “at least it isn’t blazing hot like last year, when half the grand ladies riding in the procession fainted before the whole march was over. Patrick was assigned to the parade route last year. Do you remember the stories he told us?”

      “Yes, I do. If I recall correctly, he came by after the parade was over. Of course, at the time I thought he was just being kind, stopping by to see his aunt.”

      Annie smiled at the blush that stole across Kathleen’s cheeks at her comment. Patrick McGee, Beatrice’s nephew, had been “walking out” with Kathleen over the past year. He had promised to swing by the park tonight on his supper hour––no doubt why Kathleen was wearing her best dress, the light gray herringbone wool that showed off her neat and definitely womanly figure, and why she had refurbished her straw hat by replacing the daises with pink artificial roses.

      Beatrice and Kathleen had been baking and cooking all day in preparation for this excursion, and the three of them took a cab to the park early, before the parade downtown ended, so they could stake out a fairly flat section. They found a nice place, partially shaded by an oak tree near Eddy Street, the northern boundary of the park. However, it was now nearly three, and in the last ten minutes, a steady stream of other picnickers had begun to arrive, which was why Annie thought the parade must have ended. Along with Nate Dawson, they were expecting six other friends and boarders to join them.

      Peeking into the basket sitting next to her, Annie said, “How many pies did you make this year, Beatrice?”

      Pulling out a stack of checkered napkins, the motherly, gray-haired woman said, “I made four. Two cherry, one strawberry rhubarb, and one apple.”

      “That should do it, but I might want to have a slice of that apple now, just to make sure I get a piece.”

      “You keep out of that basket and leave that pie alone,” Beatrice said, gently slapping at Annie’s hands. “I know you, my dear, you…oh my heavenly stars!”

      Annie looked up quickly to see what had upset Beatrice, and she saw the older woman was staring at her hands…well, staring at the ring on her left hand, to be precise. It was now Annie’s turn to blush.

      “Well, Bea,” she said, “I wondered how long it would take for you to notice.”

      Kathleen, who’d rushed over, said, “Oh, Mrs. Fuller. What a lovely blue color that center stone is. And are those diamonds?”

      Annie looked down at the small square-cut sapphire that was set in a filigree of tiny gold flowers, each with a chip of diamond. She nodded and smiled. “Yes, Mr. Dawson gave it to me last night. You both had already gone to bed, and then this morning, everyone was so busy getting ready for the picnic and parade that I thought I would wait to show it off until we were all together.”

      What she didn’t say was that she’d wanted more time to keep her feelings about last night’s events to herself. All of Annie’s life, she had been forced by circumstances––her mother’s early death, her strange upbringing by her father, her miserable first marriage, and her widowhood––to rely on herself. Her father, when he was alive, was really her only friend, and even with him she’d felt shy about sharing her emotions. Since she moved to San Francisco and set up the boarding house, all that had changed. Now she was surrounded by loving friends who cared about her.

      But sometimes she found that very affection uncomfortable. As a result, when Nate left the boarding house last night, she realized she didn’t want to tell anyone how deeply moved she’d been when he slid the engagement ring on her finger––his voice trembling as he confessed how much he loved her, how much he hoped she was pleased with the ring.

      She wasn’t even able to find the words to tell Nate why it was so precious to her—particularly compared to the flashy, expensive diamond ring her first husband, John, gave her. She knew that Nate had been working tirelessly the past four months to save enough money for a proper engagement ring. Yet how to explain to him that if it had been no more than a band of tarnished silver, she would still love it? How could she explain to anyone that the ring’s modest size and understated tastefulness made it perfect, whereas John’s ring––furnished by his father as a symbol of his family’s wealth––had only brought her happiness once—when she sold it to fund her trip out west to start her new life?

      “Annie love,” Beatrice broke into these thoughts, “now that the secret is out, do tell us exactly what happened last night, before everyone else arrives.”

      “Oh, ma’am yes, do,” chimed in Kathleen. “What did he say? Was the ring a surprise? Is it what you expected? Did he go down on one knee like they do in the stories?”

      Beatrice interjected, “Now Kathleen, you know that Mr. Dawson and Mrs. Fuller have been formally engaged since February. But Annie, what I want to know is, does this means you two have finally set the date for the wedding?”

      Annie looked down at the ring again, then looked up at the smiling faces of her friends and said, “No, Kathleen he didn’t go down on one knee, but the ring was certainly a surprise. And I think it is very beautiful. Yes, Beatrice, we have decided the wedding is to be sometime the second week of August. That’s the one window of time his parents and brother and sister-in-law have between the hay harvest and the fall round-up. And a month should be enough time for us to plan a simple wedding, shouldn’t it?”
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        * * *

      

      Jefferson Square Park was considerably more crowded by the time the first group of friends and boarders returned from watching the parade. The first to arrive were three of her boarders, Mr. David Chapman, and Mrs. Barbara Hewitt and her son Jamie, along with her maid Kathleen’s younger brother Ian. They’d all been invited to see the parade from the upper floors of the firm where Chapman worked.

      Annie, watching the boys tell Kathleen and Beatrice about the parade, said to Barbara Hewitt, “They certainly seemed to have had a splendid time. How long did the march go on? I expected you all would get to the park earlier. Were the crowds just awful once the parade ended?”

      Nate was now two hours late, and she was trying not to worry that more than crowded horse cars were the cause. What if he’d gotten cold feet after last night? Setting the date making their future together all too real. No, she was being silly.

      “My goodness, yes. While the tail-end of the procession passed us around three, just getting across Market Street took forever.”

      Annie turned to Jamie who had come up beside them, saying, “What was your favorite part of the procession?”

      “Oh, the wagon with the mining camp. They were so jolly. There was a fiddler, and they were doing some sort of jig. You should have seen the cart that was supposed to be the North Pole with the ship the Jennette that is stuck up there. The ice looked so real, and there was a polar bear and everything.”

      “My, that does sound wonderful. I gather there were a good number of bands. We could hear some of them as we left the boarding house. They must have been quite loud.”

      “Deafening, some of them,” said Barbara. “Each trying to outdo the next.”

      “Well, from where you were watching the parade, you were probably getting them coming and going,” Annie said. “I am just glad everyone had a good time. Jamie, why don’t you go and ask Mrs. O’Rourke to start distributing the food? I expect you and Ian are pretty hungry after all that excitement.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Jamie said with fervor and ran back over to Beatrice.

      His mother laughed and said, “You would think they hadn’t had anything to eat since breakfast, but Mr. Chapman was so thoughtful––providing lemonade and sandwiches for us all. I don’t see Laura yet. Is Mr. Dawson bringing her?”

      “No, Laura was invited by her friend Kitty Blaine to attend the procession, and I do believe they were going to attend the literary and musical events after the parade. As for Nate, I don’t know what has kept him.”

      Laura Dawson was Nate’s sister, and she’d moved into Annie’s boarding house in January when she came to San Francisco to take up a teaching job. They had become very close in the last six months, and Nate teased Annie that the only reason she finally consented to marry him was to get Laura as her sister-in-law. Annie was pleased she’d been able to help the younger woman get a job working for a local printer this summer so she could stay in the city.

      Barbara pointed towards the street and said, “Look, isn’t that Laura getting out of that carriage? Oh, and there is Kitty behind her.”

      Annie waved to the girls, who were alighting from Kitty Blaine’s fancy barouche. Laura, with her statuesque height and dark coloring, looked stately in her bronze and ivory basque-style suit. Kitty, tiny next to her friend, had chosen a walking dress in a daring shade of apricot that somehow complemented her pale skin and copper-colored hair. Both girls had parasols that matched their dresses, and the lace and ribbons on their outfits fluttered gaily in the western breeze.

      “Oh, Annie, Barbara, what an extraordinary treat today has been,” Laura said, running up and giving each of them a hug. “Kitty’s father rented a room right at the corner of Third and Market, so we saw everything. And since we were at the beginning of the procession, there was lots of time for us to make it to the Grand Opera House down on Mission for the later events.”

      Annie reached out her hand to Kitty, who hung shyly in back of Laura, saying, “Miss Blaine, so pleased you were able to come to our picnic. And I know that Mr. Dawson would like me to convey his thanks to you and your father for entertaining Laura today. He should be here soon to thank you himself.”

      “It was all my pleasure, Mrs. Fuller. Father knew I wouldn’t want to sit with him on the viewing stand, and literary events aren’t exactly his cup of tea, so he was delighted I would have a companion for the day. And John the coachman did an excellent job of making sure we weren’t bothered by the crowds.”

      Annie smiled inwardly, having met “John the coachman” several times when she went out to ask if he wanted something to drink while he waited to take Kitty home from visiting Laura. He was a slow talking but very polite giant of a man, who appeared quite capable of acting as chaperone to his mistress. She didn’t imagine even the most high-spirited of July Fourth revelers would dare harass any young lady under his protection.

      Annie told Laura and Kitty to go over to say hello to Mrs. O’Rourke. “She and Kathleen seem to have cooked up enough for an army.”

      To Barbara, she said, “Why don’t you rescue poor Mr. Chapman from the boys, while I see if Kathleen will make up a plate for Kitty’s coachman? I know from experience he won’t leave his horses, but it looks like he is planning on staying until it is time to take Kitty home.”

      A few minutes later, Annie stood for a moment to look at the scene laid out before her. Beatrice had turned over the sturdy wooden crate she’d used to transport the plates and utensils for the meal and was sitting on it in queenly dignity under the shade of the oak. Meanwhile, Kitty and Laura were laughingly trying to sit upright on the ground in their fashionable attire, while eating from their heaped-up plates. Kathleen, whose dress was a bit more serviceable in the shape and volume of its skirt, was sitting quite primly, eating a ham sandwich and listening to Ian and Jamie, who were trying to eat and talk at the same time. David Chapman had piled several of the extra blankets up for Barbara to sit on and was holding her plate while she delicately picked at her potato salad.

      All around her in Jefferson Square were similar scenes. Small children darted and shrieked around women in gaily colored outfits and men in their more somber hues. She heard snatches of songs from a group with a guitar, noticed an impromptu game of croquet at one corner of the park, and saw that the members of one of the parade’s bands were asleep under a tree in apparent exhaustion, their instruments at their sides. There were a couple of hours before the sun would sink behind the dunes to the west, but the shadows were long, and the light through the dark green shrubbery and evergreens of the park already began to take on the soft haze that meant the evening fog was massing along the coast.

      Annie felt suddenly chilled, and she pulled up her shawl and walked over to Beatrice to ask her to make up two plates, one for her and the other for Nate. Surely he will be joining us soon.
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        * * *

      

      The picnic was a tremendous success, and several hours later, Annie stood and discreetly tugged at her corset to undo the front bottom hook, giving herself some breathing room. She really shouldn’t have eaten that second piece of apple pie.

      “Annie love, I’ve put by some of the oatmeal cookies for Mr. Dawson,” said Beatrice. “Jamie and Ian tried to cram them all into their pockets. Little scamps. They said they would need a snack on the way home from the fireworks. Are you sure you don’t want to come back with us? It’s nearly seven. At this point, surely Mr. Dawson will stop by the boarding house before coming to the park?”

      Annie shook her head and tried to summon a smile. “No, I am afraid I might miss him.”

      “Well, if you are sure. I was thinking, though, that Mr. Chapman should stay with you.”

      “That won’t be necessary. After Kitty’s coachman drops you, Mrs. Hewitt, and Mr. Chapman back at the boarding house, he will return here to wait until everyone else returns from the fireworks. I can always sit up on the carriage seat with him and learn his life story if I get bored. That would give me a lovely view of the fireworks as well. I will be fine.”

      Beatrice shook her head and frowned. Then she said, “I put a jug of cider and the cookies in with the plates of food in this basket for Mr. Dawson, and we will leave three of the blankets. That shouldn’t be difficult to carry home.” Giving Annie one more pointed look, she then let David Chapman take her arm to help her across to the waiting carriage.

      Next to the carriage stood Beatrice’s nephew Patrick McGee, who had come as promised to take Kathleen, Laura, Kitty, and the boys over to the vacant lot near Geary and Fillmore where the fireworks exhibition was to be held. The Western Addition was Patrick’s normal police patrol beat, so he said he knew the best vantage point for them to see everything.

      Since he was on duty, he was wearing the dark-blue uniform with the ten bright brass buttons down the front and the large seven-pointed star that proclaimed his occupation. This, and his tall-crowned derby, gave him an air of authority, although his freckles and the good-natured grin below his copper-colored mustache undercut this image. However, Annie knew that under his long blue coat was a serviceable revolver that Patrick wasn’t afraid to use.

      She also knew that the presence of Patrick was the only reason she’d been able to convince Barbara Hewitt not to accompany the group to see the fireworks. She assured her that her son would be in good hands with Kathleen and the girls and that Patrick would keep an eye on everyone.

      Earlier, Jamie quietly asked Annie if she thought his mother would be all right with him going off without her, and Annie told him that his mother was probably a bit fatigued from the early start this morning and would appreciate not having to stand for another couple of hours. What she didn’t say to either of them was, as distressing as the events of last winter had been, it was time for Jamie to just be a boy again and not feel responsible for his mother’s well-being.

      “Annie, are you sure you don’t want to accompany us? Serve my brother right to come and find everyone gone. How dare he be so late.” Laura came up and gave Annie a hug. “He’s going to have some excuse like he got working on some tricky legal precedent and forgot the time. You should threaten to give the ring back. You do really love it, don’t you?”

      “Of course I do; it is exquisite. And look how beautifully it catches the sun.” Annie stuck her left hand out, and they both admired the way the sapphire glowed. “I should have known you were responsible for picking it out.”

      “Oh, no. Nate asked me to come with him—but the choice was all his. He said he noticed that you were partial to blue. He was worried that you would have preferred a diamond as the main setting, but I assured him that you wouldn’t want anything that vulgar. I was right, wasn’t I?”

      Annie returned her hug and said, “Absolutely right. This is unique, just like my relationship to your brother. I’m pleased your parents and brother and sister-in-law are going to make it to the wedding. It will give you a chance to see them.”

      “Yes. Mother wasn’t too happy about my decision to stay in San Francisco this summer. Oh, look, they are waving to me. I must go. Jamie and Ian are afraid if they don’t get there at least an hour early they won’t get a good place to watch the fireworks. Now, you give that brother of mine a good scold when you see him. We should be back at the park shortly after nine.”

      Laura ran up the slope to join the others, looking more like a young girl than a twenty-year-old woman. Annie watched with satisfaction as Nate’s sister put her arm around Kitty Blaine’s waist, and the two walked with their heads together, chattering away. Someone very close to Laura had died this year, and the friendship with Kitty was doing much to heal the pain of that tragic loss.

      A few minutes later, as she watched the group disappear out of sight, she was startled by a voice behind her that said, “So, did you all leave anything for me to eat? Or is starvation to be my punishment for being so late?”

      Annie whipped around to see Nate looking extremely penitent with his top hat held in one hand. Joyfully, she grabbed his other hand and squeezed. He clapped his hat back on his head and leaned over and kissed her fingers. They stood looking at each other for long seconds, rekindling the warm glow of last night. So stupid of her to worry; surely he deserved her trust by now.

      She loved looking at his long, narrow, clean-shaven face, with the high cheekbones and hawk-like nose that hinted at his Shawnee ancestors. The harshness of these features was softened by his warm brown eyes and the smile that hid in the corners of his wide mobile mouth. A mouth that…Annie stopped, reminded that a public park was not the appropriate venue to follow such thoughts.

      She stepped away and put her hands on her hips, saying in mock seriousness, “Well, Mr. Dawson, what is your excuse? I will give you sixty seconds to plead your case.”

      “Oh, it is going to take longer than that. But I think you will judge my reasons for being late sufficient when you hear what happened,” he said. “But I really do need to eat something. I am hoping that the basket at your feet isn’t empty, because I haven’t had anything since a bite of burnt toast at breakfast. My landlady was determined to see the parade and decided that a carafe of her over-brewed coffee and a plate of cold toast should suffice for us all. And where is everyone?”

      Annie explained to him that he’d just missed the rest of the party as she knelt to open up the basket of food that Beatrice had left. While Nate concentrated on eating his way through several pieces of fried chicken, a ham sandwich, grapes, a serving of potato salad, and a slice of cherry pie, she told him about how much Ian and Jamie enjoyed seeing the parade.

      “One of the tableaus puzzled them because it just looked like a number of burned buildings. Laura and Kitty knew the real story. It was supposed represent the Battle of New Orleans, but someone threw a firecracker that ignited the cotton bale breastworks. Laura said it was really quite exciting to see the poor dray horses charging ahead with the mock soldiers jumping off the sides of the burning wagon.”

      Nate put down his fork and said, “My word, I hope no one was hurt.” He shook his head and said, “I expect we will be able to read all about it in the papers tomorrow. Did Laura and Kitty like the literary exercises at the Grand Opera? Did they have good seats?”

      “Yes, near the front of the first balcony. Laura seemed most taken by the Amphion Quartette, while Kitty professed to be impressed by the rendition of Frank Soule’s Flag of Freedom. Mostly, I think they were just having a good time looking at all the high-society women in their fancy outfits.”

      Annie then told Nate she hoped he didn’t mind waiting for the fireworks to be over since the plan was for the two of them to escort Kathleen and the boys home, while Kitty would drop off Laura before heading home herself.

      Nate took a swig of the cider, stoppered it, and put it back into the basket, sighing. “Once again, Mrs. O’Rourke outdid herself.” He unfastened the buttons of his frock coat and looked over the park where bonfires were springing up as the sky darkened. “A lot of people are staying put; do you think we will be able to see any of the fireworks from here?”

      “I suppose so.” Annie pulled her shawl tighter.

      Nate leaned over and placed one of the extra blankets over her lap and said, “Are you all right? Kitty’s coachman could take you home, and I could wait here for everyone. There is no reason for you to sit out in the cold.”

      “You are not going to get out of telling me what delayed you that easily. But if you would sit closer and put the other blanket around both our shoulders, I will be fine.” Annie patted the ground next to her, invitingly.

      Nate followed her instructions and took advantage of the cover of the blanket around her shoulders to keep his arm tight around her waist. He then said, “This morning, I got a note at my boarding house asking me to meet Mrs. Laura deForce Gordon at the law offices at one. Saying that she needed to consult with me about a possible case. There wasn’t time to let you know, and I thought I would still be able to make it here in time.”

      “Mrs. Gordon, the female lawyer you met last fall? Didn’t your uncle talk about sharing office space with her at one time?”

      “Yes, but she got caught up with Clara Foltz, fighting to get into Hastings Law school, so that plan fell through. Now that she’s been admitted to the California Bar, she has opened her own law office in the Montgomery Block.”

      “Why did she want to see you?” Annie asked. “Did she want you to work with her on a case?”

      “Not exactly. She said that the person who actually wanted to hire me was named Mrs. Emily Pitts Stevens.”

      Annie sat up straighter. “Wait a minute. Mrs. Stevens was one of the founders of the Women’s Co-operative Printers Union, where Laura and I are both working. What an odd coincidence. When Mrs. Richmond, the current owner, hired me, she gave me this little booklet they’d printed on the early history of the press. Sometime in the early seventies, Mrs. Richmond took over because Pitts, now Mrs. Pitts Stevens, was away so much working on women’s suffrage.”

      “Well, that makes some sense. I didn’t know about Mrs. Stevens’ background, but I did know that before Mrs. DeForce Gordon started studying law, she owned the Oakland Daily Democrat. They would have that press background and suffrage in common.”

      Annie found herself distracted by Nate, who was playing with the ring on her finger as he spoke. She caught his hand and said, “The more I look at it; the more I love this ring.”

      He smiled warmly. “Did anyone notice it? I really wanted to be here when they did––see how Mrs. O’Rourke responded. Seemed every time I ran into her at the boarding house she would give me such a look. I know she was getting impatient for us to set a date.”

      “Oh, she was the first to notice, and she was ecstatic. Kathleen wanted to know if you got down on one knee! I am sorry you weren’t here as well.” Annie thought briefly about how important the support of Beatrice and Kathleen had been this past year in giving her the courage to let go her fear of remarrying.

      She snuggled closer to Nate and said, “Get back to the story. I can certainly understand why Mrs. Pitts Stevens would reach out to Mrs. Gordon if she needed legal advice. But that doesn’t explain why they would need to bring you in on the case.”

      “I really don’t know. Mrs. Gordon said Mrs. Pitts Stevens would explain when we meet tomorrow morning.  Before then, she wanted me to go to the city jail this afternoon because she had just learned that the person they want me to defend was officially charged with murder, and she wanted me to find out as much as I could about the charges before the meeting tomorrow.”

      “Good heavens, a murder case.” Annie turned slightly to get a better view of Nate’s expression. “This could really help your career, couldn’t it? But what a responsibility. Who was killed, and who would you be representing?”

      “I didn’t find out much. As you might imagine, with the parade just a few blocks away, the route from my office on Sansome to the Old City Hall on Kearney was a mess. And once I got to there, I discovered that all the police officers I knew, from Chief Jackson on down, were off participating in the parade or the literary event.”

      “Yes, the Chronicle yesterday listed who was going to be in the parade or on the review stand, and I remember thinking that, if I had any unlawful tendencies, today would be the perfect time to commit a crime,” said Annie.

      “Well, I don’t know that anyone committed any serious crimes, but the jail in the basement of Old City Hall was pandemonium. They were understaffed, because every able-bodied officer was out on patrol, and the cells and most of the hallways were filled with men, and not a few women, who were being dragged in on drunk and disorderly charges. When I finally got someone to stop and pay attention to me, they simply said I needed to come back tomorrow, with proof that I was the client’s lawyer. So that was why I was so late.”

      Annie leaned back into Nate’s shoulder again and said, “Well, I guess I will forgive you.”

      “I should hope so.” Nate leaned over and kissed the top of her head. “I will still stop by the jail in the morning before my meeting, and maybe I can at least see the paperwork on her arrest…”

      “Her!” Annie sat bolt upright. “The murderer isn’t a woman is she? Oh my heavens.”

      “The accused murderer,” Nate said. “Remember, if I take this case it will be my job to prove she didn’t do it.”

      “But who is she and who is she supposed to have killed?”

      “This is where I thought that you or Laura might be of help, because of your work with the Women’s Co-operative Printing Union. I can’t imagine the San Francisco printing world is all that large, and it turns out the woman who is accused of murder is a typesetter like Laura. Her name is Mrs. Florence Sullivan, and she is accused of killing her employer, Mr. Joshua Rashers.”
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        “By the laws of printing, indeed, a compositor should abide by his copy.” J. Johnson Typographia 1824

      

      

      
        
        Monday, early morning, July 5, 1880

      

      

      After paying her fare, Laura Dawson found a seat on board the North Beach and Mission horse car, an extraordinary occurrence. Usually, at ten after seven in the morning, all the seats on cars from the Mission District to the North Beach were completely full. However, many of the city’s places of employment were treating the day after the Fourth as a continuation of the national holiday. But when the forewoman at the Women’s Cooperative Printing Union, where Laura worked, asked for volunteers, she’d felt that having this job was such a wonderful piece of good luck that she had to say yes.

      In April, when Laura realized that her savings from teaching weren’t going to cover her expenses this summer, Annie assured her they could work something out. But she didn’t feel right about putting any more financial burdens on her future sister-in-law. At least not now, when Annie was taking the risky move of shifting away from pretending to be the clairvoyant Madam Sibyl as her additional source of income. Laura knew Annie hoped to accomplish this before she got married, and she certainly didn’t want to put any obstacles in the way of that event.

      Then, just when she thought she would have to go home this summer, Annie got an accounting job with the Women’s Co-operative Printing Union (known as the WCPU), and Laura asked if there were any job openings with this firm. She’d been recruited three years earlier by the editor of the San Jose Mercury to become an apprentice typesetter, and she’d been able to use her new typesetting skills to stay in San Jose each summer she was enrolled in the Normal School. A reference letter from the Mercury editor and Annie’s own recommendation were sufficient to land Laura a job with the WCPU. So far, she’d really been enjoying her work as a typesetter for this woman-owned printing company, and she was now making enough to cover room and board and save money for next fall, in case she was able to achieve her dream of attending the University of California at Berkeley.

      Nevertheless, rising at six this morning had been difficult.

      First of all, her friend Kitty hadn’t dropped her off at the O’Farrell Street boarding house until nearly ten, and she had to stick her nose into the kitchen to let Beatrice know she was home. At that point, Nate, Annie, Barbara, and Kathleen swept in with the boys, who were full of excited talk about the fireworks. Her brother took her aside to tell her about the possible case he might be working on, asking if she knew anything about a local typesetter named Florence Sullivan or the printing firm she worked for. Although she didn’t know either the woman or her employer, thoughts about what this case would mean for her brother’s career kept her awake until after midnight.

      As the horse car turned off Geary to do its slow turn north onto Kearny, the horses pulling hard and the wheels squealing on the rails, Laura noticed that the street certainly looked disheveled after its day of glory. The sidewalks were strewn with discarded flags, streamers, bottles, and newspapers, and the street itself was more spotted with horse dung than usual. She would need to be careful of her dress hem when she got off the car at California Street to walk the block over to Montgomery, which was probably as dirty as Kearny since it was the other main branch of the parade.

      As she rose to leave the car through the front, the driver slowed down and said a polite good morning to her as she descended to the street. After a month of daily trips on this particular route, Laura was treated by both the conductor and driver as an old friend. Tired as she was this morning, Laura admitted to herself that since she started working as one of the two full-time typesetters for the WCPU in May, she never felt as exhausted as she did all last year as a teacher, first in the one-room school house, then teaching at Clement Grammar.

      It wasn’t so much the students; she’d become quite fond of many of her seventh grade students at Clement. It was the constant round of preparing lectures, assignments, and then grading those assignments that was the problem. The work kept her up late each night and filled the weekend hours, leaving her no time for anything––or anyone. In contrast, while typesetting was difficult, when the job was done, it was done, leaving her the time and energy to study for the entrance exams this August for the University.

      The Women’s Co-operative printed books, handbills, stationery, legal documents, and two monthly journals, and it occupied the second floor of the three-story building at 420-424 Montgomery Street, midway between California and Sacramento streets. The first floor housed commercial shops that were all still closed, but Iris Bailor, the WCPU forewoman, greeted her at the narrow door that opened into the stairwell up to the second and third floors.

      “Well, don’t you look half-asleep,” Iris said teasingly. “I have a pot of coffee going, and Betsy and Beryl will be down to help us in a minute. We won’t see any of the pressmen until after noon, which is just as well, since I suspect they may have celebrated a bit too much yesterday evening to be any good to us this morning.”

      Iris Bailor was nearly forty, an experienced compositor, which meant that not only could she set type swiftly and accurately, but she could pull a galley to proof and correct the copy, then make the galleys up into pages, and lock the forms so that they wouldn’t give when they were run through a press. Iris also could run any one of the Gordon jobber presses as well as set up and, in a pinch, operate the larger Koenig cylinder press.

      A strong, tall woman, with a mass of dark auburn waves pulled loosely to the top of her head, her oval face and full lips, aristocratic nose, and odd amber eyes rendered her more handsome than beautiful. Laura doubted Iris cared what any person, man or woman, thought about her looks. What she cared about, what she was passionate about, was her work.

      She’d told Laura she had been educated for marriage in a local ladies academy but had been rescued from that fate when the Civil War robbed her Vermont home town of all its eligible bachelors. The war also robbed the local newspaper of its typesetters so she’d been hired on as an apprentice, and by the Confederate surrender at Appomattox in sixty-five, she had mastered all the skills of a compositor. However, like many women, she lost her job to returning veterans, and against her parents’ objections, she’d moved to New York City to find work. Since the national Typographic Union at that time refused to admit women, the only typesetting jobs she could get were in badly paying non-union shops.

      On one of those jobs, she met Mrs. Agnes Peterson, another compositor, who convinced her to come with her in 1868 on the difficult trip to San Francisco to look for better paying work. When the local typographical union blocked them from being hired by any local firms, Peterson raised the capital from some wealthy women in town and started her own printing company, the WCPU. Iris had worked continuously in this establishment since then. The firm, now owned by Mrs. Lizzie Richmond, grew steadily. Iris, its oldest employee, was now forewoman, supervising two full-time female typesetters, four young female apprentices, and six male pressmen, including two apprentices.

      Laura admired Iris Bailor more than any woman she had ever met, except perhaps Annie Fuller.

      “So, did you have a good time yesterday, hobnobbing with the rich and famous?” Iris laughed, taking the sting out of her words as she led the way up the stairs.

      Laura said, “I don’t know how much hobnobbing I did. But we did have a great view of the procession, although I can’t imagine it was any better than what you could see from your rooms upstairs. You said you were inviting people over to view the parade, didn’t you?”

      Iris lived on the top floor of the building, along with her closest friend, Nellie Granger, who had recently started her own engraving firm two blocks north on Montgomery. The four young female apprentices that worked for the WCPU (Iris called them the four bees because their names were Betsy, Beryl, Babs, and Bertie) shared the third room in the upstairs apartment.

      “Yes, we had a grand party. The girls whipped up potato salad, creamed corn, and steamed oysters. Nellie cooked up her famous sausage rolls, and her brother, who works for Golden City Brewery, brought a small keg and four of his friends, and I made two applesauce cakes. As you might imagine, we were quite a merry little group.”

      Laura and Iris entered the company’s main room, which held the type cases, the old Stanhope galley press, two of the smaller jobber printers, and the tables and racks for setting up the galleys and forms. Laura noticed how quiet it was today, with most of the staff off work. Usually, by the time she arrived, at least one of the apprentices was feeding card stock into a Gordon jobber printer, filling the air with sound as the big fly wheel whooshed, the foot pedal thumped, and the inking rollers hit the platen with a steady clink, clink. The noise only increased as the day wore on and all the smaller presses were put to work and the large Koenig went into action in the next room.

      Taking off her light wrap and hanging it up on the coat rack, she said, “Iris, is Mrs. Richmond or her son coming in today?”

      “Goodness, no. But you may be sure Willard left instructions with me on Saturday about what orders he wanted us to fill today.”

      While Iris got along well with Mrs. Richmond, she’d confided in Laura that ever since Mrs. Richmond had married Norris Judd, a man nearly the same age as her own son Willard, she’d left more and more of the daily management of the firm to that son. Iris never actually said anything negative about Willard, but just the way she called him by his given name suggested she didn’t think much of him. Since neither Mrs. Richmond nor her son had much direct contact with anyone but Iris, Laura didn’t know what to think of either. But she did wonder if Mrs. Richmond’s decision to hire Annie Fuller to go over their books and make some financial recommendations indicated some distrust of her son’s management of the firm.

      She also found it fascinating that Mrs. Richmond continued to use her married name from her first marriage. I wonder what Annie will do? My parents will have a conniption if it turns out she plans on keeping the name Fuller. As it is, they are having enough trouble understanding the whole Madam Sibyl situation. Of course, I don’t know why Annie would keep her current name since she doesn’t seem to have very fond memories of her dead husband. But then again, since Mrs. Richmond divorced her first husband, I wouldn’t think she’s kept his last name for sentimental reasons, either. It might just be good business sense.

      Realizing that Iris had just said something, Laura apologized for not attending and took a thick cotton apron down from a hook. As she put on the apron, she picked up one of the steaming mugs of coffee that sat on a table near the back door and breathed in deeply, feeling the cylinders of her brain begin to tick over more rapidly. Iris would send one of the four bees up to make a fresh pot sometime mid morning. Laura suspected she would need a refill by then.

      “Hmm, dreaming of the young men you met yesterday at the festivities, were you?” Iris gave another of her full-throated laughs. “Let those dreams go. You have work to do, young lady. For some reason, Willard has decided that he wants us to have all the copy for the next issue of The Elevator done today.”

      Laura started to tell Iris that young men were the furthest thing from her mind, that she was done with young––or not so young––men, but she stopped herself and said instead, “I thought it didn’t go to press until Wednesday?”

      Iris shrugged. “You and I both know Mr. Reynolds won’t have the copy he’s writing about the July Fourth celebrations finished until tomorrow––even more likely––Wednesday morning, but ours ‘is not to wonder why!’ I put the first page copy at your desk. I will work on the ads, and then when Betsy comes down, she can start setting the type for the letters to the editor. That’s pretty straightforward copy. Beryl has some more wedding invitations to get out on the Gordon jobber.”

      Laura nodded and went over to where the five compositor’s type cases stood along one wall, proud to have her very own case, its compartments filled with type, called sorts. The whole piece of furniture was wooden, the lower case tilted up at a shallow angle at waist height and the upper case at the back going up at a much steeper angle to the height of her shoulders. Underneath were drawers holding special type faces and characters.

      Pulling on the heavy jean cuffs that would protect her sleeves from the ink that invariably clung to the type, she picked up the copy Iris told her about and read through the three pages containing two poems and a short story. She would set the type for each separately, and after they were locked and proofed into a galley, Iris would arrange them together with the masthead and ads into a page ready to be printed on the Koenig.

      Mr. Owens, who had trained her in San Jose, said he tried to get women who were studying to be teachers because they were able to proof their own copy before and after they set the type. She certainly liked this part of the job. While a lot of the copy was pretty boring––wedding invitations or handbills announcing a concert––the books ranged from academic subjects to romance novels, and much of the work the WCPU did was legal documents.

      These were of particular interest to her, given her ultimate dream of being a lawyer in partnership with her brother. She also liked learning about the different cultural and ethnic groups in the city from the copy for the several weeklies they published. For example, The Elevator, which she was currently working on, was a periodical directed at people of color in the city.

      Smiling at Iris, who was already at work two cases away, Laura picked up her composing stick in her left hand and reached for the italic letters in the upper part of her case to start forming the title of the first poem. With satisfaction she thought that this was what she dreamed about, satisfying work that would support her future goals for a legal career. Not some man like Seth Timmons who says he wants to be friends and just disappears.
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        * * *

      

      Hours later, Iris came over and gave Laura’s shoulders a squeeze, saying, “Be ready for a break soon?” She then shouted across to Beryl and Betsy, who were working together on one of the hand presses, “Would you two go upstairs and make sure Babs and Bertie are getting ready to come down to work? While you’re there, put on a new pot of coffee and bring down the last of the applesauce cake.”

      Beryl, a freckle-faced girl with frizzy bangs, stopped working the foot pedal to the Gordon job press and pulled the lever that stopped the flywheel on the press from turning. Betsy, a neat blonde, quickly stacked the cards she had been folding. The four bees ranged in age from Babs, who was only thirteen, to Bertie, who was sixteen. Babs and Bertie were sisters, who had just started working at the WCPU in May and therefore were only paid with room and board for their first three months as apprentices. This was standard, as Laura knew from her own work on the San Jose Mercury. But she knew that the apprentices’ living and working accommodations with this firm were far superior to what they would find with most printers.

      While crowded with the type cases, machines, and stacks of cardstock and paper, the room wasn’t cluttered because Iris insisted her workers clean and straighten their workspaces every evening before they left. Laura had seen her walk through the rooms at the end of the day with a dustcloth. She also permitted everyone to decorate their stations, although the pressmen who mainly worked in the next room didn’t seem to have taken her up on the offer. A reproduction of a charming landscape hung above Laura’s case. The four bees brought in illustrations from old copies of Godey’s Lady’s Book that they tacked to the walls over the compositor desks they shared. Nan Freemont, the other full-time typographer, had covered the wall over her desk with one of the quilts her mother made. Iris had a shelf that held a vase of flowers and several photographs. The vase contained some red carnations.

      All this made the print shop feel like home.

      Even the teasing from the pressmen reminded her of life on the San Jose ranch with her brothers. Today, this male presence was missing since the two men who were scheduled to work were only coming in half day.

      Taking advantage of the rare occurrence of being alone with the forewoman, Laura said, “Iris, I need to ask you something. You know my brother, Nate, is a lawyer. It turns out he may be taking on an important case that involves people in the printing business, and I thought you might know something about them.”

      Iris said, “No really, do tell. Is someone suing someone? A labor dispute?”

      “I don’t know all the details, but Nate has been asked to represent someone who has been accused of killing a man who runs a printing company…I think one of the bigger ones, because even I have heard of it. Rashers and Company.”

      “Joshua Rashers was murdered!” Iris stared intently at her then said, “I’m not surprised someone finally killed the old bastard.”

      Laura, intrigued by how Iris reacted to this news, said, “Yes, he was killed last Friday. The police have formally charged a woman, one of his typesetters, a Florence Sullivan, and…Iris, Miss Bailor, are you all right?”

      Laura leaped forward to put her arm around the taller woman, who staggered and seemed about to fall. “Here, let’s get you over to this stool, and I will get you some water.”

      Iris pulled sharply away from Laura, shaking off her arm and saying angrily. “I’m fine. Wherever did your brother get this absurd rumor? Florence Sullivan couldn’t kill anyone, not even Joshua Rashers, although God knows she had reason. What kind of fool––”

      Laura watched Iris stop herself. She had seen her in a rage once before, when one of the young male apprentices was carrying on and almost fell against the large Koenig press, which could have seriously injured him. Sam, who was supposed to be supervising the young lad but had been egging him on, visibly quaked under the blistering tirade she’d directed at him. As quickly as the anger had come, Iris had it under control, as she did today.

      Taking a short breath, she said, “I apologize, Laura. I didn’t mean to suggest that your brother was at fault. It’s just that I have known Florence for over ten years. She started as an apprentice for the WPCU at the age of fourteen. There is no way in heaven that she would ever kill anyone, no matter what the provocation.”
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        “Laura Fair Sentenced to be Hung on the 28th of July”––San Francisco Chronicle, June 4, 1871

      

      

      
        
        Monday, noon, July 5, 1880

      

      

      “When I met with her this morning, Mrs. Pitts Stevens said emphatically that there was no possible chance that Florence Sullivan hurt, much less killed, anyone,” said Nate. “However, it seems suspicious that Mrs. Sullivan refused to meet with Mrs. Gordon when she tried to see her at the city jail on Saturday.”

      Annie said, “I guess if she were involved in any way with her employer’s death, even if her actions were in self-defense, she might be too upset at first to talk to people—especially people she knew cared about her. I could see reacting like that. Is that why they wanted to hire you? They thought she might open up to a stranger.”

      “Part of the reason. I had hoped it was because they’d heard what a sterling job I had done in defending Watkins against the charge of reckless endangerment for driving his cart into a backyard.”

      Nate grinned at Annie, who sat across from him, finishing up her grilled chop. They were having lunch at Montaigne’s Steak House, where Annie’s former boarder Miss Pinehurst was the cashier—and where they always got their meals discounted by the proprietor who looked favorably on any friend of hers.

      Nate thought Annie looked like a summer day, with some sort of shiny blue material trimmed in white ribbons and lace that he didn’t think he’d seen before. No wonder Laura enthusiastically seconded his choice of the sapphire. She must have known it would go well with this new dress. Since Annie had cut back on her work as the clairvoyant Madam Sibyl, she not only was able to meet him for lunch more often––she was far less likely to be wearing one of the depressing black dresses that were part of her Madam Sibyl costume.

      How he hated that reminder that Annie was a widow. He knew Annie’s first husband mistreated her, and she’d been very unhappy, so it wasn’t that he was jealous of the deceased Mr. John Fuller. It was just the idea that another man…

      “They should be impressed with your credentials, Nate. Being the second counsel for Able Cranston on four criminal defense trials should count for something.” Annie reached out and touched his hand, which he realized he had clenched involuntarily. “Were you able to get any other information about the charges before your meeting this morning?”

      Nate chastised himself for letting his emotions get the better of him, and he said, “I am afraid I didn’t learn much. I did make an appointment to see Chief Jackson this afternoon, and I hope he will be forthcoming with what evidence they have against her. While the grand jury is meeting tomorrow on the question of whether or not to indict her, the district attorney is so sure of their decision that he has put Mrs. Sullivan’s arraignment on Judge Ferrall’s docket for Thursday morning. If she is indicted, my first order of business will be to get that arraignment postponed.”
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