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PROLOGUE 
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No one heard the single gunshot in the early morning hours onboard the 401 due to the loud blast from the trains whistle, but, by the end of the whistle’s blast, one man would be lying dead in his bunk.  

The 401 was one of the locomotives belonging to the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad, and was the train Randall McMasters, better known as Major, was traveling on following an ex-B & O employee named William O’Toole. 

The railroad workers were planning on calling a strike due to their wages being cut for the third that year, so now they were planning on shutting down the railroad completely till their wages were back to normal. 

Although the rail workers had a lot of support from the citizens in many of the cities a strike would affect, no one planned on the death and destruction the impending strike would generate.  

In some cities, governors would have to call out the Militia to squash them, and return rail service, which they did. And the strike came to an end in September of the same year lasting only forty-five days. 

The strikers would cost the railroad a lot of revenue in those forty-five days. Strike workers destroyed train depots and sat up blockades, which stopped all trains from passing, thus disrupting business from Maryland to Illinois.  

Who was Randall McMasters, known only as Major? And what part did he play during this time period? 

There was an up-and-coming Pinkerton agent, who had been on the train since Major had went to work for the railroad. The detective was given the task to protect him, and to stay undiscovered while doing so. 

This was going to be difficult, as attempts on his life would be made, and who was responsible? No job too difficult for a Pinkerton Detective, though. 

But we’ll see!  
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CHAPTER 1 
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Major Randall McMasters sat on the brown leather covered chair in the office of Benjamin Pike. No longer an enlisted soldier in the Confederate Army, Major McMasters still went by his military ranking of Major, and had been called into the office of Benjamin Pike who headed up the Baltimore, Maryland office for the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad. 

Mr. Pike had received a telegram from the major with his concern in regards to the impending strike he had heard whispers about. The major was a business owner who relied on the railroad to carry on his business and knew if a rail strike took place his business would be greatly affected, so now he was seeking some kind of reassurance from the railroad the strike wouldn’t happen. 

Benjamin Pike was hired by the railroad to try to head off a strike, which they knew was looming. The workers were upset with their loss of pay the first two time, and now they were being told they were getting another one, and because of that, they were threatening to strike. 

When Benjamin received Major’s telegram, he couldn’t believe his luck; Major just might be an answer to his prayers. 

“Let me be clear here, Major. We’re planning for the worse from the workers. There’s no doubt they’ll go on strike, that’s an almost given, but there might be a way to reduce our, and your, losses,” he started his conversation with Major by hopefully baiting the hook. 

“What do you mean,” Major asked?  

‘Good. He took the bait now to reel him in.’ Were Benjamin’s thoughts, and his mind smiled inside his head? ‘I bet it won’t cost me a penny either.’ 

“You know, Major, I haven’t had my second cup of coffee yet. What do you say? Let’s go over to Delia’s Eatery and get a cup of her town famous coffee.” 

Five minutes later they were seated in Delia’s and Major had to agree it sure was a mighty fine tasting cup of coffee. The first thing Major had picked up on was the delightful smell the steaming, black liquid had. A big grin overtook his face as the aroma of vanilla entered his nose awakening his memory back to the days he used to sit on his mother’s lap and she would sing to him. He remembered her smell like it was yesterday. Rather in the cold of winter, or the sweaty, hotness of an August day, she always smelled the same, vanilla. 

“Okay. What did you want to talk about?” asked Major Forcing, his thoughts to come back to the time at hand. 

“We can’t talk about it here,” Benjamin told him. “If we were overheard, we would probably get ourselves beaten, or even killed.” 

“But I thought,” Major started to say, when the big, burly, figure of a man jumped up onto one of the tables and started to speak. The man’s voice grabbing Major’s attention and stopping him from continuing. 

“No more!” he shouted out, pumping his fist into the air.  

“No more!” rang out around the room as several others stood and pumped their fist into the air following the lead sat by this man. 

“No more wage cuts!” he yelled out again. 

Once again, his actions were repeated by most of the patrons in Delia’s that morning. 

“This is what we will talk about after coffee and we are back in my office where we can’t be overheard,” Benjamin Pike told him. 

“That fella sure had a lot of followers,” the major remarked once they had finished their coffee and were in Benjamin’s office. 

“That fella you’re talking about is William O’Toole, and he heads up the railroad workers here in Baltimore; and a trouble maker for sure,” Ben told him. 

“Okay, so what does all of that have to do with me? And why so secretive?” the major asked. 

“As you have seen firsthand, Mr. O’Toole has quite a following. Most of those were railroad workers, but there were also some city folk who support their cause,” Ben told him. 

“And their cause being?” Major was getting impatient with Ben, and it showed up in his voice. 

“Okay, okay. We’ve had to cut workers salary a couple of time over the past month and there is talk we might have to do it again. It’s this talk that’s gotten the workers up in arms and talking about striking, which would shut the railroad down costing us, and now you, a lot of money. If they strike, which right now looks like they’re going to, we have other workers to take their place, but it’s getting them into the work areas where they will be needed is where you come in. The other thing is keeping the train depots open in all the cities we service. There is talk they’re planning on taking them over. If that happens, it will stop ticket buyers and our telegraph offices which are located inside the depots. We can’t let any of that happen. As I stated before, this is where you come in.” 

‘Finally, after all of that, I’m gonna learn what he needs me for,’ were Major’s thoughts. 

“The railroad wants to hire you,” Ben told him. 

For a couple of minutes, the only sounds heard in the office were the noises of wagons going by outside and the barking of a couple of stray dogs. The major was getting a little annoyed with Ben at this point. Major had been used to being given direct orders, not having to guess what they would be, or having to wait for them. Yes sir, Major was a straight forward, no nonsense sort of a guy, and here was Ben, beating around the bush. 

“What would the railroad want to hire me for?” the now curious Major asked. 

“You were a Major in the Army. Makes no difference to me which Army that was, so you know how to charge in and squish the opposing forces. That’s what we’ll have here with William O’Toole if a strike goes forward. He has already stirred up trouble and has a following of rail workers just waiting for the word to strike. When that happens, he will have to be eliminated.” 

Major sat and listened as Ben went on filling him in on just where the railroad was willing to go when the time came, and what they expected the workers to do. 

“We think the first thing they will do is take control over the train depots in major cities.” 

“That would create a big problem for the railroad. Wouldn’t it?” Major knew he didn’t need to ask such a stupid question. 

“Of course it would!” Ben returned in a loud voice. “No tickets could be sold, livestock couldn’t be moved, or the goods that supply your business. Most of the telegraph offices would be shut down. Trains couldn’t be watered, or their fuel supply replenished. One big cluster mess.” Ben was silent for a moment then continued in a more quiet voice. “We can’t let that happen.” 

“By what I just witnessed in Delia’s, there is going to be some violence involved here. Maybe some killing,” said Major. 

“No doubt. From here to Chicago, cities will be affected. Before I continue, I need to know if you are interested in the job.” 

“Before I give you my answer, you need to know one thing,” Major said to Ben. 

“Only thing I need to know from you, Major, is rather or not the railroad can hire you.” 

“I was a Major in the Confederate Army,” said Major, looking Ben square in the eyes. 

“Confederate Army, Union Army, makes no difference to the railroad,” Ben told him again returning the same stern look. 

“Then I’m in. After all, what retired major wouldn’t give his left one for the opportunity to head up another unit?” 

Ben saw a smug smile come over Majors face, and wondered what his thoughts were at that moment. 

‘He’s a Confederate Major who has just been given the opportunity to once again lead a so called Army against the Union people. Of course he would be smiling. A Confederate Major could no more pass up an opportunity like this, than a male dog could pass up a bitch in heat.’ 

“So, what do you figure your plans are for me?” Major asked in his, ‘let’s get down to business’ voice.  

“We saw this coming, so we have other workers who will break through any barricades they might set up and take back control of all the railroads functions; from ticket sales, loading, and unloading livestock, and other products, and here is where you come in.” 

‘Finally,’ Major’s thoughts were, and he sat up in his seat. 

“You will lead a small group of men, mostly made up of ex-soldiers who have training in warfare who aren’t afraid to kill if necessary. Once you secure the depots my workers can come in. Once that is done, you and your men will travel to other locations where you will meet up with the workers who are ready to take over once you secure it.” Ben was pleased to see the look on Majors face. His iron gaze had softened up as he listened. 

“Who are these men that I will lead?” Major questioned. 

“Well, huh, you see, Major, we haven’t exactly recruited them yet.” 

“I thought you just said you have men who will take control of the depots?” 

“We do,” Ben told him. “Once control is back in our hands these men are ready, but control has to be established. I’ll be straight here. I have a half a dozen men who served in the Army who will form a part of your group. I’m hoping you will have the rest, made up of other men you lead during the war who you can recruit back into the service of another kind. One where they will be paid good money, feed good, clothed good, and have the best equipment available.” 

Ben studied Major’s face looking for that, I don’t know look, but saw none.  

“I do have a good number of men who I can recruit, some who live right here as a matter of fact. Others I will find through these men,” Major informed him. 

“The railroad is willing to pay them twenty-five dollars a month for as long as they are working for us.” 

Ben knew that a Union soldier couldn’t expect to earn twelve, maybe thirteen dollars a month military pay. He didn’t even know what a Confederate soldier made, but guessed it to be a lot less. 

“So the money is good, still doesn’t make me any less a Confederate Major. Why would they now take orders from me?” 

“They don’t have to know,” was Ben’s reply. 

“You can sit there and tell me we don’t tell them. What about my men?” 

“We haven’t been Union and Confederate Armies for years. The war ended a long time ago,” Ben said. 

“I know that! You know that! But a lot of them out there still hold a chip on their shoulders. I led many a charge against the Union. Lots of men died on both sides under my command. Why, I bet there were some in Delia’s who just might have heard my name during the war, or sitting around the supper table reliving battles, and lost loved ones. I don’t think I’ll have much of an issue recruiting men I know, but it’s yours, and the northerners I’m concerned about.”  

“Okay. Then what’s your idea?” asked Ben, seeing concern in the face of the major. 

“I’ll pick and recruit the men I’ll lead in taking back the depots. You have your people ready to control them once I do.” The major thought for a minute before he spoke again. Ben saw Majors lips turn up to form a smile. “Do you remember the outlaw Billy the Kid?” Major asked Ben.  

“Of course I do,” Ben answered. Sitting back in his chair, he searched the face of the major to see where this question was headed. 

“The name we’ll call my band of men will be The Regulators. Sound familiar?”  

Eyebrows lifting at the name, Ben told him he did in fact know the name. Although ‘The Regulators’ was a group off landowners in Lincoln, New Mexico, all had heard of them because of the outlaw and killer, William Bonney, also known as Billy the Kid. 

The Lincoln County War, and Billy the Kid, had already carved the name in the history books, so of course Ben had heard of them. 

“Okay. You can be called by any name you want to be.” To Ben, he didn’t give a rat’s ass if the major wanted to take on a name or not. He knew during the war the soldiers had different names for their units. All he cared about was now the railroad had their own militia to fight back the strikers if needed. 

“If this takeover by the rail workers happen, when do you think it will be?” asked Major.  

“We’ve been following that O’Toole fella as he’s moved about the different towns and cities stirring up trouble between the workers and the railroad. It’s the beginning of July and this has been stirring up for some time, so we figure just about any time now,” Ben told Major. “There are several more large cities we think O’Toole will travel to before anything takes place. If we are correct in our assessment, we feel Martinsburg, West Virginia, will be the most logical of locations. And one we know he is headed for, and probably Pittsburg.” 

“That doesn’t give me much time to pull my men together,” Major told Ben, “but I’ll have them ready.”  

Major’s plan was a pretty simple one. He would send out some telegrams to those men who he knew where they were, and tell them to get in contact with any others. He wrote a dollar amount on the telegram to get their attention, along with telling them to give no one any information as to their business there, and to not mention they served in the Confederate Army. He told them to relax and wait for word from him. 

Major didn’t know how many of his old division would show up in Martinsburg, but he knew some would and that would be enough to get started. He would follow O’Toole, and see what he was doing, and how many might follow his plans for striking against the railroad.  

Major got off all his telegrams that afternoon along with purchasing a train ticket to Pittsburg, Pennsylvania, so that no one would be the wiser to who he was and what his business was. Major would follow O’Toole and try to get as much information as he could to keep Ben informed. 

Before Major left, he and Ben had worked up a couple different codes for communicating. 

Ben, also sent a telegraph to his counterpart Oliver Mitchell in Martinsburg, West Virginia advising him several men would be looking him up, telling him they were The Regulators, and he was to get them accommodations along with food vouchers and to wait for a gentleman who would be known as Major. 

Oliver Mitchell’s telegram didn’t give him any other information other than once the major showed up, he would be taking orders from him. The major would fill him in on all he needed to know. 

“Once I get to Martinsburg, I’ll send one of my men a telegram to advise you of the situation there and where he was headed next. If he is gathering the workers together, I’ll simply write ‘YES’, or ‘NO’ if he’s not in a direct telegram to you.” 

The major told Ben from here on out he was not to talk with the works, and under no circumstances trust anyone, especially the telegraph operator, who he advised Ben to replace.  

“You need to have one hundred percent control over the telegraph,” the major told him. “That way you control the telegrams going out, as well as those coming in. When, and if, a strike breaks out, they won’t be able to send out communications between themselves.”  

“Already thought of that,” Ben told him. “I plan on releasing the telegraph operator today and replacing him. That will happen as soon as O’Toole leaves. Not all telegraph offices are railroad operated.” 

And so, ex-Confederate, Major Randall McMasters became an employee for the Baltimore & Ohio Railroad. The worries the railroad had would soon transpire into one of the greatest strikes the railroad would experience, and one that would involve over one hundred thousand workers, and sadly, would also leave a hundred dead. 

It would take years to re-build the destruction that would take place in the forty-five days the strike lasted. 
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CHAPTER 2 
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The blast from the trains whistle told the major they were approaching another town on the way to Martinsburg. He had been sitting for hours, looking out of the soot covered window, at the passing landscape and wondering what all the papers were O’Toole had in his leather case. At all of the small town depots they had stopped at, O’Toole got off the train and made his way to the ticket office where he spent a few minutes going over the papers he left there. From the ticket office, he spoke with whatever railroad workers he could find, and there were usually two or three depending on the size of the station, and whether or not they took on coal, or water. 

It didn’t take Major long to see what the effects would be if a railroad strike was to take place. In all of these towns mail was exchanged, and in one so far, it looked like money was given to a person carrying a shotgun, and from a very important looking figure who the major quickly surmised as a bank’s president. 

In every one of these towns they stopped at, the major got off the train and took a good look around at the surroundings. Major missed nothing. The most important thing he would write down later on, once the train was underway again, was the number of rail workers he could count, and whether or not they carried a firearm which in most cases they did.  

In the short period of time the major had spent with Ben, he had learned the railroad had a policy against their workers carrying firearms so he was surprised to see some of them wearing one. Major guessed these men weren’t full time railroad workers, but men Ben had told him about who came in to service the train when it arrived then went back to their other businesses. The fact these men might not be railroad workers meant they might not be willing to oppose his men when the time came. 

Major saw an opening if he was correct. He did witness O’Toole speaking with them also. He would talk to them also, and find out what O’Toole had to say. 

‘I need to get a look at some of those papers O’Toole is carrying in his case,’ Major thought as he watched O’Toole hand the ticket office person a piece of paper from which he read, then signed, and handed it back to him. 

O’Toole then shook the man’s hand before he put the paper back in his case. This was the third stop the major had witnessed this action from O’Toole. 

‘I need to see what’s written on that paper,’ the major thought as he watched O’Toole leave the ticket office and spoke to the two young lads tending to some luggage.  

This was a troubling factor for the major. Most all of the railroad workers looked to be no older then sixteen or seventeen at some of the stops, but at the same time realizing how much easier it would be for his men to take over. All of this the major wrote down in his own notes, along with the stations name and location. 

Major hadn’t traveled this far north before and was amazed at the number of towns the railroad serviced. To Majors trained eye, this part of the country hadn’t been affected by the war much, although years had passed with plenty of time given to rebuild. 

‘I’ve got to get into his case and see what’s written on those papers,’ were Majors thoughts once again as the trains whistle blew and the familiar “All Aboard!” was yelled out by the conductor. 

Major had wanted to send a telegraph off to Ben, but there wasn’t time. He would have to wait now till he arrived in Martinsburg before he could have any communication with him. 

The telegraph offices weren’t manned by railroad personal, and it was only a matter of time before all the telegraph offices throughout the states would be operated by their own people, but the railroad still supplemented their wages for the other duties they performed for the railroad. 

Even so, whoever operated the telegraph office could be supporters of the railroad workers. It would be up to the major if he felt comfortable sending a telegram through them or not, or for that matter, if he even spoke to them. 

More towns followed, and in every case, O’Toole followed the same pattern. The major figured the paper was some sort of a petition and he was getting signatures in support for the railroad workers. 

The town the train stopped at just before Martinsburg, the major saw the telegraph office was run by a middle aged, attractive lady, who he noted, shook her head before handing the paper back to O’Toole without signing it. Waiting for O’Toole to leave the depot, the major went over to her in hopes of learning what was on the paper she had refused to sign. 

‘Get a woman riled-up and she will tell you just about anything,’ the major had learned from past experiences with them, and Miss DuPont was no different.  

Miss DuPont, he learned, worked for Western Union and she didn’t support what the railroad workers were gearing up to do. As the major suspected, the paper was a collection of workers names in support of an all-out strike against the railroad. Miss DuPont told the major how afraid she was they were going to chase her out, or do her harm, when the strike started. 

“There are lots of town folk who will stand with the rail workers,” she told him, “but I’m not one of them, although I see their point. After all, they have their families to support, and their cuts in pay put more hardship on them and their families.” 

Major learned more in the ten minutes he had spoken with her than what he had learned from Ben. 

Listening to Miss DuPont, Major knew if he hadn’t already signed on with Ben and the railroad, he and his men would be in support of the railroad workers, but that was not what he had signed on to do. Nope, he and his men would silence the railroad workers before they could take a hold of any of the depots, or those were his thoughts and plans anyways. 

Major knew he wouldn’t have half enough men without some other support, but knew from the people he had spoken to in the towns they had stopped at, the townspeople wouldn’t take up arms against their brothers. ‘It’s obvious I’m going to need help,’ were his thoughts when he boarded the train after talking with Miss DuPont, and having also witnessed O’Toole speaking to several others. 

It was also apparent if they were planning a strike for the middle of July, there was no way for him to get men at all of the depot locations along the B & O rail line, especially if the local lawmen couldn’t be counted on to put down the strikers. If only Major knew just how big the strike would be, he might have gone about what he was doing in a different manner. No one could predict how much destruction was about to take place, and in such a short period of time, for the strike only lasted forty-five days.  

Major, was once again starring out of the train’s window in thought as to how he could get a look at those papers inside of O’Toole’s case. The conductor came through and informed everyone that the train would be stopping for about two hours at the next depot where they would take on coal and water, and they would have time to shop, and eat. 

“When you hear three long blasts of the trains whistle, you have fifteen minutes to get back here and get aboard,” he told everyone. 

At the next stop, the major was surprised when a lone man walked up to him as soon as he stepped from the train. 

“Are you Major?” he asked, extending his hand. 

“Yes, I’m Major, and who might you be?” he answered, grasping the extended hand. 

“I’m Albert. Albert Klumpar. Folks around here who know me call me Klum. Ben told me to be on the look-out for you.” Klum saw the questioning look on the major’s face and finished with, “Don’t be concerned with the telegraph person being tied in with the workers. She stands with the railroad one hundred percent.”  

Those words did relax Major some, and he now shook the man’s hand. 

“Follow me. We’re meeting up with Matt who has a table reserved for us over at Jake’s Cafeteria.” 

Walking into Jake’s, it was plain to see it was a good thing a table had been reserved for them; the place was packed with train passengers. 

Matt, it turned out, was a railroad worker also. He was probably in his early twenties, and his mother and father also worked for the railroad. They were worried about the railroad strike talk that was going around. 

“Matt will be traveling with you to the next stop, which is Martinsburg. You are to fill him in on your plans so he can get together with some of the workers and the townsfolk who will support the railroad when the time comes.” 

Major also learned from Klum that some major happenings were already starting to take place in Baltimore. And, he learned two fellow soldiers who he had sent telegrams out to, had arrived and were awaiting further orders from him. 

“Ben gave them some odd jobs around the station so they wouldn’t draw attention to themselves,” Klum went on to say. 

“That’s good news for sure,” said Major, having learned of his men’s arrival. ‘I wonder which two,’ he thought to himself, for he had sent out over a dozen telegrams; and who knows how many of those dozen had been sent out to others. 

Major knew he would send a telegram to Ben before the train left advising him to have at least five of his men travel to this location and to look for Klum. 

Major told Klum to be on the look-out for five men who would introduce themselves as The Regulators, and they would be there in case a strike took place as armed guards. They would defend the depot, and if need be, shoot to kill, and if more than five showed up, to send them on to Martinsburg. 
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