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			Praise for AMERICAN RED

			“This is amazing storytelling. In American Red, David Marlett expertly creates a time and place so real that you can’t help but be taken in and enthralled by this most American of stories; the legal thriller. Add in the politics and the people — a deeply drawn cast of characters from lawmen to lawyers — and you have a page turner that holds you until the last train out.”

			—  Michael Connelly, multiple New York Times bestselling author
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			“A cracking good tale!  Part love story, part espionage thriller.”

			—  Jacquelyn Mitchard, New York Times bestselling author

			of The Deep End of the Ocean
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			“Vivid, well-researched, and told bare-knuckled across a tapestry that is both broad and nuanced. American Red brings to life the 1907 West and the actual war that raged there between mine owners and their assassins, and labor leaders and their bomb makers. David Marlett’s characters are outsized and real, from Chief Detective James McParland of the Pinkerton Agency — to ruthless union boss Big Bill Haywood and his polio-stricken wife — to famous attorney Clarence Darrow, who lies down with murderers and thieves, and defends the bombers, to realize a life-long dream. This is a historical novel to get lost in.”

			—  Mark Sullivan, international bestselling author of Beneath a Scarlet Sky
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			“A stellar novel of intrigue, adventure, engaging characters, and a fascinating backdrop. A historical legal thriller that will take you back to another time — bringing that world into pristine focus — when American justice was loaded with mischief and mayhem. A true gem of a story.” 

			—  Steve Berry, multiple New York Times bestselling author
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			“With a gripping story and unforgettable characters, David Marlett breathes new life into one of the most fascinating chapters in American history. A country in transition, lurching into modernity, as its heroes and villains — lawyers, hitmen, spies, politicians, union bosses, and captains of industry — battle for the upper hand.”

			—  Adam Benforado, New York Times bestselling author

		

	
		
			Praise for David Marlett’s national bestseller FORTUNATE SON

			“A masterful blend of historical fact and detail, of adventure and peril and courtroom drama. This rousing murder-mystery adventure that was the life of James Annesley and his battle to reclaim his stolen heritage in the precedent setting case of Annesley v Anglesea, also gives us the story of the first Kennedys in America.”

			– Vincent Bugliosi, #1 New York Times bestselling author of Helter Skelter
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			“David Marlett sets a wonderful historical novel against beautiful descriptions of Ireland in telling the story of a disputed earldom. Fortunate Son offers rich history, well-developed characters, and a unique conclusion.” 

			– Christian Science Monitor
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			“I’ll be recommending this book far and wide to anyone who loves historical novels and characters who stay in the reader’s mind long after the last page.”

			– Views from the Countryside
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			“I could tell that Mr. Marlett knew his subject inside and out and I truly believe that this is what made this book so very readable…. The blood, sweat and tears, of the characters and the author are ever-present in this book. I really recommend this book to adventure fans, historical fans, and legal fans. It’s a great book and I thoroughly enjoyed it!”

			– Tales of a Book Addict

			  

			<><><>

			  

			“If every book I read were as textured and well-written as Fortunate Son by David Marlett, I would need to live a lot longer just to read. I was enthralled from the first sentence.”

			– Bags & Books
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			For my mother

		

	
		
			<><><>

			OVERTURE

			Nature is loath to swallow us whole, flesh and soul,

			Rather the raptor rips, devouring us in bits.

			Yet we resist, with scythe cut and hammer bang,

			with bomb, bullet, and bitter blade.

			And for a measured time we thrive,

			Tearing loose Her elements for our design,

			Shaping expressions into mechanical lives.

			But all man’s measures are artifice contrived,

			For Nature triumphs when we transcend,

			returning us to our granular end,

			tumbling our existence into Her shadows,

			from where we once went and will again.

			***

			But in that imagined land where man is alive,

			What centers his weight is fire inscribed.

			Where conflict is duty and pugilists survive.

			In peace he kills, in war saves, but only in living does he die.

			For man finds right in strain from tribe.

			Nature wove it in his grain, particles entwined.

			Thus in snarling fits and clashing plight,

			Are not some more honorable, more right? 

			Some gain—some kill—some turn the key.

			The blood-red feathers of a cardinal in keep, 

			at war with itself, with justice to find,

			the sirening of splendor and peril aligned.

			***

			Yet woman reflects and in silence goes.

			She sings with their Mother of grace bestowed,

			Her womb, Her heart, Her plumes aglow,

			Yet with falcon talons and eyes of crow.

			She rules man’s summit, the Empress plateau.

			Though too in her time her grain falls fallow,

			She remains chosen—and all men know.

			Thus he strips to knight and burro, star and stone.

			Vined he beats cattails, while she in willows weeps.

			Blind he digs diamonds, while she in meadows sleeps.

			Thus does her warmth make his failings flow.

			Thus do her wings raise him from below.

		

	
		
			<><><>

			PROLOGUE

			In the early 1900s, across the Rocky Mountains, what the bears didn’t maul, the sun didn’t burn, or the snows didn’t freeze, the silver and gold mines consumed, gorging themselves on the bones, sinews, bowels and lungs of those who entered the gaping jowls of earth. And as the mine consumed their bodies, the mine’s masters destroyed their spirits. Those owners, many gluttonous and detached persons and corporations alike, often saw working men as mere commodities covered in sweat and blast chalk whose need for breath and sustenance was a bothersome necessity, a fuel cost of production. Miners were walking machines to be used, lost, replaced, ignored—to treat them as such was apt capitalism, utilitarian mastery, superior economics. And when the virtue of American business required teeth, the Pinkerton Detective Agency was there to engage on its behalf, even if it paled civility. The system paid, bloating the owners’ wealth and political power while fattening the pockets of their shareholders. And why should it not? The corporation was the creator of society, the engine of progress, the queen bee of the quivering hive. The working class existed to serve her and her leaders—for she alone provided life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. Thus when those owners saw paths to colossal profits, though they be paved by cruel measures and inhumane conditions, they seized them in both fists, defending them vigorously—and they declared themselves just.

			***

			  

			But mired in the wretchedness of the mine owners’ creation, men were lost to the endurance, the sixteen-hour shifts, the pittance wages, the searing heat and broken bones, the unsafe reaches, the suffocating air where only their hatred found breath. Still they came by the thousands, replenishing the ranks, clamoring for work—no man’s dream of the American West. Where was their promised land, their adventure and plenty? Where was their hope of providing for their wives and little ones? Where was their dream of independence and honor? By the late 1800s, those were mostly vaporous ideas for the working men who migrated west of the prairie expanse. When they finally saw the mirage for what it was, and no other work possible, they turned to the mines for work, supplicating themselves for the rudimentary resources of life, lowering themselves into the sweltering darkness where only the tommyknockers dwelled. There those ghosts of miners killed in the deep would tick and tap, knock and pop, sometimes saving a life, sometimes heralding their living comrade’s doom—not that those outcomes were much different. When the owners brought in industrial inventions and bigger machinery, deaths rose, and the miners felt the chill of human weakness—tears to rivers to seas that never fill. Thus they federated into a labor union, the Western Federation of Miners. They found strength in numbers, in their collective force. Nevertheless, whether unioner or not, the men descended into the choking holes each dawn carrying their pick, lunch, helmet and the steadfast hope of returning to the surface by nightfall, preferably on their feet. But tens of thousands did not, and when enough men died in the course of provisioning other men’s avarice; when sufficient blood was spilled without recourse or remorse, the leaders of the Federation reached for the only weapon they saw remaining: murderous revolt—and they declared themselves just.

		

	
		
			<><><>
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			WEDNESDAY

			July 18, 1906

			The lawyer lobbed a verbal spear across the courtroom, piercing the young man, pinning him to the creaky witness chair and tilting the twelve jurymen forward. Their brows rose in anticipation of a gore-laden response from the witness as he clutched his bowler, his face vacant toward the wood floor beyond his shoddy boots. When the judge cleared his throat, the plaintiff’s attorney, Clarence Darrow, repeated the question. “Mr. Bullock, I know this is a strain upon you to recount that tragic day when fifteen of your brothers perished at the hands of the Stratton—”

			“Your Honor! Point in question,” barked the flint-faced defense attorney representing the Stratton Independence Mine, a non-union gold operation near Cripple Creek, Colorado. On this warm summer afternoon in Denver, he and Darrow were the best dressed there, each wearing a three-button, vested suit over a white shirt and dull tie.

			The robed judge gave a long blink, then peered at Darrow. With a chin waggle, his ruling on the objection was clear.

			“Yes, certainly. My apologies, Your Honor,” feigned Darrow, glancing toward the plaintiff’s table where two widows sat in somber regard. Though his wheat-blonde hair and sharp, pale eyes defied his age of forty-nine, his reputation for cunning brilliance and oratory sorcery mitigated the power of his youthful appearance: it was no longer the disarming weapon it had once been. No attorney in the United States would ever presume nascence upon Clarence Darrow. Certainly not in this, his twenty-sixth trial. He continued at the witness. “Though as just a mere man, one among all …” He turned to the jury. “The emotion of this event strains even the most resolute of procedural decorum. I am, as are we all, hard-pressed to—”

			“Whole strides, shall we, Mr. Darrow?” grumbled the judge.

			“Yes,” Darrow said, turning once again to James Bullock who seemed locked in the block ice of tragedy, having not moved a fraction since first taking the witness seat. “Mr. Bullock, we must rally ourselves, muster our strength, and for the memory of your brothers, share with these jurymen the events of that dark day. You said the ride up from the stope, the mine floor, was a swift one, and there were the sixteen of you in the cage made to hold no more than nine—is that correct?”

			“Yes, Sir,” Bullock replied, his voice a faint warble.

			“Please continue,” Darrow urged.

			Bullock looked up. “We kept going, right along, but it kept slipping. We’d go a ways and slip again.”

			“Slipping? It was dropping?”

			“Yes, Sir. Dropping down sudden like, then stopping. Cappy was yelling at us to get to the center, but there was no room. We was in tight.”

			“By Cappy you mean Mr. Capone, the foreman?”

			“Yes, Sir. Our shift boss that day.” The witness sucked his bottom lip. “He was in the cage ’long with us.” He sniffed in a breath then added, “And his boy, Tony. Friend of mine. No better fella.”

			“My condolences,” said Darrow. “What do you think was the aid in getting the men to the middle of the cage?”

			“Keep it centered in the shaft, I reckon. We was all yelling.” Bullock took a slow breath before continuing, “Cappy was trying to keep the men quiet, but it wasn’t making much a difference. Had his arms around Tony.”

			A muscle in Darrow’s cheek shuddered. “Please continue.”

			“So we was slipping, going up. Then the operator, he took us up about six feet above the collar of the shaft, then back down again.”

			“Which is not the usual—”

			“Not rightly. No, Sir. We should’ve stopped at the collar and no more. But later they said the brakes failed on the control wheel.”

			“Mr. Bullock, let’s return to what you experienced. You were near the top of the shaft, the vertical shaft that we’ve established was 1,631 feet deep, containing, at that time, about twenty feet of water in its base, below the lowest stope, correct?”

			“Yes, Sir. Before they pumped that water to get to em.”

			“By ‘them’ you mean the bodies of your dead companions?”

			“Yes, Sir.”

			“Ok, you were being hoisted at over 900 feet per minute by an operator working alone on the surface—near the top of the shaft, when the platform began to slip and jump. Is that your testimony?”

			“Yes, Sir.”

			“That must have been terrifying.”

			“Yes, Sir, it was. We’d come off a tenner too.”

			“A ten-hour shift?”

			“Yes, Sir.”

			Darrow rounded on the jury, throwing the next question over his shoulder. “Oh, but Sir, how could it have been a ten-hour work day when the eight-hour day is now the law of this state?”

			The defense lawyer’s chair squeaked as he stood. “Objection, Your Honor.”

			“I’ll allow it,” barked the judge, adding, “But gentlemen …”

			The witness shook his head. “The Stratton is a non-union, gold ore mine. Supposed to be non-union anyway. Superintendent said owners weren’t obliged to that socialist law.”

			“Hearsay, Your—”

			“Keep your seat, Counsel. You’re going to wear this jury thin.”

			Darrow stepped closer to the witness. “Mr. Bullock, as I said, let’s steer clear from what you heard others say. The facts speak for themselves: you and your friends were compelled to work an illegal ten-hour shift. Let’s continue. You were near the top, but unable to get off the contraption, and it began to—”

			“Yes. We’d gone shooting up, then he stopped it for a second.”

			“By ‘he,’ you mean the lift operator?”

			“Yes, Sir. He stopped it but then it must have gotten beyond his control, cause we dropped sixty, seventy feet all the sudden. We were going quick. We said to each other we’re all gone. Then he raised us about ten feet and stopped us. But then, it started again, and this time it was going fast up and we went into the sheave wheel as fast as we could go.”

			“To be sure we all follow, Mr. Bullock, the lift is the sole apparatus that hoisted you from the Stratton Mine, where you work?”

			“Yes, Sir.”

			“And the sheave wheel is the giant wheel above the surface, driven by a large, thirty-year-old steam engine, run by an operator. That sheave wheel coils in the cable”—he pantomimed the motion—“pulling up the 1,500-pound-load platform, or lift, carrying its limit of nine men. And it coils out the cable when the lift is lowered. But that day the lift carried sixteen men—you and fifteen others. Probably over 3,000 pounds. Twice its load limit. Correct?”

			“Yes, Sir. But, to be clear, I ain’t at the Stratton no more.”

			“No?” asked Darrow, pleased the man had bit the lure.

			“No. Seeing how I was one of Cappy’s men. Federation. And, now ’cause this.” His voice faded.

			Darrow frowned, walked a few paces toward the jury, clapped once and rubbed his hands together. “The mine owners, a thousand miles away, won’t let you work because you’re here—a member of the Western Federation of Miners, a union man giving his honest testimony. Is that right?”

			“Yes, Sir.”

			Again, the defense counsel came to his feet. “Your Honor, Mr. Darrow knows Mr. Bullock’s discharge wasn’t—”

			The judge raised a hand, took a deep breath and cocked his head toward the seasoned attorney before him. “Swift to your point, Mr. Darrow.”

			“Yes, Your Honor.” Darrow’s blue eyes returned to the witness. “Mr. Bullock, you were telling us about the sheave wheel.”

			“Yes. It’s a big thing up there, out over the top of the shaft. You see it on your way up. We all think on it—if we was to not stop and slam right up into it—which we did that day. We all knew it’d happen. I crouched to save myself from the hard blow I knew was coming. I seen a piece of timber about one foot wide there underside the sheave, and soon as we rammed, I grabbed hold and held myself up there, and pretty soon the cage dropped from below me, and I began to holler for a ladder to get down.”

			“Must have been distressing, up there, holding fast to a timber, dangling 1,631 feet over an open shaft, watching your fifteen brothers fall.”

			Bullock choked back tears. “Yes, Sir. That’s what I saw.” He paused. When he resumed, his tone was empty, as if the voice of his shadow. “I heard em. Heard em go. They was screaming. They knew their end had come. I heard em till I heard em no more.” 

			<><><>

			Round-headed, forty-year-old Harry Orchard sat motionless in the Eagle Head Saloon of the tiny mining town of Wallace, Idaho, about a hundred miles up the track from Missoula, Montana, and about the same crow-flight south of the Canadian border. It was July and the mountain air carried a chill, though not enough for his bear coat—so it was in his trunk at the boarding house. Instead, he was in his clay-colored coat that bore a bullet hole in the back. (Though Orchard put the hole there moments before assuming the coat, he’d forgotten the prior inhabitant’s name, or why he’d killed the man.) He fingered his pucey-black homburg hat on the planked bar. He knew what was about to happen and wanted to be ready. His partner, the younger, ferret-faced, infallibly ignorant Steve Addis, was about to spray a broth of blood and brain across the bar. The mess, once splattered, will have belonged to the quivering man standing beside Orchard: the vice president of the Bunker Hill Silver Mine and Concentrator, the largest of its kind in the world, located ten miles further up the Northern Pacific rail line.

			“Hold on there!” protested the man, eyes bulging.

			Addis gave a scurvy smile from under his green plaid cap and pressed the Colt against the man’s forehead, indenting a circle there. Addis’s other hand held a Bowie knife to the man’s throat. “Which you rather? You’re gonna die, so dealer’s choice: bullet or blade? I pick blade. But I’m sportin, so you decide.”

			“You don’t need to do this,” the man cried, his face clammy and flushed. “I’ll leave. I swear.”

			Orchard knew he needed to move, otherwise he’d have to pay a dollar to have blood cleaned from this coat, again. He lifted his drink and stood, muttering to Addis, “Outside.”

			“Please mister. I did nothing. My boys. My wife …” He wept.

			Addis clucked his tongue. “Family’s everything, ain’t it?”

			“I’m begging you—”

			“Take him outside,” Orchard tried again.

			“Tired of this talk,” barked Addis, sticking out his chin.

			“Do it in the street. Less mess.”

			Addis leaned, his pointy nose almost touching Orchard. “He might talk me confused if I go out.”

			Orchard paused on that. At least the weaselly fellow knew his weakness. He had to give him that. When they’d been introduced a month gone, the man gave his name as Steve Addis. Maybe it was. Maybe wasn’t. Didn’t much matter. These loose-gun killers were never around long. Like the men seizing the owners’ train down at Missoula. Orchard knew nothing about them—only that they’d load it as he’d asked, then bring it there in an hour or so. He glanced at his pocket-watch and shrugged. “I’ll finish my drink.”

			The man plead again, “I had nothing to do with busting that meet. I get on with Federation fellas. You tell em. You tell Bill.” Another shuddering breath before he continued. “Oh, you think I’m a Pink! Well, Sir, I’m not! Most decidedly not! I’m a Wobbly, a union man, if anything. Can prove it, so you let me be. I ain’t one of them snollygoster Pink spies!”

			“Snollygoster?” mused Orchard.

			The man began to tremble visibly.

			“Bullet or blade?” Addis asked. “You gotta choose, friend.”

			“Or dynamite,” Orchard added.

			When Addis grinned toward Orchard, the mine vice-president attempted to swat the gun, but Addis reacted too quickly, leaving the man hitting air. Addis popped him on the forehead with the flat of the knife. The man recoiled, exclaiming, “Goddamnit! Leave me alone. You’ve got the wrong man.”

			“Bullet or blade?” Again Addis brought the pistol up and returned the knife to the man’s throat.

			The man didn’t know—or perhaps he did—that Addis was hired to kill him. In fact, Addis had no knowledge of what the man had or hadn’t done. It simply didn’t matter. It was all for union gelt: twenty dollars a head.

			The man sobbed uncontrollably.

			“Bullet or blade? Pick your way. Or I’ll let this sombitch decide,” said Addis, indicating Orchard. “He’ll strap a bomb to you.”

			The man bit his lip, urine streaming his trousers. “I don’t want to die.”

			“Bullet or blade!” Addis screamed.

			“Bul—”

			Addis returned his Colt to the man’s face and pulled the trigger. Sure enough, bloody brain tissue exploded, covering the bar and its mirror, with some spattering Orchard’s hat and coat.

			“Well, shit on a cracker!” Orchard exclaimed, jumping back though not losing hold of his glass. Addis stood motionless, watching the body crumple and convulse. He holstered his pistol, sheathed the Bowie, repositioned his cap, and walked out the front door calmly, as if leaving church on a brisk Sunday afternoon. Orchard saw his glass and the whiskey in it were blood-misted. He pondered it for a second, wiped the rim with his sleeve, then downed the reddish drink as he left. In his wake, the saloon remained pin-drop silent though it held fifteen stunned miners and one unhappy barkeep, all of whom heard Orchard yell outside, “Addis! You owe me a dollar!”

			The gruesome scene held its viewers in a paralytic grip. No one wanted to approach the dead man. Finally, the barkeep, a man named Clement, murmured, “One of you fetch Sutherland.” Fetching the sheriff would do no good. Everyone knew it. The man missing a quarter of his head was mine management. The killers were identifiable by most everyone in the saloon, though not likely by their real names. Regardless, they were untouchable. A murder this bold was sanctioned by Big Bill Haywood in Denver, the dead-eyed union boss of the Western Federation of Miners—known simply as the Federation. It had been ordered and paid for, and no man who wished to again earn a miner’s wage, however slight, wanted the attention of Big Bill. Neither his bad attention nor his good. Indeed, anyone who appeared to support the killing may find himself being conscripted to do similar work—a request not to be declined. Communicate disapproval of such blood-spillage and you risked having to flee to the other side: non-union scab lines under the protection of the Pinkerton Detective Agency—or the Pinks—the bitter enemy of the Federation. Or worse, one day it might be you being asked, “Bullet or blade?”

			So the men shuffled from the saloon in almost single file, their rhythmic boots plodding, their gaze to the back of the man ahead. Don’t talk. Just leave. Don’t look at the dead man. Step over the expanding pool of blood. Don’t bother to pay your tab. And, most certainly, do not fetch Sheriff Sutherland.
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			The warm afternoon brought more testimony from a number of miners, operators, foremen, and laborers, as well as representatives of the owners of the Stratton Independence Mine. Darrow felt certain he had the jury. As the attorney for the Federation, Darrow had shown that the owners had allowed the lift to be overburdened by twice its designed load. That alone should be sufficient negligence to shift liability to the owners, regardless of the mine workers’ presumed “assumption of the risk of death.” The jury should go his way, especially as he was seeking an insultingly small sum from the owners: three-thousand dollars per miner killed. He needed only to close his case with the strongest witness he had: the lift operator, now squirming in the witness chair. Darrow approached him.

			“Mr. Simmons, you’re the operator of the—”

			“The hoisting engineer,” retorted the thin-faced, mustached man in his best sack suit and narrow tie.

			“The hoisting engineer, yes. The hoisting engineer.” Darrow slowed the word engineer so the jury could get a whiff of its importance. “You’re much more than a mere operator. Please accept my apologies. You’re a hoisting engineer. You’re trained to operate the lift. The Stratton mine must have educated you for two weeks or more to perform your duties as the hoisting engineer.”

			“No, Sir. I’d been on that job for two days.”

			“Two days! Surely you’d operated, I mean engineered, a similar hoist at other lode mines before the Stratton?”

			“No, Sir.”

			“No? Two days to become a hoisting engineer. Two days and the owners of the Stratton put you in sole control of the lives of the four hundred and sixty-three men who rode that shaft down to the stopes each morning. All right, Engineer Simmons, tell us: you had that platform coming up. What happened?”

			The witness bounced his gaze off the jury then back to the floor before clearing his throat. “I seen the cage was at the collar of the shaft and moving quickly. I tried the brakes but they weren’t slowing it none, so I went to—”

			“Might the brakes failed owing to twice the load tolerance?”

			The defense counsel’s attempt to object was straightaway squashed by the judge’s almost imperceptible shake of his nose.

			“Might have. Might. But I wasn’t aware sixteen had gotten on. Least not then. But it wasn’t right in its working.”

			“Continue, please.”

			“I immediately reversed the engine and sent the cage down a hundred feet. Again I tried the brakes, reversed the engine again, and brought the cage back to the surface. Then the brake just stuck. Froze up and I couldn’t move it none. I again reversed the engine and sent the cage back about the same distance and stepped over to the other side and took hold of the other brake, and it was in the same condition. The second time …” Simmons’s voice cracked. He sniffed a few times, his neck and cheeks reddening. “That second time the cage came up, I called three times for the shift boss, ‘For godsakes come and help me put on the brakes.’ Meantime I was reversing the engine backwards and forwards. Mr. McDonald, he came and tried to help me, but this time when the cage came up it was going quick above the collar.” He cleared his throat once more, then, swaying his slumped head, spoke just above a whisper. “I reversed the engine, but it was too late. The cage hit the housing fast and went to pieces and …” The hoisting engineer began to tremble, then a series of sobs overcame him with such force that it required both bailiffs to assist him from the courtroom. 

			<><><>

			Unaware that his second-in-command had just been murdered a hundred miles up the track in Wallace, the superintendent of the Bunker Hill Mine, James Branson III, climbed the steps of a well-appointed, private Pullman Special train car of the Northern Pacific, resting at the Missoula, Montana station. The engine hissed steam, but otherwise remained idle. Branson was in wholesome spirits, with reason to be ebullient: production was up, shutdowns at an all-time low. And only twenty-three miners had been killed in the Coeur d’Alene Mining District during the first three months of the year—a twelve percent drop from the previous year’s first quarter, and of those only nine died at Bunker Hill.

			Surely the owners’ representatives had summoned him for extollation, to pin praise upon him like ribbons upon his chest. He was so certain of it that he had splurged on a pair of Sorosis, patent-leather cap-toes that now clicked up the Pullman’s metal stairs to its rear platform. The gentlemen in this train car, gods of capitalism, will appreciate his shoes—here in the wildlands of silver country where working folks don’t know a Sorosis from a squaw’s sandal. These Chicago chaps will see his shoes and recognize him as one of them: owner-stock not labor-stock. Of course they won’t say anything—that would be too obvious. But they’ll think, why is this Sorosis-wearing fine fellow stuck in this godforsaken place? Let’s bring him back with us to Chicago. Or, let’s move him to San Francisco where he has family. All right, not San Francisco, thought Branson, not after its quake and fire devastation three months earlier. But any other city. Anyplace but here.

			In the last decades of the nineteenth century and the first few years of the twentieth, the Coeur d’Alene Mining District in far- northern Idaho was prime for the extraction of silver. Among the rolling elevations between Coeur d’Alene, Idaho, and Missoula, Montana, and north to the Canadian border, the great barons of American wealth, the denizens of privilege and power, bought and built a scattering of profitable silver mines. Offering their workers all the comforts of a Russian gulag, the mines served their masters well—making them exponentially richer year upon year, decade upon decade. Of course, where wealth is highly concentrated, governing oversight limited, and the need for work broad and urgent, abuse of the working class abounds. The mines of northern Idaho were no exception, especially the one Branson supervised, the Bunker Hill.

			Mine owners professed two self-exonerations for each miner killed: First, men freely chose to toil in the deadly mines, assuming all risks, working conditions, and requirements—therefore it would be entirely un-American to stand in the way of such a freely made individual choice. Second, whatever happened in an old wilderness to enrich a new-century, city-dwelling shareholder was sanctioned by the progress of humanity, by an unwritten, capitalist decree. It was ordained as the rightful exercise of the owners’ patriotic duty. And whatever suffering ensued was warranted against the frightening rise of godless socialism, especially in places like Wyoming,  Idaho, and Colorado.

			At the top of the stairs, the Sorosis shoes paused, and the westerly wind blew with a bite. Something was amiss. At least one Pinkerton guard should be at this door, yet it was vacant. Branson narrowed his gaze through a slight window, but found it obscured by an interior curtain. He inhaled, turned the door handle and entered. Void of people, the car held only well-appointed benches, tables, curtains, and candelabras. Silence. He removed his tall bowler and surveyed the interior. Crystal glasses were put away. Cigar boxes were in their humidors. Not just empty, it was tidy, as if it had carried no one at all on its journey west from Chicago.

			As much chilled as puzzled, Branson turned, looking out the windows. Perhaps he would recognize someone on the depot landing. No—just strangers, and only a few at that. Had he forgotten the meeting place? Perhaps the time? He retrieved the telegraph from the pocket of his suit (another recent mail-order from Chicago). After his eyes twitched across it, he stuffed it back. Monkeys’ asses were testing him. Maybe they were squeaking beds at Jane’s boarding house again. He placed his hat on a peg as he had many times before, then took a seat in view of the door. He had no choice. He had to wait. Sorry sons of whores.

			<><><>

			Darrow had been modestly confident of a victory. Evidence had poured forth on the lack of commonly used stops in the vertical shaft, the negligence of not having another man on duty at the collar, the incompetence of hiring a hoisting engineer with no qualifications, the carelessness of allowing sixteen men on the lift, and the overall failure of the mine’s owners to ensure the brake system was properly inspected. Thus, the jury’s verdict rattled him. They found in favor of the mine’s owners, holding the men’s deaths to be within the risks taken in the performance of their labors. The dead were nothing and their widows were entitled to nothing. Their children nothing either. Nothing.

			Walking from the courthouse, Darrow’s embarrassment was assuaged only by his outrage, his fury at the obvious judicial bias in the Colorado courts. Though he had won the battle of evidence, had even been buttressed by the judge’s sympathies, Darrow had lost the jury to the artifice of an inherently corrupt system. He reasoned and rationalized—the jury must have felt trapped, like birds in a cage, unable to exercise their natural abilities. The law (written by politicians bought wholesale by the mine owners) encouraged juries away from their principles, their private, moral sense of justice. Clearly the mine owners were responsible, but they would not be forced to pay.

			He fumed as he walked, feeling flat footed and fraught. The horrific deaths of those men, flesh and blood fathers, husbands, brothers and sons, were just ledger-sheet costs. And the cost of this trial but a pittance plucked from those shareholders’ ripe asses. “Damnation,” he muttered aloud as he crossed Larimore Street. 

			Corporations were a duplicitous class of self-proscribed “citizens” able to fly the gold laissez-faire flag when it served them, when it was needed for profits. But then they would shuttle up the red flag of socialistic sanctuary to shield themselves from losses, like a semaphore in a hurricane. And the voters were too ignorant to see it. Too lazy to pay attention. Too comfortable. Too miserable in their personal failures to identify their true oppressors.

			He felt his cheeks flush, then heard his wife, Ruby, faintly admonishing him. Darling, no man tries harder to right things, she would say. But your wax wings will take you only so far. You can flap and fly, and try, but sooner or later the flames of other men’s stupidity will get you. She was aggravatingly right, even if her analogy was wanting.

			He took a breath and checked the creases in his hat. He would deliver the bad news to his client, William “Big Bill” Haywood, the leader of the Western Federation of Miners. He would tell him in person, man to man—ignoring what was probable, that Haywood would’ve already learned of the verdict from one of his spies and minions. They were everywhere in these streets. Along with their counterparts—Pinkerton operatives. Darrow grimaced. Haywood might fire him. Maybe not. Probably not.

			The one consolation: thirteen of the fifteen dead had been Federation, thus they had received ceremonial funeral cartages: shiny black carriages pulled by teams of equally black horses, trailed by hundreds of miners in solemn procession. Haywood had instructed that the other two dead men, neither being union, be left where they fell, to rot at the bottom of the shaft. 

			Nearing the Federation’s offices (and his own office nearby), Darrow passed under sycamore trees whose disconsolate shadows matched the gray of his cynicism. And in that gloom, Haywood’s favorite rubric (and polemic alike) came to Darrow’s mind—the four boxes of change: the soap box, ballot box, jury box, and cartridge box. Certainly, the soap box could be commanding—it had led to the formation of the Federation, the most powerful labor union in the United States. And with the ballot box, the Federation had forced laws for an eight-hour workday, wage protections, and prohibitions against child labor. But those laws were useless without enforcement, without the power of the jury box, Darrow’s domain—or so it was supposed to be. But when he failed, like today—when juries brought back verdicts such as this one, unwilling to hold owners liable—what was left? Perhaps Haywood was right: the moment was at hand for the fourth and final box: the cartridge box. Regretful but true. Maybe it was time for violence to bare its inexorable teeth, to exact what it had proven throughout history to be singularly capable of achieving: authentic and proximate change. One thing was certain, thought Darrow as he stepped around bird droppings towards the granite-arched portico of the Pioneer Building: by any means, by any box, it was time for real change.

		

	
		
			<><><>
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			That same afternoon, a thousand miles northwest of Denver, Sheriff Sutherland was managing the aftermath at the Eagle Head Saloon in Wallace, Idaho. The body, now covered in coarse burlap, was in a wagon bed through which blood dripped to the axle beneath. Inside the saloon, the barkeep (who had fetched the sheriff on his own) and two deputies were sweeping up brain and skull bits, along with dirt and shards of glass—a menagerie of earth, elements, and man.

			Outside, Sutherland lit his cigar and looked down at the crimson-splotched sack over the dead head. With a “humph” and a sway of his large gray-white mustache and unshaven chin, he turned and walked back toward his office, two blocks away. Behind him, a tall, spry, ginger deputy approached. Both sheriff and deputy were in canvas trousers and floppy jackets, and both under Montana-style, wide-brimmed hats.

			“Fellow named Addis done it,” said the deputy. “Big knife and a pistol.”

			“He’s long gone,” said Sutherland, keeping his pace. “Addis?”

			The deputy continued. “One fella, the taller one, called the other Addis—the one that did the shootin.”

			The sheriff turned. “Frankie, son ... then his real name’s probably anything but ‘Addis.’”

			“Oh ... alright,” said Frankie.

			“His partner planted it in the ears of the bystander folk.”

			“Oh.”

			“Then again,” said Sutherland as he resumed his stride, “we don’t know that there isn’t a man out there somewhere named Addis, someone who did the Federation wrong, and Big Bill is marionetting us as his instruments of vengeance.” As they reached the office, he stepped to the porch. “Or maybe the taller one was betraying the Addis fellow by saying his name aloud.” He paused just inside the office to unbuckle his gun belt. When Frankie was also inside, the sheriff continued, “If that’s how it is, then Addis is the killer’s name.” He strolled to a window, staring out blankly. “So what should be done, son?”

			Frankie removed his hat and peered into it as if that’s where he kept his ideas.

			Sutherland turned to the young man. “Son, I know you want to be treated like any other deputy. It’s not easy.”

			“If you’d give me something—”

			“Your mother—” Sutherland sucked air through his teeth and rubbed his forehead. “Alright, take two men. See if you can find this ‘Addis’ about town. And his partner.”

			“Thank you, Pop. You’ll see.”

			“Mind you, these animals are killers. They’ll turn without a moment’s reflection. Understand? If God Almighty puts an opportunity in your hands, you’re obliged to gun em down.”

			Frankie’s face fell. “Shouldn’t I at least—”

			“You want to try these bastards in a courtroom? They get some fast lawyer in front of a scared judge? You think they’d ever hang? Here in Idaho? You think any witness will say a word?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“You find em, you shoot em. No hanging.” The sheriff noted his son’s troubled squint. “My pop used to say: ‘Every man deserves justice: The good, long lives—the bad, short uns.’ He was right, but it’s not our duty to help the good. You’re a lawman now. You’re to dispense God’s revenge on the bad. You’re obliged to give them the short lives they deserve. So don’t get yourself hurt on account of the law. If we arrest Addis, he’ll get himself a fancy, city lawyer and be free, killing again, fast as whistling Dixie. But if you kill him, I’ll back you. Every US Marshal from here to St. Louis will support you. Hell, Governor Steunenberg wouldn’t look twice. No, some debts don’t need a jury to tally.”

			“How about I bring him here and you shoot him?”

			Sutherland’s mustached lips straightened as he saw his son’s eyes dart about. “Alright, Frankie. Alright. If you see him, just keep your distance and send for me.”

			<><><>

			Down the line in Missoula, James Branson remained alone, sunk plush in a lounge chair of the luxurious Pullman. The sun was streaming in acutely, particles afloat in its warmth, Branson’s head bobbing in half-slumber. Suddenly the train rocked forward. “Whoa!” he exclaimed, jumping to his feet. There had been no whistle, no notice of departure, just an abrupt jolt in the undercarriage. The train rolled slowly, squealing and creaking. Branson hurried to leave but a grizzled man was chaining the door from the outside. He saw Branson and shouted, “God speed to Bunker!”

			“Wait!” Branson yelled, running to the car’s windows. As the train picked up speed, the man hopped from the car’s platform. Branson tried window after window, but all were nailed. He considered breaking one, but the vision of a long fall to moving tracks dissuaded him. The train was chuffing, rolling, leaving the Missoula station with him on board, and there was nothing he could do about it. They were just trying to scare him. It would be all right. Just a prank. Just an annoyance. He took a seat by the window and watched the accelerating forest beyond, broken occasionally by rock outcroppings and grassy foothills.

			As he began to gnaw on what he knew, his calm evaporated. That man must’ve been union. So this train had been hijacked. It was probably carrying a swarm of Federation men to the Bunker Hill Mine, where he was superintendent. So, the Federation was scheming for a bloody battle—a battle against the sixty-seven strike breakers that he had brought in under Pinkerton guard several weeks earlier. He needed to telegraph ahead. Or telephone, perhaps—a device he was not entirely comfortable with. Regardless, he needed to warn his men at the Bunker. But how?

			He had ridden this two-hour route over a hundred times in the three years since he had arrived from Pennsylvania to assume leadership of the Bunker. He had moved at the behest of the mine’s owners—as imposing and impatient of men as Branson had ever known. In those three years, he had come to know every bend in this track, every switch and siding, every telegraph box, every trestle and river crossing. And he knew that twenty minutes before arriving at the Bunker Hill Mine, this train would go through the little town of Wallace, Idaho. That would give him an opportunity to get off and signal ahead.

			As the first hour passed, Branson attempted to juggle the variables in his mind, to force them into recognizable patterns. Federation men, union thugs, had this train. He was confident of that. They had done things like this before: the Federation would fill a train with labor boys scrapping for a fight, then take the train to the mine’s depot. There they would lay siege to the industrial machinery while brutally removing all scabs and strike breakers. And the Bunker Hill was ripe for that kind of action. They were in the midst of the third Federation strike this year. This one, just as with the other two, was guised under the demand for eight-hour workdays—something Branson knew the mine’s owners would never agree to. To them, an arbitrary work limit such as the eight-hour workday affronted the decency of the free market. But still the union struck for it, time and again. Branson may have admired the Federation’s tenacity were it not for the vicious undertone of this latest, third strike—one that was occurring in Colorado as well as in northern Idaho.

			At the outset of the current strike, the Federation had discovered a Pinkerton among their ranks, the man having infiltrated a union meeting in Denver. Within the hour of the discovery, the man was so severely beaten and tarred that he fell blind in one eye and would likely not walk again. When some management remarked that the Pink was lucky to be alive, Superintendent Branson had agreed, knowingly. As the mine owners had Pinkertons ingrained in their strategies for breaking the Federation’s hold, the discovery and loss of an agent was unfortunate, but not uncommon. An acceptable cost. In fact, such discovery and retribution usually re-established balance between the two warring sides. But this recent time, even after tarring the Pinkerton, the Federation seemed dissatisfied. Rumblings of additional reprisals against mine owners and their Pinkerton militia had been adrift for weeks. A new level of violence was stirring. Tensions were so palpable as to have a smell, a taste in the air.

			Therefore Branson reasoned that the Federation was using this commandeered train to transport a small army of union men to his Bunker mine, with a fight certain to erupt upon arrival. But never to Branson’s knowledge had a hijacked train included a Pullman, an owners’ car. It was a big prize for the Federation. And they had locked him in it. But, why? Why force him to return to the mine he managed? At this hour and in this manner? And what had become of the mine owners he’d expected to meet? And where was the usual Pinkerton protection detail? This was wrong.

			As the second hour of the journey wound down, he began to suspect the union men were going to kill him. Could the Federation murder the superintendent of a mine in broad daylight? No, they wouldn’t. Yes, of course they might. His pulse quickened, skin prickling, his breath shallow and fast. Death was ahead. His blood iced. Standing quickly, he removed his suit coat and prayed aloud, “Lord, get me off this train.”

			***

			  

			In front of the Pullman, just beyond the tender, was the engine where the conductor lay dead on the steel floor. The coal man and brakeman were nowhere to be seen. Beside the conductor’s bloody face were the muddy boots of his killer and replacement, a man deftly operating the train as it puffed through the wild, the Wallace depot coming into view.

			***

			  

			From the windows of the Pullman, Branson saw the advent of Wallace. If the train stopped there, as it was supposed to, he could break a window and shout for help. But that would draw the attention of unioners who might shoot him. Best to just slip off, undetected. Then he could scuttle whatever plans these devils had for him and the Bunker. But how to get out? His eyes lit on a fire ax mounted in a corner. 

			***

			  

			The Wallace stationmaster stood resolute on the platform, noting the approaching train in the far valley was not simply off schedule, but it would arrive almost an hour before due. He turned to an assistant and barked, “Go around to the Eagle Head. Tell Sheriff Sutherland to get here right away.” 

			***

			  

			Holding the ax, Branson first thought to bust down the rear door, but he hesitated. Federation men in the car behind him would stop him. He looked around. How to get out unseen? He considered the ceiling, then the floor. That was it. He rolled back the carpet to reveal the wood below. Swinging the ax, Branson began to tear through the floor of the Pullman Special. Albeit slowly. Swing after swing. First the planking, then the under-floor; bits of daylight, then the push of air and the blur of rail ties below. Wood splintered wildly with each swift chop. Soon the hole approached a size he could reach through. He kept swinging.

			***

			  

			What Branson didn’t realize was that the two passenger cars behind the Pullman were, in fact, empty; as was the caboose behind them. They were not carrying union men bucking for a fight, as he had presumed. It was just him and the rough in the engine compartment chugging steadily into Wallace. 

			***

			  

			Sheriff Sutherland joined the stationmaster on the Wallace platform. “Lester. What’s on your mind?”

			The man popped his watch open. “Doesn’t make sense.”

			“I see that. It’s not stopping. Just slow-rolling.” Behind Sutherland, three deputies appeared, including his son, Frankie. All watched expectantly as the engine hove into sight. In an instant, Sutherland realized what would happen next. He spun, shouting to his deputies, “They must be here! Addis and that other fellow are somewhere near. They mean to board that train! Find them!” He motioned to the men, ordering two to search along the near side of the track, and one to search the station. They complied, shotguns ready. A hundred yards away, with its black smoke pillaring into the sky, the train continued steadily—not speeding, but not slowing either. Seeing the opportunity closing, Sutherland motioned for Frankie to cross the track, to look over there. The young man complied just in time. The loud train passed by. First the engine—the silhouette of a conductor making no eye contact—followed by the tender, and then the Pullman with a man in the window, the two empty second-class cars, and then the caboose. Then it was gone.

			Sutherland turned to the stationmaster. “That man in the special—did you see him?”

			“Yeah. Superintendent Branson. Looked to me.”

			“Un-huh,” said Sutherland. “But why would he—”

			“Sheriff, nothing here,” said one of the two deputies who had been assigned to search for Addis along the near side of the tracks. Sutherland spun on his heel and surveyed the far side of the tracks, beneath the lodgepole pines. The toe of a boot rising from the grass caught his attention. He leapt from the platform, crossed the tracks, and ran to it. There was his son, supine, gawking, silently pleading, throat slit to a gurgle, blood spurting, sopping his shirt and the earth below. Sutherland collapsed.

			<><><>

			Orchard clung to the railing of the rear stairs of the last passenger car as it accelerated toward the Bunker Hill Mine. Behind him was the caboose, and just ahead, Addis was already up the stairs and disappearing inside. Orchard followed quickly and saw Addis plopped onto a seat. “We gotta do the rigging,” said Orchard. “Ten minutes. Get up.”

			“Mn-huh,” said Addis, smearing blood from his knife onto the damask seat cushion. He then rose and sheathed the blade.

			Orchard slid a trunk from the back of the car and opened it. “Here we are,” he breathed. From within he removed a long role of blasting fuse.

			Meanwhile Addis strolled to the front of the car, opened the connecting door, stepped over the noisy gap, entered the first passenger car and proceeded down its length to its front wall. There he stood and whistled. “Ain’t that a thing of beauty!” In front of him was a stack of crates, five high by ten wide and at least two deep, all marked DYNAMITE! DANGER!

			Behind Addis, Orchard approached, unspooling several feet of fuse from a roll. “You needn’ta killed that boy.”

			“He was the law,” mused Addis, watching Orchard with the fuse. “They already done most of it.” He pointed to the network of fuses and blasting caps protruding from the boxes. “Wonder why.”

			“Damnifino,” said Orchard, contemplating the rigging. He used his hand to measure the length of the master fuse stemming from the center of the web. Then he glanced at the roll and grumbled to himself, “No reason to give us all this, then. Just need the main.”

			“Case these caps don’t full do it,” said Addis.

			Orchard snorted. “You reckon if only half this shit blows, we can just fuse it all over again? That right?”

			“Can’t leave it half blown.”

			“Goddamned if you ain’t stupid, Addis.”

			Addis looked out the window, folding his bony fingers into the palm of his hand. “That ain’t my fucking name.”

			“Didn’t figure it was,” said Orchard, unrolling a length of fuse.

			***

			  

			In the car ahead of them, the luxurious Pullman Special, the hole in the center of the floor was now a gaping breech through which rushed a whir of sound, wind, and light. Lying on his stomach, head dangling through, Branson studied his options below—options which, under there, were not favoring his survival were he to drop while the train was in motion. He lifted himself and sat on the Persian rug covering a portion of the Pullman’s floor, proud for having created such an impressive hole. He’d wait until the train stopped at the mine, then jump through the hole and be gone before anyone knew better. 

			Standing, he looked out a side window, surveying the passing landscape. Just then the train entered a sharp curve, giving him an opportunity to see through the windows of the passenger car behind him. To his surprise, he saw no one—no silhouettes of heads on the bench seats. No one standing. No one at all. No army of Federation men hell-bent on a fight. He moved to the back of the Pullman and tried the door again. It was futile. He pulled back the curtain and looked at the front door of the trailing passenger car, just beyond the coupling gap. Some boxes or crates obscured the door window of that passenger car. He studied them. The train hit a loose rail tie and the jolt caused one of those boxes to turn slightly, revealing the first two letters of a word stenciled in bold red: DY. Branson paled. Dynamite. He turned and saw smoke rising from the massive mine buildings ahead. His veins ran cold. His breath caught. He had to get off. Immediately.

			For a moment, he stared at the hole, then hurried to it, sat, stared some more, then slowly lowered himself until his new Sorosis shoes were sailing just above the flashing rail ties. Triceps trembling, he gripped the undercarriage, lowering himself until he swung suspended beneath the hole, head toward the rear of the train. He lifted his feet, hooking them into cross braces, and studied the tenuous situation. The wind whipped his pant cuffs, shirt sleeves, his hair. Looking between his knees at the approaching track, he searched for an opportunity to drop. Wait. Wait, he thought. Just wait. Not on a curve. That’d kill you. His mind was a whir of probabilities and prayers. He had to stay very flat when he landed, but protect his head. This was going to hurt. Then came a long straight section. He braced, took a breath, and let go, slamming into the speeding rail bed below, feeling the rock rip into his back as his body shuttled forward, his shoes digging through the gravel, his back across the rail ties, all while desperate to turtle-in his head and all appendages. He finally stopped sliding just as the last passenger car rushed over him. Suddenly a dangling piece of metal smacked his left hand, knocking it outward onto the rail, where the last wheel of the caboose severed it. In the next instant, Branson found himself looking straight up into the blue sky with the sound of the train disappearing below his cap-toes. He rolled to his right, managed to sit, feet spread, staring in shock at the halved shirt sleeve, white turned red, arterial blood squirting onto the rail bed.

			***

			  

			The depot at the Bunker Hill Silver Mine and Concentrator did not resemble a train depot in the traditional sense. It was more an industrial shipping dock surrounded by the mine’s maintenance buildings, supply sheds, shower cabins, offices, and the back wall of the cacophonous concentrator where silver findings were processed from the ore. That massive wood-and-iron building ran fifty yards along the track, with the main entrance having its own rail landing accompanied by assorted cranes and loading equipment. It was a dirty, bleak place, covered in rock dust, attended at the time by twenty-six men, all strike breakers, clustered around the main office. Alongside them were three Pinkerton guards in their employer-prescribed attire: clean dark suit, trim vest, white shirt capped with dog-eared collars, black silk tie, and a small bulge mid-coat betraying the revolver holstered beneath. Hearing the train approach, the Pinkertons, along with the group of workers, turned to the sound. A leader of the non-union workers spoke up. “Boys, that’s it—what we were called for! Thanks to the alert from the Pinks.” He turned to acknowledge the three Pinkerton men but couldn’t find them. He continued, lifting his voice over the concentrator’s din. “There’s a hoard of labor dogs on that train, all looking to deny you the right to work!” A chorus of grumblings and threats ensued. The man continued, “We ain’t scabs! We’re honest, God-fearing Americans who’ll not bow to the wicked Federation. We’re free men, damnit. We gotta stand our ground. We mustn’t let em deny us our rights!” That caused cheering, grunts, and general clamoring among the men, each holding an ax handle, candle pike, or some other makeshift weapon. They moved in solidarity onto the grimy landing. Again the leader looked for the Pinkerton guards, but again couldn’t find them.

			The train eased its way into the mine’s depot. The hissing engine squeaked loudly as it passed slowly, followed by the tender. Then it all came to a creaking, shuddering, shushing stop just as the Pullman passed, leaving the front of the first passenger car aligned with the landing. Had the strike breakers noticed, they would have seen a man disembark on the far side of the engine, mount a horse and gallop away. But no one saw him. One of them did take note of two men—one tall, one short—on the far side of the track, behind the train, hurrying away. Others took notice of the cars being empty, devoid of the expected brood of Federation men. Alarm came to some, but too late to matter.

			The white-hot detonation occurred in such an instantaneous fury and force that none nearby stood a chance of surviving. It leveled most every structure, including the lift buildings at the mouth of the mine and the entirety of the massive concentrator, sending missiles of wood, iron, and humanity hundreds of yards in all directions. When the debris began to settle, only the caboose, the rear of the last passenger car, a bit of the tender, and the hulk of the engine were recognizable. The first passenger car and the Pullman Special seemed to have never existed at all. In a deafening instant all the noise of production had been eliminated. Dust billowed angrily over everything. Silence cut by distant cries of agony, the finishing moans of life. Gory heaps missing limbs, heads, impaled or crushed. Bare bones and bright blood. Men writhing in wounds. Men docile in death.

		

	
		
			<><><>
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			MONDAY

			October 22, 1906

			For Nevada Jane Haywood (Neva to everyone who didn’t address her as Mrs. Haywood), late autumn was the best stretch of year—the golden trees mixed with pine spicing the brusque air while early snow dusted into the shadowed eaves, ready to stay the course for months to come. And before polio had withered her leg, Fall had meant crisp walks through foothill leas, through streams gurgling with the cold water of recent rains. Now walking was gone and her rolling invalid chair was her throne—on good days. But on days like this, when clumps of melancholy filled her like stones, the chair was her judicial bench and the world her accused. Still wearing her cream dressing sacque, she rolled herself closer to her bedroom’s wide window, midway up the five-story Pioneer Building in downtown Denver. From there she took pleasure in the birds fussing on the electric wires, fluttering between street lights—finches and scrub jays, doves and a cardinal—all squirting droppings on the walking, running, standing people below them. Or so she hoped. Her thoughts flew likewise, flitting here, landing there, remaining but a moment till startling up to settle again.

			She knew her prior years of pain—stabs from her contorted leg to the top of her spine, along with the accompanying crumples and creases of discomfort—had advanced her appearance a decade beyond her thirty-two. She would never walk again, she knew that, at least not without contortions, crutches, and a dependent gait. And though in the last year she had begun to have weeks when the pain abated, she knew she would never be fully liberated from it, from the piercing agonies that arose on their mysterious schedules. She would never stroll freely with the man she loved. Never dance. Never satisfy her murderous husband—but that was a different matter. And she knew it was unlikely she would see her fiftieth birthday. Perhaps not her fortieth.

			Still, a soft smile came to her. Whether it was earned, a reflection of an emotion she deserved to feel, or just an accidental spasm, she tried not to consider. But she couldn’t help herself. It was probably due to this beautiful autumn day. Or maybe it came from her habit that most annoyed her: reflexively reminding herself how blessed she was. In his most recent letter, Reverend Sanders had recapped the blessings of faith. But that wasn’t it. It was earthlier. She was blessed to be in this city, ennobled, empowered, and in the center of all that was important, all that mattered. And the truth was that she (George would be cross at her for thinking this) owed that blessing to being married to William D. Haywood, or Big Bill, the President of the Western Federation of Miners, the most powerful, most influential man in the United States—ceding only to President Roosevelt, but none other. Yes, Bill was a killer. Of hundreds probably. But not by his own hand. And he had saved ten times as many. Benefited the families of thousands more. So, yes, his words slit her throat on occasion. But sometimes he could be charming. Neva could remember eras of balance some distance ago when Bill had been as often kind as cold. But for the past year, he merely drifted by, knifing her with dull indifference. Regardless, he was her husband. She his wife. Thus a life. So to speak.

			When a fleet of sparrows flurried up from their Fifteenth Street tree, she returned her scrutiny to the little people navigating both Fifteenth and Larimer Streets. Though she knew only a few of their names, she could surmise their status relative to her husband. For example, the two bristle-bearded gunhands slouching in front of the Pinion Hotel were Federation guards. They were betrayed by their shotguns and their attentiveness toward the building she was in, the Pioneer Building, which housed the headquarters of the Federation on its second floor, one below these living suites. The men could also be identified as gunhands because of their frayed pant legs and muddy boots. She squinted at them—pants and shoes receiving her most strict assessment. If a person has two good legs and feet, they are obliged to clothe them correctly. She noted that one of the gunhands, the one in a black hat, kept glancing up. Did he just look at her? Maybe they were undercover Pinkertons, but what did it matter? If they were Pinks, they were wasting their time—they couldn’t touch her husband. There, that guard looked again. He was certainly a handsome fellow. Due to the broad brim of his hat, the gesture was pronounced: he couldn’t simply raise his eyes. He seemed younger than the other, and more square shouldered. But something was amiss. What she could see of his short beard seemed too recent, too intentional. Yes, a Pink. Then the old cigarist passed in front of her view, and behind him toddled the butcher. Then came the cigarist’s even fatter brother. 

			She glanced up the street to an argument that appeared to be about a dusty-black Victoria bicycle. Then she recognized a man and lowered her chin reflexively. Reverend Sanders, the Seventh-day Adventist minister, had rounded from Fifteenth. She watched him bisect a cluster of men working on the tram line, then pass the two fussing over the bicycle, before he disappeared through a door adjacent to A. M. Morton Furniture. He was heading to see her husband’s attorney, Clarence Darrow, whom she had requested handle the church’s Fort Collins land claim. She knew Sanders had arrived in Denver the day before, having come down from Walla Walla, Washington. What might’ve he done with his evening? Perhaps he had visited the women of California Street. No, not him. Of course not him. She was glad he’d come. He bolstered her power. The church needed her. They needed her donations—money from the Federation. And she alone could provide them with America’s Lawyer at no charge. No one else could do that.

			She surveyed the busy swarms. Those disapproving people. When she was down among them, she saw their askance glances from the tails of their eyes, heard their whispered intrigues. They didn’t like her. Well, hell’s bells—if she wasn’t Mrs. Haywood, if she didn’t maintain that status at all costs, then they wouldn’t get funding for their petty causes. If she didn’t do as she felt she must, how would they receive their spoils? They were just a flock of ugly sparrows bathing in the largesse of her sins. 

			Her sins. Her one big sin. No different than any other sin. Not in the eyes of the Lord. That afternoon, Reverend Sanders would cross the street to call on her. He would avoid the Federation headquarters on the second floor, praying he might avoid her husband. But should she see the reverend? No. She would say she was ill, or some such thing. He had come to Denver. He was receiving Mr. Darrow’s services. Wasn’t that enough? Was he also entitled to sit in her parlor, sipping her tea, judging her? He was kind. But he was a reverend—he was supposed to be kind. But no. No. If she let him in, he would want to talk about Bill and might bring up her sister, Winnie. No, Reverend Sanders didn’t know about all that mess with them. Probably he didn’t. And certainly not about her friendship with George. Thank God. But all the same, he would spout his opinions about the Federation and its violence, without a speck of deference to how the church profited from it all, from her sins. She was the one who suffered, who had given up so much. She was a martyr, damnit. She was the one God saw fit to strike lame. Not them. The one who would die early. Whose children were far away. Reverend Sanders had no right making her feel things like regret and shame. No inquisition today, Reverend. She had endured enough on behalf of the world.

			All those people down there. Just look at them. They came and went, arrived and departed, crossed and stood, a cotillion of canary yellows and junco browns, deep greens, and occasional blues, all in motion—whirligigs and skate beetles skittering over water, all in motion as if they might drown were they to stop. Interwoven in the male movement were the women and children—the outliers and inliers of the world—the companions and offspring of shopkeepers, saloon managers, hoteliers, and the like. Noting Neva’s third-story perch, one of the women gave a demure smile followed by a disingenuous wave, both of which Neva pretended not to see. Another woman, walking beside the first, leaned in for a conversation that Neva knew featured her at its excoriated center.

			She surprised herself by the bite of her bristle that afternoon—but she let her mind run, wallowing in her own opinions while holding no concern for theirs. Their husbands may be strike breakers and non-union pigs for all she knew, or cared, but all women appreciated the sacrifice Bill made for their working men: their husbands and their lovers, their sons, fathers, and their brothers. Of that Neva was certain. Why else would they call on her, full of servile gestures worthy of any courtier? And why in their toadying conversations would they implore her to pass along good tidings to her husband? She saw their love for him and pitied them for it. They loved him more than they loved their own men. But they couldn’t have him. And they certainly wouldn’t get his love. No one got that. No one. Winnie was a fool to believe otherwise. Neva wiped at a tear. She had paid the highest of prices to be there, rolling chair-bound in their city lodgings, extending gestures and loaning out people, such as Mr. Darrow to her church. She could withstand those women’s accusations. What had they ever sacrificed? She may have sold her dignity, but she had no intention of squandering it.

			It was not just the wives who worshiped Bill, but their men too. And not just union men. Anyone, so long as they didn’t feel their greed threatened by him. If that was the case—if they perceived Big Bill Haywood was in their way—then they despised him. It was one or the other. Sycophants or cynics. Bootlickers or backbiters. The haters were capitalists—money men, bankers, company men—with their Pinkerton hounds. But what of it? The masses loved him. The thousand-fold flocks who lauded Bill for his struggle on their behalf; fighting for their eight-hour workday, decent wages, medical care for them and their families. She had seen their adulation for his greatness, his selfless leadership of the largest labor union in the United States. And they loved her for being his wife. How could they not? Sure, some of the bitch-wives had taken exception to her decisions. They were just dogs nosing at the butcher’s windowsill. God, what was this fury in my blood?

			Nosy hags—it shouldn’t be their concern that she’d given her sister Winnie to her husband. Her sister, his mistress. If she thought he’d earned that privilege, then they should approve as well. She saw one of them being drawn into the banter of Soapy Smith and his faultless cure for sore feet. Tell her it’ll work on her sore box, thought Neva. That’s where she needs it. Yes, they had no right to opine about her sins. They had their own. It was just fornication. She remembered the morning when, as she sat in her invalid chair, Bill had tried but failed to please her the French way. He had become so frustrated. But at least he had tried. Of course he had learned the technique with Winnie’s young thighs at his ears—but better Winnie than one of those women down there.

			Feeling a twinge of arousal—no, it was just hunger—she thought to ring for the servant to dress her for dinner. No, she’d wait. She’d rather be attended by Winnie. They’d be finished soon, and Winnie would wash up and come report that day’s hubbub. And she’d report on Bill, how he felt, and— Was that a moan in the distance, through the plaster walls? Was that Bill groaning in his completion? She hoped so. That would mean he’d be pleasant at dinner, not snarling at her discussion of birds and other things of interest to her. They’d dine, she and Winnie would discuss, then the three would end the evening with Veuve Cliquot. Yes, that would be ideal.

			When a motor-carriage honked at a slow horse cart, Neva watched it, the automobile, seeing if it was a taxi from the train station. Who might alight from its shadowy interior? When it stopped at the corner of Fifteenth, a man exited, shut the door quickly, and stepped to the sidewalk beneath her. She stretched her neck to peer down. The man let two bicyclists rush by and held his bowler, his gaze fixed on the Pioneer Building, as if preparing himself to enter. He was a round-headed, nervous union man. Two reasons she knew he was union: One, the Federation controlled the Denver taxis, and this man didn’t appear to have paid a fare. And two, because she believed she knew him. Bill had introduced him once, as she recalled. The man had a curious name, something to do with a tree. Apple? No. Oak? No. Limb? (She smiled at the silly thought of someone being named Limb.) Forest? Maybe. Orchard? Yes, that was it: Orchard. 

			<><><>

			The obsequious Harry Orchard was being followed by several men stationed along Fifteenth Street: Pinkertons disguised in the blatancy of the common. One was Operative 21, the young man who had drawn Neva’s attention. He sat across from the Pioneer, an undercover Pinkerton charading as a Federation gunhand. He held a shotgun across his lap, had a week’s worth of chin growth, and wore a low-crowned, Texas-steer-style black hat with a black silk band bearing a silver star on each side. From the shadows of its wide brim, his fair blue eyes watched the street. Beside him was an authentic Federation regular who would try to arrest him, if not kill him, if his true identity was discovered. Operative 21 stood and stretched, pulling at the back seam of his drab workman’s coat, aware that Haywood’s invalid wife was watching from the high window across the street. He then walked to the door of the Pinion Hotel behind him. “To the jake,” he said, declaring his destination as if the other guard had asked.

			“Must as you must,” muttered the regular, wet-gnawing a cigar.

			Operative 21 walked through the lobby, nodded at the hotel’s crisp clerk, and continued down the back hall to a door marked GENTLEMEN. He entered, flipped the latch, and withdrew a small log book and pencil from his breast pocket. By the light of the curtained window he wrote with a scratching sound: ORCH PB 11AM TAXI. (ORCH for Orchard. PB for Pioneer Building.) Through the door, he heard the lobby telephone clang, then the clerk speak briefly and hang up. Operative 21 stuffed both the log and the pencil into his pocket. A knock brought his sharp attention.

			“Irish,” came the voice of the clerk, followed by receding steps. Operative 21 waited a moment, then left the men’s room, turning away from the lobby. He exited the back of the hotel into a rancid alleyway, then entered another building through a door bearing the word “Ladies”—a portal to fleshly pleasures. He walked steadily through the curtained alcoves and latched doors to arrive in a front lobby attended by six women in various states of under-dress, all admiring him as he passed. He re-entered the sunlight on Lawrence Street and there jumped aboard a passing electric streetcar that would carry him three blocks to the Tabor Opera House at Sixteenth Street and Curtis Avenue. Midway, the tram passed the colossal granite Mine Exchange Building, home of the Mine Owner’s Association—the group who employed the Pinkertons (including him) to infiltrate, investigate, spy upon and confound the mine workers’ union, the Western Federation of Miners. Craning his neck to peer up at the building’s three-story clock tower (then tolling 11:00), Operative 21 could see the head of the twelve-foot copper statue of an “Old Prospector” far atop the tower—the highest honor for the lowest man.

			Once in the Tabor, he came to a set of stairs and climbed to the floors above the dilapidated theater. On the fourth floor, he entered a hallway and was greeted by two gunhands who bore a mix of congeniality and glares. Operative 21 ignored them and proceeded, moving with the stride of a man who had trodden that path several times every day for three months without fail. Down the hall he entered a nondescript door and approached a woman sitting at a desk. “He called for me?” he asked.

			“Yes, but he’s not available at this moment,” she replied. “Please sit.”

			He found a chair. From behind the interior door came the sound of an angry Irishman: “Morris, you’ve been trusted! And this pulp nonsense is a violation of that trust. If you get a man of mine killed, a vast tonnage of shite will rain upon your head.”

			Then came another voice carrying a thick Russian accent. “People should know, Sir. I’m reporting—”

			“Goddamnit,” yelled the first voice, causing the woman in the outer office to wince. Then things grew quieter, and Operative 21 could only make out occasional words: something about a book, correspondences, secrets, Mr. Pinkerton, and loyalty.

			When the office door flew open, a young, black-haired man exited, shutting the door behind himself. He donned his bowler as if it were the sum of his composure now put right, then adjusted his thick glasses before stopping at the desk to give a collection of papers to the woman. She accepted them, saying, “Thank you, Mr. Friedman. I’m sorry.”
“Me too, Margret. You should be careful,” admonished the Russian as he left.

			The Irish voice yelled through the door: “Nine minutes!”

			After the elapsed time, Margaret stood and held the interior door for Operative 21. The office within was well appointed with leather couches, side tables, and vases under tall windows that cast light across a massive green wool rug. Near the door hung a wood telephone box which Operative 21 noted, bemused, though he had seen it several times since its installation a month prior. Pipe smoke swirled under unlit chandeliers dangling from the vaulted ceiling. Before him was a series of tall-backed chairs. In one sat the source of the smoke, a white-haired, bespectacled man reading a newspaper. The man looked up. With a tone approaching reverence, Operative 21 said, “Good day, Chief. Mr. McParland.”

			“You were four minutes late to your post this morning,” barked the man. “The reason for your tardiness?”

			Operative 21 blanched, his mouth open to reply. He needed a moment to marshal his defenses. “I was … I’m not sure. But—”

			Through round lenses, the draped, gray-blue eyes of Chief Detective James McParland, Director of the Western Division of the Pinkerton Detective Agency, watched his operative fumble for words. McParland set aside the newspaper and stood to address the young man directly. “I’ve observed you to be a steady man, but for you to assume leadership, you must maintain a seriousness of mind.” His Galway brogue was as bushy as his mustache. “I’ll tolerate no wavering of loyalty from any of my men.”

			Operative 21 glanced down, his breath slight as if to not disrupt the air. Once McParland turned away, the operative returned his gaze to the man. As was his custom, McParland wore as nice a wool suit as he could afford: three-buttoned, single-breasted, with steam-creased, cuffed and pleated trousers. Across his modestly round middle draped a woven-gold chain (a gift from his wife, Mary) leading to a vest pocket holding a gold pocket-watch (a gift from Mr. Pinkerton). Above the vest, the knot of his black silk tie formed a tight shield winged by the crisp tabs of his shirt collar—Pinkerton white (meaning unforgivingly free of blemishes). His polished shoes never varied from cap-toed Florsheims with Goodyear welting. When outside, he wore a gray homburg with an unassuming band. And when walking more than twenty feet or so, he relied lightly on a brass-knobbed, walnut cane (pressed into service a decade prior by the kick of a horse). In truth the cane was as much strut as support, as much countenance as cudgel.

			“You hear me, Twenty-One?” resumed the detective. “Absolute loyalty. Otherwise, none at all.”

			“Yes, Chief,” said Jack Garrett, otherwise known as Operative 21. He was anxious for McParland to call him Agent Garrett, not the unaccredited, replaceable blankness of Operative. Though agent came next, even then it wouldn’t be good enough. Not for Jack. He had his sights higher: detective—what Old Man Pinkerton called the seasoned men in the agency. Someday he would be Detective Jack Garrett, a seasoned man. Even better, he’d have an office like this one. Maybe better than this one. But, right now, in this moment, the warmth of that bright future was fading under McParland’s scrutiny and squint. Jack scanned his memory for something he might’ve done to deserve this rebuke. “Have I—”

			“Intoxicated?” asked McParland, watch in hand.

			“This morning?” Jack gave a chuckle. “No, just smokin oap.” Smirking came naturally to Jack, but he quickly suppressed it now.

			McParland’s stare burned: Jack’s opium humor was unwelcome.

			“No, Sir,” Jack corrected.

			“When was your last drink?”

			Jack shook his head slightly. “Not since I swore my oath. But as an operative, I understood we—”

			McParland nodded. “I’d hate to find you tarred and feathered by those Wobblies, or hanging from a tree ... like Baxter met his end in Boulder.”

			“He’s alive, Sir.”

			***

			  

			McParland peaked his eyebrows and squeezed his lips, as if Baxter’s state of being alive or dead was in question. “Not to the agency. To me, when Baxter let himself be discovered, he met his end.” He knew it was a cruel business hurling such a thing in the face of a friend of Baxter, the Pinkerton operative whom the Federation nearly killed. But discipline is not discipline without discipline, and he could ill afford William Haywood discovering yet another Pinkerton spy within Federation ranks. (Chief Detective McParland would never refer to that murderer with such insouciance as to call him ‘Big Bill’.) Though it was true that the other operative would likely live, the young man would carry scars from his tarring and be of no further service to the Pinkerton Detective Agency—at least not west of the Mississippi, the territory McParland commanded from this Denver office.

			So, McParland was loath to also lose Operative 21. And the next Pinkerton operative to be exposed would receive a more “conclusive” beating by the Federation, making matters all the more difficult for the Pinkertons’ campaign against them. Besides, these mountain and range recruits were a whisker’s breadth from being Federation gunhands themselves. The only thing holding many of them from switching horses was the extra pay from Chicago’s Ward Building (Pinkerton headquarters): a dollar a day more than was given from Denver’s Pioneer Building (Federation headquarters). In fact, some operatives had been with the Federation for months, if not years, before taking the Pinkerton oath. Thus, word of yet another vicious beating, tarring, or even killing by the Federation of a Pinkerton operative, and McParland could see a wholesale bolt of thirty men across that disguised divide, over to the Federation. If that happened, the turncoats would not only expose Pinkerton secrets—like that son-of-a-bitch Russian Yid, Morris Friedman, had done—but they could destroy McParland’s reputation: his most-prized lore.

			“Return to your post, Twenty-One,” McParland said, smoothing his mustache. “Stay on the Pioneer.”

			“Like skunk on a birddog.”

			McParland grunted, adding a rueful smile. “Be careful.”

			With a “Yes, Sir,” Jack turned and left.

		

	
		
			<><><>

			– 5 –

			While Jack was in his boss’s office, a few blocks away, Harry Orchard was alone on the second floor of the Pioneer Building, about to face his own boss, William Haywood. He remained standing, alone in Haywood’s office, among a scattering of mismatched wooden and upholstered chairs. He fidgeted, wandered, glanced at the main door and then at the one leading to the inner vestibule. He was in his only suit: a two-piece sandy sack over a dull shirt and brown tie worn loose. Muffled, raucous voices rose through the floor from the Gassell Saloon below. He stopped pacing. Pulling a deep breath, he attempted calm, picturing the Trivoli-Union beer he would have down there, just after this meeting.

			He moved to the window, rubbed his thinly forested head, then turned again to the room, giving passing mind to the feminine furnishings cluttered among the matters of men: a vase sporting pink silk flowers; three floral-upholstered, cherrywood chairs; a mahogany humidor; two deep-tufted brown settees; a black candlestick telephone; a mediocre painting of a Russian Orlov Trotter; fourteen crates of ammunition; a Venetian red Bunco table concealed by maps, papers, and an electric brass lamp; and an array of shotguns and rifles leaning in one corner. He approached the room’s most prominent feature: a bulky, ornate Italian desk. On it he saw a number of papers askew, an English-to-Russian dictionary, a Russian language book, protest flyers, a bottle of ink, a cup of pens, and a rectangular porcelain ashtray.

			Then he saw it, the only thing that mattered in the seconds before Haywood would return: a piece of paper—Crane’s linen with a distinctive yellowish hue. It was conspicuous, as if meant to be found, to be read. By him. On it, written in a hand he recognized as Haywood’s, was a list of names. But not just a list. Names on that specific type of paper, scrawled in that handwriting, made it a kill list. And the fourth name was his, Harry Orchard.

			An icicle slid down his back. He moved the ashtray and spun the paper to reconfirm his horror. Of the other nine, he or Addis had killed seven. That left two: Martin Baxter (a Pinkerton spy who hadn’t yet died from being tarred), and Steve Adams (a name Orchard didn’t recognize). He stared again at his own name, willing the letters to disassemble and reform into another, into any other name—for Harry Orchard to become someone else. His cheeks burned. His brows widened. His breath transformed into a faint moan of deflation, then a whisper of “My God.”

			In that moment, William “Big Bill” Haywood burst into the room, march-striding straight for his desk, giving Orchard little time to react other than to step aside, retreating backwards, plopping into a settee before popping up again to attention. Behind Haywood came a dense bulldog, nails clicking on the wood floor as it sniffed. Then it jumped on the settee, circled twice, and lay its drooping chin on its stubby front legs.

			Orchard watched Haywood. The enormous stature with a round pate the size of a gold pan was searching for something on the desk. For a moment Orchard convinced himself that Haywood had not seen him at all—as if his boss was unaware that a sweaty pale man was no more than eight feet away. The rummaging stopped, and Haywood gave an “Ah,” holding up the kill list. He then placed it carefully on the corner of the desk nearest Orchard, smoothing its buttery fibers as if it were a winning trifecta ticket on display. Orchard watched this formality without breathing. Then, looking up, his gaze was met by Haywood’s dead orb of an eye. The other eye scorched a hole in Orchard’s forehead.

			“Do you know what you’ve done?” asked Haywood, his subterranean voice rumbling through puffy jowls. He clapped a thick hand on Orchard’s shoulder, pressing his thumb into the hollow of Orchard’s collarbone. “You failed.”

			He then turned, took a seat in his tall-backed, bison-hide chair and pulled at his shirt cuffs, bringing them visible from under his suit sleeves. Though he claimed his attire was Bolshevik (common colors, fabrics, shoes), as if he were but a working man, it was a crafted ruse. A theater of persuasion. In truth, he was enthused about clothing—knew its power and use. For the masses, from afar, from eulogies to rallies, from platforms to stages, from balconies to union halls, he was one of them. But for those sitting or standing near, small groups and individuals, politicians and patricians, lawyers and women, minions and enemies alike, it was unmistakably clear: no common miner wore a suit tailored at Daniels & Fisher’s department store. Adjusting his silver star cuff links, he asked, “Do you know how you failed at Bunker Hill?”

			Orchard swallowed, surprised that the act had been acknowledged aloud, much less the name of the place. Considering the kill list, he began what he estimated to be his life’s final plea. “Mr. Haywood, Sir, if I’ve disappointed you …” He paused, gauging the big man’s response. But it was useless—nothing was forthcoming but that damnable stare. “I beg your pardon,” he almost quivered, “but was me and that Addis fella not put to that task?”

			“What task was that, Harry?”

			Orchard hesitated. Task orders were never stated aloud—there were too many Pinkerton spies within Federation ranks. And none of those Pinks should be afforded the opportunity to testify without perjuring himself—perjury being a corruption in the Pinkerton’s single, unblinking, “private eye” ethos. Thus, the most serious operational tasks for the Federation were relayed in writing, to be read silently with only the writer and reader present. Then the paper was burned while the two men were still alone, still quiet. It was a simple and efficient rule that Orchard knew well. Just as he knew the only man not obliged to the rule was the mass of righteous vengeance glaring at him from across the desk.

			“Your task?” Haywood growled again.

			Orchard continued to pause, his eyes flitting about. Was this a test? Might a witness suddenly materialize, like some apparition? “I ain’t sure of your meaning, Mr. Haywood.”

			“It’s all right.” Haywood gave a wry smile. “No protocol. Tell me: what was your understanding of the task put to you?”

			In a near whisper, Orchard began, “To bring the mine down. Concentrator too. And its super. Its managers and scabs. To the ground. To ruin.”

			Haywood snorted a laugh. “To ruin? You certainly accomplished ruin.”

			“Thank you, Sir.”

			***

			  

			“Take a seat,” Haywood instructed, waving at the chair behind Orchard, then watching the man do as he was told. Yes, thought Haywood, according to newspaper accounts “to ruin” would seem an appropriate description of what had occurred in northern Idaho. Not only was he proud of the outcome, the leveling of the buildings of the Bunker Hill Mine, he was delighted the bombing set a new record for non-war destruction. He might even say that publicly. But pride in the killing? He’d keep that to himself.

			To Haywood, there was something glorious about a good explosion. He didn’t just like them, or simply enjoy them, as one might a firework. No, he loved the power of a blast. Craved it like the squint-eyes did their opium. A well-planned, executed, and effective bomb was a feat of divine beauty: terminal art manifest in a fraction of a second. He didn’t know when that admiration had first arisen. Perhaps it was at the age of nine when, while hauling water to his father and other men deep in Idaho’s Silver City Mine, a fierce explosion became the last thing he remembered. He woke to find his sight halved, his face scarred, and his fate set before him.

			The blast meant he never had to go into a mine again—something he had begun at the age of five. His father believed: “If you’s old enough for solid food, you’s old enough to mine.” So, for four years of his early youth he’d pushed carts bigger than him, carried supplies, shoveled and dug—whatever his father and the other men decided his little hands could muster. But then the blast came, and little Billy Haywood was saved. In that instant he became half blind but fully free.

			Now, thirty years later, the intensity of a detonation was erotic. The unrivaled nature of each explosion, like perfect snowflakes, each masterfully unique unto itself. The variables were too vast for recurrence. Perhaps the fuse was faster. The dynamite placed just this way or that. The time of day. The nearby material that would become killing projectiles. Even the barometric pressure mattered. It was a killing method far superior to a gun—which was tedious and repeatable. Though the wind might differ one day to the next, pulling a bullet this way or that, that paled compared to the matchless, unpredictable beauty of a bomb: divine destruction and creation in one exquisite instant.

			Haywood wished he’d been the one to light the Bunker fuse. Not just figuratively, as he had done, but literally. But he was too recognizable. Yet would he have had the nerve? It was a question he refused to ask himself. Or, better put, a question he refused to honestly answer. But he found pride knowing he’d put this man Orchard to the task, along with the other man—Addis, Adams, or whatever was the man’s real name. Their orders had been written, and then burned. And the lovely act was complete. Almost.

			“Did I do something to dissatisfy—” began Orchard carefully.

			“The superintendent of the Bunker Hill, Mr. Branson?”

			“Dead. He was in that Pullman there. We’d locked him in.”

			“Dead?” Haywood asked, thrumming his fingers, then stopping. The room fell silent, save the buzz of a horsefly sluggishly dying on the window ledge. “Superintendent Branson and his family were observed in Spokane just yesterday. I’ll give you, he’s missing a hand now; but otherwise, he’s most decidedly not dead. How do you figure that happened?”

			***

			  

			Orchard was stone. This was the reason he was on the kill list. He didn’t care how Branson might’ve cheated death, he was trying to figure how he might.

			***

			  

			Haywood continued, “Steve Adams—you know him as Addis—has been tasked to complete your original task. It seems the now-one-handed Mr. Branson has fled to San Francisco—apparently more afraid of me than he is of fires and earthquakes.” He paused, observing Orchard, this dreary-faced man who could do only one thing correctly: devise and implement an effective bomb. For that, Haywood admired him. A man with such unflinching talents was indispensable in this fight with the mine owners and their Pinkertons—this glorious crusade for the common American man. In fact, skilled and willing artisans such as Orchard were in rare supply. Thus, adding Orchard to the kill list was good theatrics. Formidable inducement. Nothing more. Fear being a most effective tactic for the control of one man by another. Haywood selected a pen, placed a short stack of the cream paper in the center of his desk, and began to write. When he finished, he slid the note to one side and wrote on the next blank page.

			***

			  

			Upon seeing his boss writing this way, Orchard relaxed—he was being tasked again, not killed. At least not at this time. He paused mid-thought. They still might kill him. Maybe he wasn’t supposed to have seen his name on that list. No, he was—of course it was meant for him to see. Meant to scare him. But why? He didn’t need to be threatened to take a task, to do a job. So, why the additional lean on him? What task could possibly need such inducement behind it?

			When Haywood finished writing, he stood, leaving the remaining blank paper on the desk before him, and handed the two notes to Orchard. Orchard read the first one:

			Adams - once SF done

			Orchard might have expected it: the order to kill Adams. Adams (as he now knew to be Addis’s real name) was a dumb weapon whose time had come. The only thing special about Adams was his unflinching knack of killing another human directly, face to face. Orchard read the other note and froze:

			Gov Steunenberg – bomb

			He looked up at Haywood, silently seeking an explanation, then whispered, “This is a horse of a different color.”

			“He’s a traitor. After the Bunker thing, arresting every union man—violating the Constitution he swore to uphold,” groused Haywood. “He is a lapdog of the goddamned capitalist. Betrayed every vote I got him.” He resumed his seat. “Betray me, you betray all of labor, the whole union, the Federation, the workers. You betray every American. You become a criminal against the United States Constitution.” He mindlessly arranged a few things on his desk. “No, the federal government won’t protect the rights of individuals, so we must. We must cause change in America.”

			“With this,” muttered Orchard, making it more statement than question.

			“Do you know how they accomplish change in Russia?”

			“No, Sir.”

			“Looting, burning, blowing things up, Harry,” replied Haywood. “Firing squads. The only way to get justice. Big strikes are good, but they’re not enough. Everyone knows that. It takes socialist revolutionaries, leaders like that fellow Trotsky over there. Bolsheviks, they call themselves. Brave men. Bold men. It wasn’t until they proved themselves willing to do violence, to assassinate government officials, that they brought change to the Russian working man and his family. That’s how it is. They made that clear. Same here. Last year, the Russians made the necessary sacrifices—killed who needed to be killed. So now they’ve got a new government, a constitution, and their goddamned czar has been nutted. The Russian people have their power back. Why? Because they showed their mettle.” He lowered his gaze toward the paper in Orchard’s hand. “We’re doing the same here. I’m the American Trotsky. You’re the tip of the spear. I need you. We need you. This country needs you, Harry. Needs you to do what you were born to do.” He held his hands up, palms out, and whispered, “Boom.”

			Orchard gave a wide-eyed nod.

			Haywood matched Orchard’s response with his own conclusive nod and reached for a matchbox from his desk drawer. But, in so doing, the matches spilled, cascading to the wood floor. “Damn,” he muttered, leaning to pick them up. When Haywood returned upright in his chair, Orchard was presenting two pieces of cream paper, ready to receive the flame—the Adams kill note on top. Haywood struck a match and held it to the papers’ edges. Orchard flinched as the notes flushed ablaze. “Here,” said Haywood, touching the porcelain ashtray. Orchard dropped the blazing papers there. Then Haywood picked up the first kill list, the one with Orchard’s name on it, and added it to the conflagration. It too burst and was gone. For a moment, neither man looked at the other, only at the ashtray, watching the flames turn to embers then to gray.

			“I know of a ranch near Fort Collins,” said Haywood. “Four hundred and fifty acres. Water. Decent buildings. A man could start a family there.”

			Orchard dipped his nose. “Sounds fine.”

			Haywood leveled a hard stare at Orchard—the equivalent of a kick. Orchard saw it and turned for the door, donning his dirty bowler. Nothing else needed to be said about his payment for the two murders ahead: Adams and Steunenberg. His payment would be that ranch. Plus some money would appear in his account at the First State Bank of Boise, Idaho—the state presided over by its governor, Frank Steunenberg—the man soon to be no more.

			<><><>

			“This is difficult,” murmured Winnifred Minor, known as Winnie, Neva’s twenty-six-year-old kid sister. Winnie—her blonde hair tied up in a loose poof—leaned into the invalid chair to attach a lightly boned under-bodice around Neva’s waist. She was helping dress Neva for the evening, but thus far had only managed Neva’s muslin, knee-length drawers and half-camisole. On the bed was a high-collar, teal tea gown consisting of an outer-bodice and gored skirt. Winnie flashed her chirpy blue eyes at her older sister’s cutting green ones. “I don’t think …” Winnie began.

			Neva scooted forward. “Just hook it.”

			“I don’t see the point in you having them separate—”

			“To make it easier.”

			“Well, bravo,” snarked Winnie. “Can you stand up again?”

			Neva winced. “It hurts, Sissy.”

			“There’s really no point, right?”

			“To what?” snapped Neva.

			Winnie gave a plaintive smile. “I understand a corset when you’re standing ... with your crutches. But this?” She tugged at the under-bodice. “Why the shaping when you’ll be seated?”

			Neva whipped her head around. “You have a corset!” She patted Winnie’s waist. “And you’ll sit tonight. So why shouldn’t I at least have this?”

			“Don’t get that way.”

			“What way?”

			“Sissy,” Winnie began with stifled amusement.

			“Don’t call me that.”

			“You just called— Why are you—”

			“Are you finished yet?”

			“No,” said Winnie, still struggling anew with the garment. “If you’d stand back up—”

			“If, if, if! You don’t know.”

			“You should use your crutches,” said Winnie, motioning toward a pair of plain crutches with bare-wood arm supports. They appeared to have been thrown in a corner.

			“You use them!” snapped Neva, her neck reddening. “Stick em up your cock-catcher.”

			Winnie giggled. “You’re in a horrid mood, Mrs. Haywood.”

			Neva flutter-slapped Winnie’s hands away. “I’ll do it. I’ll do it.”

			“Sissy!”

			“You think I’m helpless, but I’m not. I tell you, I’m not.” Neva twisted in the chair, struggling get the under-bodice in position.

			Winnie stepped back and sat on Neva’s bed. “Why are you so angry at me? I mean, why today?”

			“Did I disturb the princess?” Neva rejoined. “You sit there. Not a concern. Look at you. Your skin, perfect. Your hair. Nothing but blue skies for you. And a good poke at that”—tears coursed her cheeks—“from my husband.” She gave up on the under-bodice and hurled it at Winnie—but being soft cloth, its impact was of no consequence. Neva’s hooded eyes peered at the dresser.

			Winnie saw where Neva was focused. “Want me to roll you over there so you can throw that candlestick at me?”

			“Yes, please,” said Neva faintly.

			Winnie smiled as she watched Neva stare at herself in the cheval mirror. Then she rose from the bed and knelt before Neva, wiping the tears from her older sister’s cheeks. “Crutches in my crock-cratcher … cock-cratcher … cock-catcher? That’s hard to say.” There it was—what Winnie hoped to see—Neva pressing her lips together yet failing to hide a growing grin. “Ready for your dress now?” asked Winnie.

			“Yes. Crock-cratcher.” 

			<><><>

			Once Orchard reached Market Street, he realized he’d forgotten to stop at the Gassell for that Trivoli-Union beer. But it didn’t matter. The time had come to assess his prize. He turned, watching passersby, checking to be certain no eyes were on him. Just then a pretty young woman rounded the corner, shapely green skirt gliding, long dark hair flitting behind. Though he flashed at her what he considered to be his most alluring smile, she was too far away to see it. Not that it would’ve mattered, he knew. She crossed the street and walked by him, forty feet away, cold—a typical response from women he tried to engage, especially Italian sorts like this one. Moving on, he stepped between two buildings, leaned close to one wall and tilted his hat. From under it he pulled a folded piece of soft yellow paper. Opening it, he read Haywood’s inscription:

			Gov Steunenberg – bomb

			With a faint smile, he refolded it carefully, then tucked the little life insurance policy into his bowler’s inside band, and then snugged it down on his head.

			***

			  

			What Orchard had not noticed was that, after passing him, the Italian beauty had doubled back. Now she was across Market Street, watching him between the flats, seeing him in shadows, stowing a note within his hat.
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