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  For Angie, with love

  Thirty-two years and still smiling


  “He maketh his sun to rise on the evil and on the good, and sendeth rain on the just and on the unjust” (St. Matthew 5:45). What is the evil that St. Matthew speaks of? Does he mean the serpent in the Garden of Eden and the inhabitants of Sodom and Gomorrah? Does any mortal truly know? Only God can judge man and therefore the hazy line between light and darkness is for him, and him alone to determine.

  Charles St. Clair, “Evil of the Age,” Fox’s Weekly, Vol. LXX, New York, Monday, September 4, 1871
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  New York City

  Courtesy of the University of Texas Libraries, The University of Texas at Austin.


  PROLOGUE
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    Fox’s Weekly

    Vol. LXX, New York, Monday, August 14, 1871

    “New York Street Scenes: Number 12”

    A monthly series by Charles St. Clair

  

  ANY VISITOR TO NEW YORK this hot summer will surely notice the contrasts that now characterize the city’s various neighborhoods. It may be only a few miles from Fifth Avenue to Five Points, but who could imagine, unless you witnessed it with your own eyes, that such a short distance offered so completely opposite scenes of streets and people? The last census revealed that New York and the surrounding area will soon boast a population of more than two million people. And yet, how many of our citizens live in abject poverty and misery?

  The grand mansions on Fifth Avenue, department stores on Broadway and Sixth Avenue, exquisite horse-drawn carriages seen on Sunday afternoons in Central Park, and the daily crowd of superbly attired gentlemen and ladies at Delmonico’s and other fine dining establishments are testimony that many New Yorkers enjoy everything modern life has to offer. For these select men and women there are festive balls, literary clubs, and enchanting theatre to attend.

  But should our visitor take a ride on a congested omnibus east or west of Fifth Avenue and south of Houston Street, provided of course that he can tolerate the foul odors of these public transportation wagons, he would discover an entirely different environment where crime, prostitution, and drunkenness are rampant. Whether it is in Five Points, Hell’s Kitchen, or Kleindeutschland (east of the Bowery and north of Division Street) there are Irish and German b’hoys to contend with. They are never to be trusted. Most are thieves, robbers, and pimps who will slit their own mothers’ throats if they thought they could get away with it.

  If not confronted by the criminal element, then our visitor is more than likely to be accosted by beggars. Most readers will agree that it is seemingly impossible to go anywhere in New York lately without being pestered by veterans of the last war. If truth be told, they are a pathetic bunch. Many of them have lost an arm or leg, others are blind or deformed. As a group they are seemingly without hope.

  They served their country protecting the Union and fighting the Confederacy. Once the battle had been won, the government instructed them to return to their former lives as clerks, blacksmiths, dockworkers, laborers, and bar keeps. Many were able to do so. But for thousands more who were wounded on the battlefields of Shiloh, Vicksburg, and Gettysburg their options were limited. Most drink too much whiskey and are forced to beg on the streets in order to survive. They sell used shoelaces or stand begging with organ grinders. They are in railway stations, at ferry houses, and by the waterfront . . .
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  Lucy Maloney was late. Her appointment had been arranged for two o’clock in the afternoon. Why had she not listened to George and permitted him to hail her a hansom cab? As one of a dozen or so doormen employed by the Fifth Avenue Hotel, where she resided, George made it a habit to keep his eye on the street traffic. For a Negro, she had decided, he was unusually astute. He sparkled in his blue uniform with its distinctive tails hanging down below his waist, gold string tassels on his shoulders, and a smart-looking hat with a black patent peak.

  “You heading downtown, Miss Lucy?” he had asked her. “I think a cab would definitely be quicker. I hear there was an accident at the corner of Broadway and Ninth. Some foolish boy on a wagon ran right into a carriage. At least two horses went down. It may be hours until they clear it away.”

  “That’s fine, George, I think I’ll walk,” she had told him.

  “In this heat, you’ll likely faint again, Miss Lucy. Be sure to use your parasol.”

  “Of course, George. I can always count on you.”

  She began walking down Broadway, then turned and waved to him one last time. George was correct about something else too—She had not been feeling well of late.

  Each morning for the past two weeks, she had awakened nauseated and her stomach uncomfortably queasy. She had instructed the hotel maid to leave a bucket beside her bed and had regularly made use of it. What was the point of dining out if her dinner was only to end up at the bottom of a bucket? Then, only two days ago, she had collapsed in the reception area of the hotel. Such a fuss. George and Mr. Buckland, the hotel’s manager, had helped her into to her suite. It was merely the heat, she had told them. The summer weather was unusually hot, the mercury and humidity high.

  But even as she spoke the words, she knew it was a lie. Mildred Potter, one of her closest and dearest friends, who knew nearly all of her secrets, had insisted that she see her physician.

  “It could be the consumption, heaven forbid,” Mildred had warned her.

  She reassured Mildred that she was not going to perish. That it was another ailment, not life threatening, but serious nonetheless. She was unwell, as Mildred and the other ladies she had tea and cakes with each afternoon would have so delicately put it. Her time of the month had come and gone and there had been no blood flowing. She was experienced enough to know what had to be done, and immediately before quickening occurred.

  Once there was quickening, once she could feel movement in her belly, finding a solution to this problem would be much more difficult—not impossible, but definitely more dangerous. She had told no one about her predicament, not even the father of her unborn child. It would have caused so much confusion and pain. She had stupidly allowed herself to become involved in a situation that she could not control. And after she had worked so diligently to make a decent life for herself. She blushed at the thought of her foolishness.

  There were no available cabs in sight. A Broadway omnibus was approaching and she decided to climb on board—as distasteful as she found public transportation. She walked straight ahead, delicately lifting up her canary yellow organdy dress so that it would not come into contact with the dust and dirt on the floor. She deliberately did not look at any of the other passengers and attempted not to inhale the foul air. Still, she felt nauseated and dizzy, as she had at the hotel. She found a seat near the middle of the bus, drew her shawl around her shoulders, and tried to make herself as inconspicuous as possible.

  As the bus lurched forward, Lucy began to perspire and her hands started to shake. She breathed deeply and tried to calm herself. But she was frightened—there was no denying it. Who knew what terrors awaited her? She had heard stories of girls who had visited midwives and abortionists and who had bled to death or died in tremendous pain from ingesting poisonous concoctions. According to newspaper and magazine accounts she had seen, these women had taken a variety of strange herbal medicines including, ergot, savin, and black hellebore.

  Only last month, Lucy had read about the case of Maria Alder, an unmarried woman found dead in a boarding house in Philadelphia. The police had discovered that the poor woman had visited a quack named Benson, who had operated on her. Yet there had been medical complications, bleeding and infection, and he had cruelly left her to die an agonizing death. Lucy had plans for the future and much to live for. She was not about to meet such an unsavory end.

  She tried to put these horrific thoughts out of her head. Over and over again she told herself that within a few hours her problems would be resolved. There was no other way. But it was to no avail—she could not stop shaking and felt sick to her stomach.

  As the two great horses slowly dragged the bus down Broadway, she clasped her hands tightly together. At that moment, she felt more alone than she ever had in her entire life.

  A few feet away, the dark eyes of another passenger locked on to her. He pulled his hat low, and contemplated his next move.


  Chapter One
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  A TRUNK AT HUDSON DEPOT

  Paddy Tritt pulled tight on the leather reins. So hard that Queenie, his chestnut nag, lurched forward before she completely stopped. “God damn horse,” he muttered. “What’s wrong with you today? I’ll bet it’s that racket. Can’t say I blame you, girl.” There was no mistaking his thick Irish accent.

  Like most of his friends and acquaintances who also resided in the dilapidated slums of Five Points or Hell’s Kitchen—quarrymen, street laborers, sewer and ditch diggers, and dock workers—Paddy was dressed in a white shirt streaked in dirt, brown pants held up by thin suspenders, and old, dusty, black boots. On his head was—apart from Queenie and his wagon—his most prized possession, a black plug hat.

  Paddy found a secluded alleyway close to the corner of Eighth Avenue and Twenty-Second Street to leave his rig. He gave his hungry horse some feed, and could not help but take a moment to admire his wagon. It wasn’t much to look at, he knew—no more than a large open wooden box sitting on top of four spoke wheels, one of which was badly in need of repair. Nonetheless, there was his name, P. Tritt printed on the side in large black block letters. What a beautiful sight that was, he thought.

  He chuckled to himself as he recalled, yet again, how two years ago, he had had a rare streak of luck at the faro table. The money he won was enough to buy himself a cart and horse. Since then, he had sufficient work to keep a roof over his head and some food on his table each day. He was a truckman with a fairly good reputation. Patting the side of his hat, he had to laugh out loud. What would Jimmy think of him now?

  Jimmy Doyle.

  Hardly a day went by when Paddy did not think about him. Jimmy, as every rogue south of Canal Street still acknowledged, was one of the meanest cusses to ever lead a gang in Five Points. Back in the forties, Doyle’s Plug Uglies ruled the Points like a band of medieval outlaws—and Jimmy was their undisputed prince. They protected their home territory with the cunning and ruthlessness of a pack of wild dogs, yet regularly exploited, stole from, and even murdered their own people if law and order—as Jimmy defined it—in the Points required it.

  The stylish high hat Paddy wore so proudly was a gift from Doyle. When Paddy was about six years old, Jimmy had found him wandering the streets and had taken him in. In those days, every Irishman was called a damned Paddy so that’s what Jimmy named him. He even taught Paddy how to read and write. When Jimmy was murdered in a gang brawl in 1851, Paddy was on his own again at fifteen.

  Paddy Tritt—he took the last name Tritt because he liked the sound of it—always took pride that he was a survivor. And he had seen it all—cholera, Nativists, who lived by the code ‘Life, Liberty, and the Pursuit of Irishmen,’ Know-Nothings, gang wars between the Bowery Boys and the Dead Rabbits . . . Paddy had fought on the side of the Bowery Boys . . . the Draft Riots of ’63 when he had watched a Negro beaten, lynched, and finally burned on Clarke Street, and more saloon fights than he cared to remember. He had cheated death a thousand times.

  Paddy was running his long grimy fingers through Queenie’s mane, when the horse was startled by the sound of gunfire. He steadied the nag and slowly made his way through the mud and manure to investigate the disturbance for himself. He had only taken a few steps when more gun shots echoed through the air. Ahead, he heard angry shouting and terrified screams. His good sense told him he should turn around and flee.

  Only last evening, however, he had assured his friends over a bottle of whiskey at Pete Ruley’s saloon that he would gladly join them to jeer the Orangemen who dared to flaunt their Protestant flags in a parade through Irish Catholic neighborhoods. And Paddy Tritt never broke a promise.

  He turned the corner onto Eighth Avenue and was nearly run over by a burley omnibus driver, who had left his rig and hackney a few feet away with the dumbfounded passengers still inside.

  Behind the terrified driver was a group of shrieking women.

  “Run for your life,” one of them yelled.

  There was blood streaming down her face. She desperately tried to grab hold of his arm. At that moment, a heavy-set soldier, wide-eyed, with a thin moustache, marched up behind her. Two more soldiers accompanied him. Before Paddy could react, the first solider thrust his bayoneted rifle into the woman’s back and swiftly retracted it.

  “Irish scum,” he muttered under his breath. “You don’t belong in this country.”

  The woman stared into Paddy’s eyes, a look of horror mixed with enormous sadness on her face. Blood spewed from her mouth as she slumped forward. Paddy dropped her and turned. One of the other soldiers aimed his rifle directly at Paddy’s head. He cocked his trigger, yet as he did so the woman’s friends rushed him. They grabbed at his hair and tore at his eyes with their fingers.

  Paddy frantically searched for something he could defend himself with, a piece of wood or a metal bar from a wagon. But there was nothing on the street he could use. His instincts of self-preservation were strong. Although no one could ever accuse of him being a coward, he realized that if he helped these women he would surely die.

  So he ran. In seconds all around him were more people fleeing from the soldiers and police firing indiscriminately into the Catholic masses, which had gathered along Eighth Avenue to protest the Orange parade.

  “Paddy, over here.” The familiar deep voice came from behind another abandoned omnibus.

  “Is that you, Big Frank?” he asked peering around the large passenger wagon.

  “Get down you fool or you’ll get us both killed.”

  Frank Connolly was at least ten years older than Paddy. He was not a particularly large man, other than around his midriff, and Paddy wasn’t certain why he was nicknamed Big Frank. Perhaps it was because his most distinguishing feature was two thick mutton-chop red side-whiskers that drooped onto his collar. Paddy immediately noticed that Connolly’s right arm was limp and that he was in pain.

  “Frank, what happened? You look as white as a ghost,” said Paddy in a whisper.

  “You got any chaw?”

  Paddy reached into his jacket pocket and broke off a small piece from a stringy plug of chewing tobacco he had been saving.

  Connolly took it with his left hand and pushed into his mouth between his teeth and gums. “Much obliged. My arm feels better already.”

  “Is it broke?”

  “Don’t know.” Connolly spit a yellowish brown spew on to the road near Paddy’s boot. “I got here at about noon with Little Philly and Punk Tyler. About thirty minutes later, those damn Orangemen arrived with their banners and flags. There must’ve been a hundred of them. And behind them were soldiers cheering them on. As soon as they started singing the bloody Star Spangled Banner, the men and even some women beside us started throwing bricks and stones at them. And then all hell broke loose.” He paused to spit again. “The soldiers began firing at us. I don’t know what happened to Philly or Punk. I got clubbed on my arm with a bloody rifle butt. Lucky for me I had a bottle in my hand. Smashed it right over the arsehole’s head. Then I decided to take cover over here.”

  “Damn it. Didn’t Fowler say there’d be no soldiers or police? That we’d be safe. That’s why the women came out.”

  “I guess even the Boss can be wrong or maybe . . .”

  “Maybe what?” asked Paddy.

  “Maybe Fowler lied to us.”

  Paddy shook his head. “Why’d he do a thing like that? Mr. Fowler’s a great man, the greatest there ever was. He’s always taken care of us. Why would he ever lie?”

  Frank Connolly laughed. “Paddy, you’re just a stupid Irish truckman. Now, help me up.”
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  The streets were quieter by the time Paddy found his way back to Queenie and his cart. He had taken Connolly to a nearby saloon. There was a barkeep named Shaw. He said he would have one of his boys fetch a madam he knew who could mend Connolly’s arm.

  Before he left his friend, Paddy gulped down a glass of whiskey and then another.

  “You can take the bottle with you if you want,” Shaw offered with all the sincerity the barkeep could muster.

  “Probably not a bad idea,” said Paddy, his hand shaking. “But I better keep my wits about me today.”

  Paddy had seen many people killed before—stabbed in bar fights, beaten to death in gang brawls, even shot at point-blank range over a stupid argument in a card game. Yet, the image of the dead woman stabbed by the soldier was stuck in his head.
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  Queenie was exactly where he left her. Paddy was climbing aboard his wagon, when he heard a rustling sound on the other side of the horse. He clenched his fists.

  “Who goes there? Show yourself,” he commanded.

  A young boy, maybe thirteen or fourteen years of age, dressed in raggedy pants and a torn filthy blue shirt, stepped from behind Queenie.

  “Get away from my nag,” ordered Paddy. “What you doing here, kid?” he said more firmly.

  “Hiding. Hiding from the soldiers and police,” said the boy looking downward.

  “You hurt?”

  The boy shook his head. “I came to throw a bottle at those bloody Orangemen. I hate’m all.”

  “Yeah, me too.”

  “You the truckman, Paddy Tritt, aren’t you?”

  Paddy gestured to the sign with his name on the side of the wagon. “Don’t you read, lad?”

  The boy didn’t answer him. “Speak up, kid,” said Paddy, his voice rising. “What the hell are you really doing here? You got shit for brains? You’ll feel my knuckles in a moment.”

  “Name is Corkie,” the boy interjected, more bravely. “I was hiding, mister. Honest. But I also got a job for you. I was told you’re reliable.”

  Paddy stepped down from the wagon. “You got a job for me? Is that right?” He sized the boy up and down. “You got five dollars? Because I don’t work for free, if that’s what you’re after.”

  The boy reached into his pants pocket. He held a crisp five-dollar bill in his greasy fingers. He handed it to Paddy, who grabbed it.

  “Where do you get that kind of money, kid? You steal it? I don’t want no trouble from the cops. Not after today.”

  “I didn’t steal it and there’s another five for you when the job’s done.”

  Paddy stared hard at the boy. Ten dollars was about as much as he could make in a very good month of business. “What do I have to do?”

  Corkie climbed up on to the wagon. “I have to show you. Let’s go.”

  Paddy shrugged and climbed up beside the boy. “Where to, sir?” he asked with a sly smile.

  Corkie chuckled. “Turn around and head down toward the corner of Broadway and Broome. You know where that is?”

  “Shit, kid, you think I’m a dumb Croppie? I’ve been to places in this city you’ll never see. You come with me down by the docks, I’ll introduce you to a few of my friends,” said Paddy laughing. “How old are you, boy?”

  “Fourteen,” mumbled Corkie.

  “You ever tasted sweet cunny before? Ever had your hands on a pair of teets?” His grin widened. “I’d bet not. Once this job is finished, maybe I’ll take you to see this gal I know. Her name’s Bridget. She’s got big eyes and long dark hair.” Paddy whistled. “She can cure any ailment I know of.”

  Paddy reached under his seat and pulled out a small box. “Here. Hold on to these for a moment,” he said handing the reins to Corkie. “Don’t pull too hard, Queenie knows where she’s going.”

  “I’ve led a wagon before, mister.”

  “I’m sure you have, but you got to keep your eyes opened down Broadway. There’s liable to be some damn fool trying to cross the avenue when he shouldn’t. Or there’s cripples and stray dogs to watch out for.” He opened the box and took out two thin cigars. He lit his own and grabbed the reins back from Corkie. “Have one of these. About the best you can buy for a nickel.”

  Corkie took the cigar, lit it and inhaled sharply. Immediately he started coughing uncontrollably. Paddy roared with laughter as he urged Queenie on toward their destination.
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  Corkie instructed Paddy to park his wagon in an alley off Broome Street, next to a two-story red-brick building—Anthony’s Carriage Supplies.

  The building was squeezed between the neighborhood’s infamous tenements, where Paddy knew thousands of immigrants—most of whom were Irish like him—lived in the most crowded and fetid of conditions. He had seen the despair with his own eyes when he had recently visited Joseph Walker’s home. Walker was a pleasant enough fellow, who assisted truckmen loading and unloading freight at the St. John’s Square Station.

  About three weeks ago, after an unusually busy day, Paddy had driven Walker home and could not refuse an invitation to join him for a drink. Walker and his family of six lived in a run-down tenement on Prince Street. They had one room and a small alcove where Walker’s wife, Frances, sewed dresses. With so many people in such a tiny space, it was impossibly crowded and even more so in the summer heat. The stench from the excessive garbage and manure in the streets below wafted throughout the building making Paddy even more uncomfortable. He drank his glass of whiskey quickly that day, fearful of contracting the consumption that the tenements were famous for spreading.

  “You know what I’m supposed to haul?” Paddy asked Corkie. But he wasn’t heard.

  Out and about on Broome Street there was a lot of commotion from the small army of men making their away along the cobblestone road with their pushcarts filled with food, fruit, cloth and metal utensils. Even noisier were the newsies—young boys hawking newspapers—as well as an assortment of girls selling flowers. Paddy glanced at one pretty lass with a green dress. He figured she could not have been more than fourteen years old and like the rest of them likely worked at a nearby brothel for such well-known madams as Red Light Lizzie and Hester Jane Haskins.

  “What am I supposed to haul?” he repeated, shouting.

  This time Corkie heard him. He nodded, but remained silent, and instead beckoned Paddy to follow him. Corkie threw down what remained of his cigar and stomped into the mud. Muttering, Paddy stepped down, lightly patted Queenie on her nose, and trailed after the boy into the alley. There were pieces of broken glass and furniture scattered about. Suddenly, Corkie stopped at a dilapidated wooden shed. He pointed to a black medium-sized trunk with a rope tied around it.

  “Yeah, I see it. Now what?”

  “Here’s what I’m supposed to tell you,” the boy whispered. “You’re to deliver this trunk to the Hudson River Railroad Depot by three o’clock,” the boy continued, louder. He pulled a card from his pocket and handed it to Paddy.

  “What the hell is this?” He glanced at the card. It was a ticket for the eight o’clock train to Chicago. “What am I to do with this?”

  “Show it to the baggage master. Deliver the trunk. Tell him the passenger, an old lady, will be by at about seven-thirty. Then, leave the check he gives you with a beggar who’ll be near the main door to the depot.”

  “With the beggar?” asked Paddy. “That’s what I’m to do?”

  “That’s right. His name’s Flint. He’s an old soldier, bald with a silvery moustache and bushy side-whiskers. You’ll see him, but don’t shit yourself. Just hand it to him and he’ll give you the rest what’s owed to you.”

  “Sounds kind of peculiar to me.”

  “Trust me, old man, Flint’ll give you another five when the job’s done.”

  Paddy stared at the boy for a moment. He had to admit the kid had as much pluck as he had when he was that age. “I’ve delivered just about everything in this city,” said Paddy. “Chairs, tables, even a piano from Steinways to a fancy house on Fifth. But this is the strangest job I’ve ever had. You know what’s in the trunk, boy?”

  “No, mister, I don’t know and I don’t want to know. I’m being paid to talk to you and then keep my mouth closed.” At that, the boy turned and ran back toward Broome Street.

  “Hold on,” yelled Paddy. “I could use some help lifting this damn thing.”

  He kicked the trunk and tried picking it up. “Not too heavy,” he mumbled. “What I do for cash.”

  He wiped his hands clean, grabbed hold of the trunk, and lifted it up off the ground. It was, in fact, heavier than he thought and had an unpleasant odor. As he loaded it on to his wagon, he thought nothing more about it. He climbed up on the driver’s seat, took hold of the reins, and got Queenie moving again.
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  An hour later Paddy was parked outside the Hudson River Railroad Depot on Thirtieth Street and Ninth Avenue. He was greeted by the usual hubbub of travelers, street vendors, cartmen, truckmen, and carriages. Paddy did exactly what Corkie had told him to. He unloaded the trunk and delivered it to the baggage master inside the station house. He handed him the ticket to Chicago and explained that the owner of the trunk, an elderly lady, would be by at 7:30 in the evening to retrieve it. The baggage master handed him a check, as was routine.

  “There’s a strong smell coming from that trunk,” said the baggage master, a short and stout fellow with a white moustache and a full General Grant style beard. “You know what’s in it, rotten food or something of that sort?”

  “I was paid to deliver the trunk, that’s what I’m doing.”

  “All right, off with you.”

  Paddy exited the station, bit off a piece of tobacco and scanned the street for this beggar named Flint. He spotted him by a line of carriages and wagons down the street.

  “You Flint?” asked Paddy, as he approached him. For a beggar, Paddy thought he looked rather neat and clean. Like other veterans of the Civil War who took to begging on the streets, he wore a dusty blue uniform. Yet his moustache and side-whiskers were trimmed and he appeared to have all of his limbs. He wore a grey Confederate kepi that was pulled down over his eyes.

  “You have the baggage check?” Flint grunted. His voice was deep and gruff.

  Paddy handed him the piece of paper. “Now the rest of my money.”

  “Don’t spend it on whiskey. Irish scum. You’re ruining this city.” He threw a five-dollar bill at Paddy’s face.

  “You’re a shit-sack, anyone ever tell you that?” Paddy picked the money off the ground.

  With a deft movement that caught Paddy by surprise, Flint pulled out a knife from his overcoat pocket. It had a black handle and its razor-sharp blade glistened in the sun. He grabbed Paddy by the collar and poked the knife hard against the bottom of the truckman’s chin.

  “I’d advise to you mind what you say, otherwise they’ll be one less Irishman to kick around. Now get the hell out of my sight.”

  Paddy drew back and without another word walked back towards his wagon.
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  Flint placed the knife back under his coat along with the rail check. As soon as Paddy was out of sight, he headed north toward the corner of Thirty-Fourth Street and Eighth Avenue. A driver and a private stage with pearl handles on the doors, pulled by two fine black horses, were waiting for him. He climbed in and immediately the driver snapped the reins. The horses turned east on Thirty-Fourth heading toward Fifth Avenue.

  [image: image]

  It was about five o’clock when the baggage master’s curiosity finally got the better of him. The stench from the trunk had become unbearable. Other passengers were clearly uncomfortable and more than one of his porters wondered if they should allow the trunk on the eight o’clock train.

  “Lift it down and put it on the ground,” the baggage master commanded two of his men. He examined the trunk for a moment, cut the rope with a knife, and opened it. The strong smell almost overwhelmed him.

  “So what do you see?” asked one of the baggage men.

  “A red quilt.”

  “That it?”

  The baggage master reached for the quilt and opened it up.

  He covered his mouth. “For the love of Jesus.”

  “What is it? Let me see.”

  Both baggage men moved forward and gingerly peered over the top of the open trunk. “God damn,” said one of them.

  Inside was the naked body of a woman. Her knees were pulled up to her chest and her feet were twisted. It was as if she had been folded in half. Her long blonde hair swept around the bottom part of her face. But her eyes were wide open. This poor girl died in a terrible fright, the baggage master thought. He noticed, too, that there were no bruises on the body. He peeked a little more closely and abruptly stepped back when he saw the splotches of dry blood at the bottom of the trunk.

  “Go fetch the police,” the baggage master ordered one of his men. “And hurry.”


  Chapter Two
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  AT FOX’S WEEKLY

  Charles St. Clair would have conceded that he did not look his best. He thought that if he wore his finest black suit, white shirt, and tapered vest, along with his summer white derby, no one would notice. He was fooling himself. His right eye was plainly black and blue and his face more than a bit banged up. He was thirty-five-years old, lean and trim, but he looked a little older on this day.

  “Mr. St. Clair, my word, what happened to you?” asked Molly, as she rose from her chair.

  Molly Lee warmly greeted each and every writer and client who stepped into the offices of Fox’s Weekly. She was twenty-seven, never married, and had been working at the magazine for more than three years.

  “I had a bit of an accident, I’m afraid,” replied St. Clair. “I could tell you that I fell down the stairs at my flat.”

  She smiled. “I suppose you could,” she said softly. Molly was not a beautiful or striking woman, yet she did possess a quiet attractive quality that St. Clair found impossible to ignore. She sounded as gentle as she always did, like a mother hen tending her chicks.

  He trusted her discretion. He also knew that Molly would never pry into his private affairs nor was she prone to gossip—a noble characteristic in New York City, where in St. Clair’s experience, everyone talked behind his neighbor’s back if given the opportunity. At the same time, he could not stand there and lie to her.

  “I’m afraid my poor luck at the poker table last night got me into a difficult predicament,” he said without hesitating. “You don’t have to tell me how foolish this looks.” St. Clair’s face reddened ever so slightly.

  “You know I’d never do that, Mr. St. Clair. But you should take better care of yourself. There are people around here who care about your welfare.”

  St. Clair smiled. “Your concern is much appreciated. Truly. And I shall make every effort to be more careful in the future.”

  “Wonderful,” said Molly. “You’ve always been a man of your word, Mr. St. Clair. Now why don’t you see Mr. Fox and I shall prepare you a cup of tea.”

  “An excellent idea, Molly. And thank you.”

  “For what?”

  “Your kindness and good sense. It’s a rare attribute, in my view.”

  She smiled warmly at him.

  In fact, St. Clair greatly appreciated the fact that Molly did not launch into a preachy Sunday school lecture about the evils of gambling. He knew all too well that he had shown poor judgment in this matter. And the consequences had been an altercation the previous evening with Captain Jack Martin, the meanest and most vicious thug in Hell’s Kitchen.

  His dilemma now, and it was a ticklish situation indeed, was to find the money and get Martin out of his life. Perhaps his luck at the poker table would change—it couldn’t get much worse.

  Until about a month ago, faro had been his game of choice. It was the most popular way to gamble in the city. St. Clair generally preferred a high-class gaming establishment on Park Row, where amidst exquisite paintings and rosewood furniture he could enjoy himself with fine food, whiskey, cigars, the company of some of the most beautiful women in the city, and the excitement of the game.

  Yet St. Clair had had a terrible run of bad luck—he was simply unable to pick the winning cards no matter what he did. And so, after due consideration, he had opted for poker, a game that was becoming more fashionable. He reasoned that if he sat in on a game at Martin’s saloon, his luck would have to change. He always had been able to take care of himself, although he often carried a pistol with him when he ventured into one of New York’s many squalid neighborhoods.

  Still, in retrospect, he realized that in his imprudent desperation to succeed, he had overestimated his abilities. His inexperience at poker proved costly. He had lost $1,500 in the past two days, betting far too much on cards he believed he could win with. Holding three jacks, he thought he had a winning hand and had foolishly borrowed money from Martin to increase his bet. Everyone around the table stayed in the game during this round, even those players he later discovered—curiously enough—were holding lousy cards. The pot was worth a few thousand dollars by the time the betting stopped. He was sure it was all his. Yet he was beaten by one of Martin’s cronies, who was holding three kings. His losses mounted.

  Worse, he was short of cash and could not meet his debt obligations to Martin. For the moment had no idea where he would find the $1,500. His bank account was depleted and his $150 monthly salary fell far short. He had forty-eight hours or so to arrive at a solution. If he did not pay by six o’clock the following evening, he’d owe Martin an additional $200 and $100 every day after that. Martin and his hoodlums had also warned him that next time, the beating he got last night would seem like a gentle pat on the back.

  St. Clair’s desk was near the front of the spacious office, next to the desk belonging to one of his colleagues, Edward Sutton. A tall and handsome man in his late twenties, Sutton was busy working and barely acknowledged St. Clair’s arrival. Smoke from the cigar he was puffing lingered overhead.

  St. Clair would never have interrupted him—it was the custom of the office not to bother a colleague while he wrote unless absolutely necessary—and was thankful that he did not have to explain why he looked the way he did.

  As Molly arrived with a cup of hot tea, he filled his pipe with tobacco. It was an aromatic Dutch blend that he had picked up from a tobacconist on Bleeker Street, a block from his flat. He found a wooden match amidst the pile of papers on his desk, struck it hard against the bottom of his boot, and lit his pipe. After a few deep puffs, he felt slightly more at ease. Then he sipped his tea—even in the summer heat, Tom Fox, the magazine’s proprietor and chief editor, insisted that the wood in the office stove be burning and the water in the iron kettle be warm.

  “A hot cup of tea feeds the brain,” Fox always said. “Makes a man work harder.” Ever since he had arrived from the New York Times a few years ago, St. Clair had appreciated Fox’s good sense.

  “St. Clair, where’ve you been? I need the next installment?” It was Tom Fox. He was standing at the door to his private office on the far side of the room, chomping on a cigar, the first of several he’d consume during the day. “Get in here,” he barked.

  At fifty-five-years of age, Fox was a large man. He was tall, about six feet and four inches, heavyset, with a belly that made his vest jut out. The hair he had left on his head was white, as was his moustache and beard.

  St. Clair began walking slowly among the desks and furniture.

  “You look terrible, St. Clair, rough evening?” asked Fox with a yawn.

  “I’d be lying if I didn’t say I’d been better. And what about you? It doesn’t look like you got much sleep either, my friend.”

  Fox chuckled so hard that his belly jiggled. “A glass of Bushmills is the cure for both our troubles.” Fox may have promoted tea drinking, but he generally preferred a glass of Irish whiskey to quench his thirst.

  St. Clair waved his hand. “None for me right now, Tom, but thanks.”

  Fox’s inner sanctum was separated from the main area of the Weekly’s newsroom by a thin wood wall and a door that was rarely closed. A sea of paper and files greeted a visitor entering his private quarters. The clutter on his desk was legendary, with documents dating back twenty years rumored to be among them. On three walls from the floor to the ceiling were shelves of books—many of which he and his late brother John had published in the early 1860s when they began the company-journals, magazines, and an ever-growing stack of newspapers.

  Fox was not only a clever publisher—his success in establishing Fox’s Weekly in the summer of 1862 as a magazine of general interest was testimony to that, St. Clair always argued with anyone who suggested otherwise—he was also a voracious reader and always on the lookout for the next Dickens. At the moment, as St. Clair had been told repeatedly, he had his eye on the journalist and humorist Samuel Clemens.

  “Wittiest writer I’ve read in years,” Fox had maintained. “If his next novel, a tale about a boy in the American backwoods, is half as good as The Innocents Abroad, I’ll be very pleased.”

  St. Clair had been reminded time and again that two years ago an excerpt in Fox’s Weekly of Clemens’s first novel—under his pen name Mark Twain—had sold out within two days.

  Directly behind Fox’s desk was a large window overlooking Park Row and the streets beyond. From this vantage point, four stores high, it was possible to see the headquarters of the Weekly’s various competitors, the Tribune, Times, and Evening Post. It was said that printers’ ink ran through the streets below.

  “How’s the next piece coming along?” asked Fox, adopting a more serious tone. “I’ve got three messages from Fowler already today. He wants to meet with you. I’d say he’s as scared as a jackrabbit right now. Stewart’s already working on the next illustration. So how much longer?”

  “I need to hear from my snitch. Anything arrived for me this morning?” asked St. Clair.

  “Not as far as I know. Remind me again how you continue to acquire such information.” Fox’s eyebrows tightened. “And why I’ve risked the wrath of city hall and the magazine’s reputation on this?”

  “I wait,” said St. Clair with a sly grin, ignoring Fox’s rather pathetic effort to feign anger. “Don’t worry, Tom, he’ll deliver something soon. He always does.”

  “You still won’t tell me his name. I run this goddamned journal, in case you’ve forgotten.”

  “I gave him my word that I wouldn’t reveal his name to anyone. You’ll have to trust me,” said St. Clair, patting Fox on the shoulder.

  “I want something for this week’s issue, Charlie. We have to drive those bastards out of city hall. You understand?” said Fox.

  “You know I do.”

  A slight smirk crossed Fox’s mouth. “By the way, Fowler sent me a personal message, too, this morning. It seems he didn’t appreciate your latest ‘Street Scenes’ column. He said those references to crime don’t put the city in the best light. Have you ever heard anything so ridiculous? Talk about the kettle calling the pot black.”

  St. Clair had listened to Fox’s rant about Boss Victor Fowler many times. How Fowler, Tammany’s Grand Sachem and president of the Board of Supervisors, had organized, in his opinion, the most corrupt municipal regime ever launched on New York. The ‘Fowler Ring’ is how Fox described it—a hard band in which there is gold all round and without end.” The name stuck.

  About six months ago, a person of some importance in the civic administration and close to Fowler had contacted St. Clair. He wanted to talk. After that initial meeting, the first package soon arrived. It contained facts and figures about the huge contracts the city had awarded to the New York Printing Company. It did not take St. Clair too long to determine that the Printing Company’s majority owner was none other than Victor Fowler. There were invoices for city hall stationery that at the most should have cost $1,200. Except the bill the city paid was for $7,500. Each week thereafter, St. Clair received new and potentially incriminating information.

  Patronage was seemingly doled out at a rate that shocked both St. Clair and Fox. The graft was scandalous—or, at least, that was how St. Clair described it. There was some exaggeration and embellishment to be sure—it was the way a journalist worked after all. And, perhaps, in a court of law St. Clair might not have been able to prove every allegation he leveled at Fowler. Yet according to the records he had examined, thousands of dollars had flowed to Fowler’s friends for work that was never completed. One construction company doing road and sewer work charged the city ten times what the labor should have cost.

  St. Clair had put it this way in the inaugural story:

  The Ring and the Boss command an army composed of elements as dangerous as those which make up the crew of a pirate ship. The instant the slightest sign of weakness is shown, each man aspires to be commander, and is willing to sink the ship and all on board rather to forego his own ambitious schemes.

  As the articles continued to flow, St. Clair identified the key members of the Ring, giving each a suitable nickname. There was Governor “Dandy” Archibald Krupp—Fowler’s man at the State Assembly in Albany, Mayor Thomas “The Prince” Emery—who in St. Clair’s opinion was “an opportunist of the worst variety.”

  Mayor Emery dresses in the finest clothes—his suits are imported from Paris. He smokes the most expensive Egyptian cigars, drinks only the best Scotch whiskey, and is known to dine regularly at Delmonico’s.

  There was also, “Slimy” Bob James—the cunning and sly City Comptroller, and Isaac “The Wizard” Harrison—the City Chamberlain.

  Harrison is possibly the most treacherous of the “Ring Rascals,” a man never to be trusted.

  What made the stories even more sensational were Peter Stewart’s fantastic and highly amusing cartoons. In the Weekly’s last issue, he lampooned Fowler as King Louis XIV, fat and pompous with a tilted crown on his head and gold coins bulging in his pockets. Beside him stood his Royal entourage—Krupp, Emery, Harrison and James—dressed as consorts and jesters. St. Clair had heard through his confidant that Fowler was so livid when he saw it that he punched a hole in his office wall.

  In the last month, St. Clair had documented how the annual budget of the office of the Street Commissioner, which now answered to Fowler, had increased from $650,000 in 1864 to more than $3 million—except no one at city hall was certain where all of this money went.

  New York has more manure inspectors than any city in America, yet as any citizen can attest, there is manure everywhere you look.

  Then, in last week’s article, St. Clair had chronicled, “A Day in Judge Silas Smith’s Courtroom.”

  Judge Silas Smith likes to wear a large white hat while he deliberates in his courtroom. He usually keeps his legs up on his desk and has a bottle of whiskey nearby in case his throat becomes dry—which it does from time to time during a session.

  The first defendant brought before him on this particular day was one Christopher McGunn, a well-known rogue from Hell’s Kitchen. On this occasion, McGunn was charged with robbing a druggist’s shop on Hudson Street owned by a Mr. Manuel Morrison. The city lawyer prosecuting the case, Jack Duncan, called five witnesses. All of them testified that they had been in the store at the time of the offence, that they had seen McGunn enter the shop, threaten Mr. Morrison with a pistol, and then depart the store with a handful of money from his cash box.

  During much of the witnesses’ testimonies, Judge Smith whittled on a pine stick, as he is apt to do.

  McGunn’s lawyer, Samson Simons, offered no defense other than the word of McGunn himself, who claimed to have been at the Black Tavern on Water Street at the time of the robbery. No witnesses from the Black Tavern were called to testify as to this alibi.

  Judge Smith retired to his chambers for about fifteen minutes, before delivering his verdict. Upon returning to the courtroom, the judge stated that, “there is not sufficient evidence against Mr. McGunn and I have no choice but to acquit him.” At that the courtroom erupted in shouts of “Shame, Shame.”

  The next case involved Miss Flo Taylor, a woman known to manage a brothel on Wooster Street. She was charged with assaulting one of her young girls, a thirteen-year-old child named Suzie. The only witness to this alleged crime was the girl herself. In a matter of some ten minutes, Judge Smith also dismissed this case for lack of evidence.

  Judge Smith is known to be an associate of Mr. Victor Fowler. In the possession of this reporter is a cancelled bank note from Miss Taylor to Mr. Victor Fowler for $3,000.

  “Charlie, you know the rule around here,” said Fox.

  St. Clair smiled. “I’m only as good to you and the magazine as my next article.”

  “Exactly,” Fox said, glaring at St. Clair. “So you have until tomorrow afternoon to come up with something new. Otherwise . . . otherwise, you’ll hear some screaming in your left ear.”

  St. Clair nodded, again ignoring his boss’ efforts to be tough.

  “Go see what Fowler wants,” continued Fox more calmly. “Maybe that’ll lead to something. But watch your back. It’s like going into the lion’s den.”

  “Agreed, but you know I can handle myself . . . at least most of the time. Besides, Fowler wouldn’t dare try anything. We’ve got him on the run.”

  “Maybe,” said Fox, rubbing his beard. “But don’t underestimate him, Charlie. The man is dangerous. Your articles have stung him, but you know as well as I do that the Ring is stronger than ever.”

  [image: image]

  “That is so,” conceded St. Clair. “You know Fowler is an opponent who I’d never dismiss, despite any claims to the contrary.”

  “Good. Now, do you want to tell me about that black eye?” asked Fox.

  “It’s nothing to worry about.” St. Clair peered downward.

  “Nothing? My arse. My finest writer walks in this morning looking like he just stumbled off the battlefield at Gettysburg, and he says that nothing is wrong. If you’re in trouble, Charlie, I can help. How much do you owe this time?”

  St. Clair shook his head. “I appreciate the offer, Tom. But I think I need to solve this problem on my own.”

  He was hardly convincing and he knew it. A few months back, Fox had loaned him a couple of hundred dollars to pay off another gambling loss and he wasn’t about to ask him again. Foolish pride, dear Caroline used to warn him, would be his undoing. How right she had been.

  “Have it your way, Charlie. But you know where to find me.”

  “I do and thanks for respecting my wishes in this matter.” St. Clair stood up.

  Fox paused to strike a match and light another cigar. “There’s only one more thing we need to discuss. I want your opinion on another feature I’m planning.” He stood up, poked his head out of his office entrance and called out in Molly’s direction. “Get Sutton in here and please show in Miss Cardaso.”

  Within moments, Molly and Edward had appeared followed by a striking woman. St. Clair immediately jumped from his chair. She was perhaps twenty-seven or twenty-eight-years old, he guessed. She wore a bonnet of white ribbons from which hung a sheer veil. He could plainly see her olive skin and raven black hair that loosely dangled in ringlets on to her shoulders and down the back of her powder blue dress. Her nose was long and slender, her cheekbones high, her lips full and red. Through the veil, he could detect that her eyes were large and a deep hazel. Even with the numerous petticoats she wore beneath her frilly dress, St. Clair noticed her exquisite and shapely figure. She had a certain Mediterranean charm about her.

  “Thank you, Molly,” said Fox. “Charles, Ed, let me introduce you both to Miss Ruth Cardaso.”

  St. Clair nodded. “Miss, please take my chair. I’m Charles St. Clair, this is Edward Sutton.”

  “Why thank you, Mr. St. Clair. Mr. Fox has told me all about you.”

  “Is that so?”

  “That’s right, Charlie,” said Fox. “I’ve explained how things work around here and Miss Cardaso was especially interested in your articles on the Ring.”

  “You’re interested in civic politics, Miss?” asked St. Clair.

  “Does that surprise you, Mr. St. Clair?” replied Miss Cardaso, pursing her lips.

  St. Clair smiled. “My experience is that most women prefer less complicated matters.” Even as the words tumbled out of his mouth, he wasn’t sure what the hell he was saying. He did know, however, that he couldn’t take his eyes off of her.

  “Such as?” asked Miss Cardaso, her voice slightly sharper.

  “Yes, Charlie,” added Sutton, “please continue. This is fascinating.”

  “All I meant was that it has been my experience that ladies find the intrigues of city hall rather droll,” he said as his face flushed and tiny beads of sweat formed on his forehead and palms.

  Miss Cardaso smiled and nodded. “You feel, Mr. St. Clair, that I would find conversation about fashion and children more to my liking?”

  “Perhaps. That . . . that has been my experience, as I said,” St. Clair added, wringing his hands.

  “I’m afraid that for such an accomplished journalist, your experience in matters about women has been limited,” she said, arching her eyebrows.

  “Touché,” declared Sutton.

  “If you’re finished, Charlie,” said Fox, “I will uncomplicate things for you.”

  St. Clair remained silent and offered Miss Cardaso the chair beside Fox’s desk. He and Sutton stood to the side close to a bookcase. She lifted her veil and gently folded it on top of her bonnet. St. Clair could not take his eyes off of her. Her skin looked as smooth as silk. She was even lovelier than he had first thought.

  “If I may, this is a rather delicate matter,” began Fox, sounding as officious as he could. “As you both know, there have been several stories in the Times recently about the plight of women who have been victims of vile medical malpractice. Physicians and midwives advertise services for women with female problems. They’re often at their most vulnerable and these quacks, for that is what they are, are quick to take advantage of the situation. They offer cures for pregnancy, pills, and other remedies, most of which have no effect or, in some cases, can be deadly. You recall reading about the case of the women found dead in Philadelphia.”

  “In a boarding house, I believe,” said Sutton. “It was a bloody mess—”

  “Exactly,” Fox cut him off. “I can list another dozen or so cases like that in New York. Women nearly bleeding to death or left at the mercy of a butcher like Madame Philippe. The woman has made millions of dollars dispensing her French Pills and performing dangerous surgery. She lives like Queen Victoria in that mansion on Fifth Avenue. Blood money, that’s what she has. I’ve also heard . . . and please pardon this, Miss Cardaso . . . that she even makes a profit selling the dead corpses.”

  “To whom?” asked Sutton. “Who would want such a horrific thing as that?”

  “Does it matter?” blurted St. Clair. “It’s an abomination of the worst kind. The woman should be hanged from the nearest lamp post.”

  “That wasn’t always your opinion,” said Sutton.

  St. Clair glared at him, but did not respond. He would have conceded that Sutton was correct—his views on abortion had been more liberal in the past. But that was hardly the point. And, frankly, he didn’t care. All he knew for certain was that now his blood boiled any time this issue was raised.

  “Ed, be quiet,” said Fox. “No God-fearing man can ignore this, which brings me to the point of this gathering. Miss Cardaso has come here all the way from San Francisco highly recommended by a friend for her numerous acting talents. She arrived nearly a week ago and has been enjoying the city’s sights until now, but is anxious to get to work. I’ve hired her to accompany Sutton on visits to every midwife and abortionist in this city. Miss Cardaso will pose as his sister or companion, whichever is more believable.”

  “I’d prefer companion,” said Sutton.

  “Please, allow me to finish. As I said, Miss Cardaso will pose as your sister or companion. You’re to attempt to amass as many details . . . prices, places of business, medical training of the practitioners . . . as you can. A month or so from now, I want to put ‘Evil of the Age,’ that’s what the story will be entitled, on the front of the Weekly. We’re going to drive these devils out of business.”

  “I’m curious, Miss Cardaso, you’ve done work like this before?” asked St. Clair.

  “Yes and more dangerous. Two months ago, I posed as, let us say, a woman of the streets, in exposing a mining scandal.”

  “Is that so?”

  “Yes, Mr. St. Clair, I’m quite capable and a woman of many talents and experiences.”

  “I have no doubt about that, Miss.” He turned to Fox. “And, Tom, what’s my role in all of this?”

  “Your first priority remains Fowler and the civic corruption. But I want you to work with Sutton and Miss Cardaso as an editor and advisor. I believe your assistance will be invaluable.”

  Ruth reached for her handbag. “If the meeting has concluded, I would like to freshen up at my hotel. And I do thank you for your hospitality, Mr. Fox. I’ve stayed in many fine establishments before but the Fifth Avenue Hotel is exquisite.”

  “I’m glad you approve. Nothing but the best around here, right fellows?” said Fox, patting Sutton on the back. “Molly will see you out, Miss Cardaso. A cab will take you back to the hotel. Why not return in a few hours and you can work with Sutton on completing a plan of attack?”

  “You make it sound as if we’re going to war, Mr. Fox,” said Ruth.

  “That’s exactly what we’re doing.”

  Ruth stood up and folded her veil back down over her face. She took a few steps and then turned. “Mr. St. Clair, and I trust you’ll forgive me for being so forward, but perhaps we can continue our earlier conversation later today or this evening? And,” she added with a slight smile, “you can tell me about your adventures.”

  “Adventures?” he asked turning his head.

  She pointed to her eye.

  “Foolishly ran into a door,” said St. Clair with a shrug, desperately trying to contain his enthusiasm at her offer. Indeed, he found the idea of spending more time with Miss Cardaso extremely appealing.


  Chapter Three
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  INITIAL INVESTIGATIONS

  Within fifty minutes, Hudson Depot was swarming with police. Seven patrolmen in their distinctive blue uniforms and caps were first on the scene. They parked their horse-drawn wagons at the front door of the station.

  Behind them in another carriage was Detective Seth Murray in plain clothes. He wore an inexpensive and dusty brown suit and black felt bowler hat. Six feet tall and broad shouldered, Murray was large in every way—including his most distinctive feature, his thick black moustache that covered much of his mouth. As he stepped down from his carriage, he could not get one thought out of his head—why had he been asked to investigate this case? There were detectives at precincts closer to the Hudson Depot than he.

  Accompanying Murray was Dr. Anton Draper. The doctor had been working with the police as a coroner for as long as anyone could remember.

  “As I was saying, Murray, I’m more than a little surprised to see you on this case,” said Draper, a short man with a grey beard and wire glasses.

  “No more than me, Doc.” Murray shrugged his muscular shoulders. “I thought Stokes was going to make sure that I stayed at the Fifteenth chasing pickpockets for the rest of my days. Damn, two weeks ago I was on rat-and-dog patrol breaking up bloody animal fights at Kit Burn’s hall. There’s nothing more humiliating than that. Then, out of the blue, today O’Brien orders me to meet you here at the depot.”

  “What exactly happened between you and Stokes?” asked Draper moving closer.

  “A difference of opinion, you might say.”

  Murray had no desire to launch into a lengthy story of his deteriorating relations with Inspector William Stokes. Better to let sleeping dogs lie, he always felt. He doubted the Doc would’ve understood in any event. After all, what was Stokes guilty of? So what if Murray had discovered that the inspector was accepting payoffs from Madame Philippe and other abortionists? No one on the force cared—except him that is.

  His personal feelings in this matter, he now realized, were beside the point. That his younger sister, Caroline, had bled to death from a botched abortion meant nothing to anyone, but him and Caroline’s husband, Charles St. Clair. In retrospect, his only real mistake was confronting Stokes about the bribes. Within months after their initial argument, Stokes had him transferred from the Mulberry Street station to the Fifteenth where Stokes’s fellow Irishman, Captain James O’Brien, ruled with an iron fist.

  “Have it your way.” Draper shrugged. “We’d better have a look at the body, don’t you think?”

  The doctor followed Murray and an entourage of patrolmen into the rail depot. Arriving passengers, wagon drivers, baggage handlers and even the pickpockets and beggars standing in the vicinity moved to the side to allow them to pass.

  Some men tipped their hats, while ladies curtsied. Several called out, “Good afternoon, sir,” to the detective.

  “I bet there’s been some trouble. Anything I can do?” asked one of the beggars in a loud voice. He held out a tin cup out for Murray to drop a coin into.

  Murray ignored the old soldier, yet he did find this newfound respect from the other men and women curious. There was a time, not too long ago, when he had first started on the job, that New Yorkers would have gone out of their way to spurn the police. Certainly, few citizens would have come to the aid of a patrolman in trouble. Murray had been taught a bit of wisdom the first day of his training. “Depend on your fellow officers, your club, and your pistol,” Sergeant Moses Patterson had instructed him.
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