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Introduction


Terrorists come in all forms. They are not simply violent political fanatics out to further their cause by any means, although this is a popularly held misconception. The Federal Bureau of Investigation defines domestic terrorism as the “unlawful use of force or violence, committed by a group(s) of two or more individuals, against persons or property to intimidate or coerce a government, the civilian population, or any segment thereof, in furtherance of political or social objectives.” Under this restrictive definition, the notorious Unabomber and scores like him in the past cannot be labeled terrorists, which Theodore Kaczynski certainly was. Moreover, the motivations of the terrorist cannot be limited strictly to a political or social cause.


It is obvious that the FBI does not wish to include lone terrorists as such in their limited lexicon—and for good reason. To do so is to then greatly enlarge the Bureau’s responsibility for identification and apprehension, forcing it to make tremendous expansions and expenditures in personnel and operations, a task perhaps too daunting for this budget-conscious agency. Moreover, by extending its definition to include single persons, the Bureau’s success rate in apprehending such elusive individuals would certainly spell a decline in its overall percentage of yearly arrests.


It is the lone terrorist that all fear most. He operates erratically, as would a serial killer, often committing terrorist acts over long periods of time, going for years without striking, then re-emerging to perform a bombing or killing. Terrorist groups select their targets and victims with some measurement of reason, their actions governed by the political results that might be brought about. On the other hand, the lone terrorist is not governed by any such logic. He often acts on impulse and his victims are varied according to class and profession. When the victims of the lone terrorist are consistently selected by race or nationality, law enforcement agencies may have some means of identifying the perpetrator, but such avenues of pursuit present slim leads and often demand years of dogged research and investigation.


Many lone terrorists operate for the simple thrill of terrifying others, such as the many serial killers who have plagued the U.S. and other countries over the decades, a social phenomenon peculiarly rampant in the twentieth century. These maniacal murderers in the U.S., such as the Ax Man of New Orleans; the 3-X slayer of New York; the Mad Butcher of Cleveland; the Bludgeon Killer of Tulsa, Oklahoma; and Son of Sam (David Berkowitz); along with their equally hideous counterparts in Europe—the Ogre of Hanover (Fritz Haarmann), the Monster of Dusseldorf (Peter Kürten), the Monster of Florence—terrorize and kill for the perverse love of terror and killing.


Whether or not they terrorize a small community (the child killer of Detroit’s suburbs in the late 1970s), a large city (New York’s Mad Bomber, George Peter Metesky), or even a country (the coast-to-coast strangler Earle Leonard Nelson of the late 1920s), these terrorists are as dangerous and lethal as their politically-motivated counterparts. Further, such lone-wolf terrorists are much more difficult to track down.


These shadowy creatures have no confederates or associates to provide information to anti-terrorist authorities on their operations and whereabouts. Their movements and actions are less predictable than the terrorist belonging to an organized group whose base of operations is generally rooted to a single country (the Baader-Meinhof Gang of Germany) or geographical area (the PFLP of the Middle East). They often move from state to state in the U.S., or from city to city in a given country.


Almost always, the lone terrorist either reveals his own identify through error or is identified to authorities by friends or relatives, as was the case with Theodore Kaczynski, whose own brother recognized his writings as that of the Unabomber and put federal agents on his trail. With the case of the periodic terrorist-killer Peter Kürten of Germany, authorities were led to his doorstep by his own wife after he casually informed her that he was the Monster of Düsseldorf, the brutal serial killer sought for two decades. (Kiirten suggested to his wife that she collect the substantial reward posted for his capture; she did.) With Sylvestre Matuschka, the Hungarian train bomber of the early 1930s, his own greed for money stemming from fantastic insurance schemes led to his identification and capture.


Snaring Timothy McVeigh, the vicious bomber of the federal building in Oklahoma City in 1995, was a matter of hindsight and luck when a police officer recalled arresting McVeigh for weapons violations just after the explosion and believed he might fit the description of the bomber. The identification and apprehension of groups of terrorists, on the other hand, present different problems for law enforcement officials.


Investigators must operate in this domain chiefly through informants and what little forensic evidence they might be able to piece together following a terrorist bombing, kidnapping or killing. When dealing with groups, the investigator’s opportunity for capitalizing on mistakes is greater. Had it not been for the niggardly greed of Palestinian terrorist Mohammed Salameh in collecting a $200 deposit on the Ryder truck used to bomb the World Trade Center, that case might never have been solved and the terrorists never brought to justice.


Islamic terrorists, in fact, present the most challenging confrontations to anti-terrorist forces today through their tactics of total sacrifice. They have proven again and again their willingness to suicidally attack those they deem their enemies. Like the kamikaze pilots of World War II, many Arab terrorists believe that by sacrificing themselves while killing as many of the “enemy” as possible, they enhance their spiritual after-life by furthering the political cause of their religion, as preached in Iran and Iraq as “holy wars.” This is an ancient belief that dates back to the twelfth century and the mythical Old Man of the Mountain and his Order of the Assassins, one of the first known terrorist groups that was dedicated to the murder and elimination of European leaders of the crusades, those “infidels” who had dared to invade the sacred soil of Islam.


In the twentieth century, Islamic terrorism expanded as one Arab country after another emerged from beneath the yoke of European colonialism. Islamic terrorists in the Middle East attacked European authority, as well as other Arab nations slow to embrace Islam as the ruling political force of any land. Dictatorial leaders like Egypt’s Nasser and the Shah of Iran held Islamic terrorism in check for decades but when Iran came under the total control of Ayatollah Khomeini, terrorism in the Middle East secured a national base of operations.


Added to Iranian terrorist groups were those who operated under the direction and sponsorship of Libya, ruled by Western foe Muammar Qaddafi, and in Iraq, where military dictator Saddam Hussein plotted conquest not only against Israel and the West but against his own Arab neighbors. Further, Yasir Arafat, head of the PLO, was for years the inspiration of many Palestinian terrorist groups and their bloody actions, until assuming the role of a peace-seeking political leader.


Another consistently terrorist-plagued area throughout the twentieth century is Northern Ireland, which had been separated from the Free State (later the Republic) of Ireland in a controversial agreement between Great Britain and IRA. leader Michael Collins in 1922. From that time to the present, the clandestine Irish Republican Army (IRA) has waged an almost non-stop guerrilla war with British forces in an effort to reunite the six northern Irish counties to the Republic. It has been a slaughterhouse campaign of relentless bombings and shootings, the British-backed Northern Irish forces committing as many heinous terrorist acts as their IRA counterparts. Both have been widely discredited for their senseless waste of human life and their inability to reach a peaceful settlement.


In the United States, at the turn of the century, terrorism reared its hydra-headed presence in the form of ruthless anarchists, who were looked upon by the general population as strange creatures from another world. Small in numbers, the anarchists made their presence known through bloody public demonstrations and confrontations with police. One of them, Leon Czolgosz, reached out in 1901 and fatally shot President William McKinley. Anarchism also seeped into the most radical labor movements, particularly the IWW (Wobblies), producing such terrorists as Harry Orchard who blew up mines, trains, and government officials in the western states, and the McNamara brothers who destroyed the Los Angeles Times Building in 1910.


Also at the turn of the century, following the large Italian immigration to the United States, the Black Hand, an extortion racket first begun by the Sicilian Mafia, terrorized Italian enclaves in New York, Chicago, New Orleans, and other metropolitan areas. Scores of Italian and Sicilian immigrants were compelled to regularly pay extortion or suffer the kidnapping of their children, the destruction of their businesses, or death. Thousands of businesses were set afire or bombed and hundreds were killed in a terror campaign that did not end until the beginning of Prohibition and the appearance of the Jazz Age gangster.


Five years before this time, in 1915, the Ku Klux Klan was reborn, carrying its nineteenth-century racism into the modern era, and all the ancient trappings that symbolized the “Invisible Empire”—the white hoods and robes, the flaming crosses, the grandiose titles bestowed upon the foremost bigots in its ranks—became the hallmarks of race hatred. And with the rebirth of this ancient evil came increased beatings, burnings, lynchings, chiefly focused upon black victims, but Catholics, Jews, and foreigners also felt the wrath and fury of the Klan.


After spreading like wildfire throughout the South, Klan membership mushroomed into Northern industrial states like Illinois and Michigan. Blue collar workers, told by Klan leaders that blacks and foreigners would take their jobs unless they took action, swelled the KKK ranks to millions. State governments were taken over by Klan leaders. Almost all of the government offices in Indiana were controlled by Klan leaders during the 1920s. The Klan brazenly marched down America’s main streets waving the flag of the United States. A half million Klan members marched down Pennsylvania Avenue in Washington while dread-filled spectators stood silent, much as crowds watched in fear as Benito Mussolini’s Black Shirts, his private army of terrorists, marched along the streets of Italy at the beginning of the 1920s.


A decade later, Adolf Hitler’s Brown Shirts (SA) in Germany began a terror campaign that would not only sweep over his own country but engulf most of Europe and bring about the mass murder of more than twelve million human beings. At this time, in the United States, gripped by Depression, labor and strike-breaking gangs clashed in northern industrial cities, bringing back the labor terrorism of old.


During World War II, terrorism in Europe was kept up at a furious pace by Hitler’s SS and Gestapo thugs, who had replaced the Brown Shirts, and their power and influence even reached into the U.S. to murder any German prisoner-of-war displaying pro-Western sympathies. Following World War II, terrorism in Palestine increased as right-wing Israeli groups, such as the Stern Gang and their Palestinian counterparts, slaughtered each other. The IRA stepped up its terror campaign in Northern Ireland and in England. In the U.S., Puerto Rican nationalists attempted to assassinate President Truman and they sprayed the House of Representatives with bullets. In Kenya, the Mau Mau, a secret black terrorist sect, launched a campaign of widespread murder and destruction.


In the 1960s, the controversial Vietnam War encouraged widespread dissension in the U.S. and abroad. Students became increasingly militant and formed numerous underground anti-government groups, many of these adopting the tactics of terrorism during the 1968 Democratic Convention in Chicago, seeing a police riot in response. Blacks formed several paramilitary underground groups—the Black Panthers, the Symbionese Liberation Army (SLA), the Death Angels—and fought police in the streets of America. The KKK resurfaced in force to spread their old terrors through the South, attacking and killing freedom riders and civil rights workers, both white and black.


Europe in the 1970s was suddenly bathed in blood with the emergence of ultra-violent terrorist groups—the Baader-Meinhof Gang of Germany, the Red Brigades and Red Guards of Italy, Algerian nationalists in France and in the Middle East the equally ruthless PFLP, Black September, and the Hanafi Moslem extremists. Most of these killer organizations were from the radical left, launching an all-out attack on democracies. Their kidnappings, bombings, and murders were committed on crowded streets, restaurants, bars, buses, trains, planes, inside government buildings. Nothing, not the fear of imprisonment nor death itself seemed to daunt these fanatics.


By the 1980s, international terrorism was a chilling reality that threatened every country and every citizen. Arab terrorists led the way, skyjacking airplanes and even cruise ships such as the Achile Lauro, kidnapping and killing at will. Such demoniac persons as Carlos, known as the Jackal (Ilyich Ramirez Sanchez), kidnapped government and business leaders and collected millions in ransom as the democracies made one concession after another, wrongly believing that these terrorists could be appeased, mollified, bought off.


When political kidnappings and abductions resulted in concessions from officials and governments, particularly the release of imprisoned terrorists, worldwide terrorist organizations accelerated these crimes, realizing that they were effective. After repeated failures in negotiating with terrorists, governments began to take a harder line with these uncompromising fanatics. In some cases, kidnap victims were killed, but, often as not, the terrorists came to realize that by murdering their hostages they would only assure the full wrath of governmental purging of their ranks.


Some governments adopted the “no payment of any kind” posture, making political kidnappings futile gestures. Those who murdered their hostages in the face of stubborn governmental refusal to negotiate, did so simply out of brutality or frustration, further condemning themselves in the eyes of the world community. This has been the lot of the myriad terrorist organizations in Europe, the Middle East, Asia, and South America.


By the 1990s, the democracies began to fight back, unwilling to compromise, knowing now that concession was a futile diplomacy with uncompromising terrorists. It became all-out war, kill or be killed, so that most terrorist groups now realize that they will be relentlessly pursued, hunted down, and tracked to imprisonment or death for their heinous crimes. The police of all democracies set up anti-terrorist divisions headed by specialists and manned by dedicated anti-terrorist teams and organizations. Military units such as the U.S. Delta Force, trained to especially combat and destroy terrorists, can now fly to all points of the globe to confront and overwhelm this persistent enemy.


The isolated terrorist remains a constant problem; these lone killers still strike from anonymity and obscurity, such as the demented Unabomber, Theodore Kaczynski, and they are capable of mass destruction and murder, such as the bombing of the federal building in Oklahoma City by Timothy McVeigh. The only defense against such killers is vigilant security systems and the help of those who can bring information to authorities in advance of a kidnapping or bombing. Had Timothy McVeigh confidante Michael Fortier, who knew in advance that the federal building in Oklahoma City was targeted for bombing, taken his information to authorities, he might have prevented the enormous loss of life. As it was, Fortier, a spineless, drug-taking hanger-on, turned state’s evidence to save his own hide and could, after being given a prison term as an accessory in 1998, only murmur meaningless apologies to the survivors of the blast.


McVeigh, condemned to death and universally viewed as one of America’s worst mass murderers, symbolizes the new and dangerous terrorist threat today in America, one stemming from the extreme right, a killer without conscience or remorse. He is championed only by small self-styled paramilitary groups obsessed with the notion that the government is the enemy. Such groups in Michigan, Montana, and in the Deep South are heavily armed with automatic weapons and train for confrontation against constitutional authorities. The image of these groups, however, has been considerably sullied by the actions of McVeigh and others like him, branding them advocates of terrorism instead of patriotism.


As we fast approach the twenty-first century, international terrorism, instead of diminishing, has increased, finding safe havens in third-world countries, particularly those that have emerged from the shattered Soviet Union and throughout the Middle East. As India and Pakistan misguidedly sought to enhance their international standings by detonating nuclear bombs in 1998, terrorists in Europe and elsewhere have stepped up their efforts to steal from heavily guarded sources of precious uranium, plutonium, and lithium, the very substances vital to the creation of nuclear bombs.


Their objective is clear—to use nuclear weapons as a way of dictating terms to a world society that no longer tolerates their crimes against humanity. Their conspiracy is obvious—to overcome all resistance by confronting the world with Armageddon, the final anarchism of total destruction. To that the nations of the earth can only answer with indefatigable pursuit and apprehension of these terrorists, hopefully preventing the unthinkable from happening, and avoiding the worst of all man-made disasters.


Jay Robert Nash


Chicago, 1998




ONE
TERRORISM COMES TO AMERICA


1900


The Killing of a Kind Man


The twenty-fifth president of the United States typified a comfortable America. William McKinley was a friendly, outgoing man who loved to greet his fellow citizens, wading into crowds to clasp all the hands he could reach before Secret Service agents edged him away. Elected to the presidency in 1896, McKinley’s first administration had presided over a land of booming industries and everexpanding business.


McKinley had also fought and won in record time a “little war” with Spain, mostly at the insistence of his sabre-rattling Assistant Secretary of the Navy, the fiery Theodore Roosevelt. The Spanish-American War of 1898 saw U.S. fleets steam into Cuban and Filipino waters to destroy Spanish warships. Roosevelt quit his Washington post, formed a group of shock troops he named the Rough Riders and stormed San Juan Hill. America’s swift triumph brought about the annexing of vast, exotic lands—Hawaii, Wake Island, Samoa, and the outright acquisition of the Philippines, Cuba, Puerto Rico and Guam.


By McKinley’s second term in 1901, with Roosevelt as his vice president, America was suddenly a world power. This posture warmly nurtured the ambitions of an elitist group of industrial tycoons headed by J. P. Morgan. A thriving middle class also gloried in the new broad-shouldered American image, even though other major nations dismissively viewed the U.S. as a farm boy flexing over-developed muscles.


The lowest strata of American society was, for the most part, oblivious of such concepts. The laboring immigrant class concerned itself with day-to-day survival under near slave wages and health-wracking work conditions. Its members worked ten-hour days and its male population had an average life expectancy of forty-eight years. Within this grimy, uneducated class was a laborer named Leon F. Czolgosz (pronouned Cholgosh), the least likely person to introduce terrorism to a tranquil America in the first year of a bright new century.


[image: Anarchist Leon Czolgosz, a revolver hidden beneath a handkerchief, is shoiwn shooting and mortally wounding President William McKinley at the Pan-American Exposition in Buffalo on September 6, 1901.]


Unlike his overworked peers, Czolgosz did not eat a plain meal in the evening before collapsing from exhaustion. His unschooled mind burned with curiosity. He stayed up late, devouring pamphlets and books about anarchy—the violent overthrow of governments, the destruction of monarchs, theories reveling in bloody revolution and assassination. Born in Detroit in 1873 to Polish immigrants, Czolgosz was the fourth of eight children. His father was a common laborer and his mother died giving birth to her last child when he was twelve. Without formal education, Czolgosz went to work in a Cleveland wire mill.


At night, in the small room of a cheap boarding house, Czolgosz read anything he could find about anarchy—books, magazines, newspapers. He embraced this philosophy as he would his own mother and seethed with hatred for an American government branded as an enemy of the people by anarchist leaders Emma Goldman and Alexander Berkman. He visited Goldman at her Chicago headquarters but, she later claimed, he made such a pest of himself that he was ordered to go away and never return.


Czolgosz nevertheless remained an avid anarchist. He was electrified by the exploits of another anarchist, Gaetano Bresci. This immigrant Italian laborer working in New Jersey, had sailed to Italy where he shot and killed King Humbert I on July 29, 1900. So excited did Czolgosz become over this assassination that he could not sleep. When he did try to sleep he dozed off clasping the thumb-worn stories of the Humbert murder. Then he read that President McKinley would be visiting the Pan-American Exposition in Buffalo, N.Y. This was his opportunity, he told himself, to duplicate the act of Gaetano Bresci. He would kill William McKinley.


[image: Assassin Leon Czolgosz stated that he shot President McKinley “because I thought it was my duty.”]


The Pan-American Exposition was a marvel to behold. Its many exhibits included new mechanical devices, including automobiles, a host of ethnic restaurants, parades, bands, a giant, wonderful picnic to which flocked parasol-twirling women in long-flowing dresses and men wearing winged collars, frock coats, and high-buttoned shoes—tens of thousands of them.


Into this sea of humanity plunged McKinley. Ever the politician, he intended to shake the hands of thousands—he was adept at it, able to clasp the hands of hundreds within an hour. To that end, the president, on September 6, 1901, went to the large auditorium called the Temple of Music. Outside, thousands patiently lined up to enter single file to shake his hand.


Earlier McKinley had stood on the speaker’s platform at the Esplanade and addressed more than 50,000 respectful visitors (there were 116,000 at the Exposition that day), telling them that with America’s new expansionism (imperialism, some said), the days of isolation were over and that the United States, with its “almost appalling” prosperity, must establish fair trade agreements with nations. “God and man have linked the nations together,” he emphasized. “The period of exclusiveness is past.”


The Secret Service was on hand to protect the president. When President James A. Garfield had been mortally wounded in a Washington, D.C., railway station on July 1, 1881, by political malcontent and assassin Charles Julius Guiteau, he had had no protection at all. Neither had Abraham Lincoln two decades earlier. Since that time, precautions had been taken. McKinley was guarded by three Secret Service agents—George Foster being the commander. When McKinley positioned himself in front of a dais in the Temple of Music, a guard flanked him on either side; Foster on one side, agent Samuel R. Ireland on the other. Another agent stood only a few steps distant. “Let them come,” the smiling president said and the doors were opened to a public that streamed inside to greet him.


Foster scrutinized each person as they stepped up to McKinley to shake his hand. Shuffling forth in the long line was a pale-faced youth who caught the eye of the Secret Service chief. His face was expressionless, his eyes a dull glaze. Wrapped about his right hand was a white handkerchief, which the young man raised to his forehead to wipe away sweat. Foster took no warning from this. It was a hot day. (The president himself carried three handkerchiefs that day to wipe away the perspiration.) Further, Foster surmised that the youth had somehow injured his hand and was using the handkerchief as a bandage. Oddly, Ireland later remembered, before Czolgosz approached McKinley, another man with three fingers of his right hand bandaged “had shaken hands with his left.”


At 4:07 P.M., Czolgosz finally reached the president. An organist was playing a Bach sonata as McKinley, believing that the slightly built young man in the black suit before him had injured his hand, reached out for Czolgosz’s left hand. The anarchist slapped it away and stretched out his handkerchief-cloaked right hand under which he clutched a short-barreled .32-caliber Iver-Johnson revolver. He lurched toward the president and, standing stone-faced before him by only a few inches, fired twice.


Smoke steamed from two holes in Czolgosz’s handkerchief and billowed upward so that the two men were almost enveloped in the small cloud. McKinley’s face froze in a look of astonishment. He clutched his abdomen into which one bullet had tunneled. Foster and Ireland leaped forward, as did a half dozen city detectives, pouncing on the assassin, dragging him to the center of the stage, punching and kicking him.


McKinley was helped to a nearby chair, aides fanning him, his secretary, George B. Courtelyou, fumbling at his breast and belly. McKinley saw Czolgosz being pummeled and said: “Don’t let them hurt him. Be easy with him, boys.” He raised his hand to drop it weakly on Courtelyou’s shoulder and could see that it was coated with blood. “My wife,” he said in a whisper, “be careful, Courtelyou, how you tell her—oh, be careful.”


By then pandemonium had seized the crowd inside the building. Hundreds of terrified men and women stampeded toward the doors, fighting to get outside, roaring with panic, screaming with hysteria. A motorized ambulance arrived with a half dozen men in white jackets rushing to the platform, and the half-conscious McKinley was carried outside through a stunned, moaning and keening crowd. The beloved president appeared lifeless.


The nation was shocked into disbelief. The hand of terrorism had reached out of a murky past to bring violent death to America’s leader, a kind and gentle man who, the electorate knew full well, had always attempted to avoid violence and had even tried to evade the confrontation with Spain, a war he knew America could easily win. The bloody spectors of John Wilkes Booth and Charles Guiteau suddenly rose smirking from their graves, and the memory of the Haymarket Riot in Chicago in 1886, when anarchist bomb-throwers murdered eight policemen and wounded sixty-seven other officers, became white hot.


Here was another ancient bloodletter of the same stripe. Czolgosz, once in custody, proudly admitted that he was an anarchist, a follower of Emma Goldman. He admitted that after hearing Goldman give one of her rousing lectures, he was determined to “do something heroic for the cause.” He was quick, however, to state that he acted alone, that Goldman and other leading anarchists had not sent him on his terrible mission to Buffalo. Police learned that Czolgosz had been using the alias of Fred Nieman. The last name translated into “Nobody,” Fred Nobody.


“I shot President McKinley,” Czolgosz said in a monotone to reporters, “because I thought it was my duty . . . I didn’t believe that one man should have so much service and another man should have none.”


Not for a moment did anyone believe that the terrorist had acted alone. He was part of a widespread anarchist conspiracy harped the newspapers, and all believed that an evil cabal with equally evil ideas imported from a morally corrupt Europe was behind the attack. Anyone who criticized McKinley as he lay dying for eight days, from ministers to policemen, were fired from their jobs, beaten, some even tarred and feathered.


It was first reported that McKinley would recover. Immediately after the shooting, he had been rushed to a small hospital on the Exposition grounds where Dr. Matthew D. Mann, a skilled Buffalo surgeon, discovered that Czolgosz’s first bullet had struck the president’s chest but had only grazed his ribs. The unimpassioned assassin, however, was conscious of his aim and, to make sure he struck a vital spot, lowered his revolver before firing his second shot.


The second bullet pierced the stomach, lacerating both front and back walls. Dr. Mann and other physicians decided to operate immediately before the light failed in the small hospital. Since the building had no electricity, one of the doctors used a mirror to reflect the sun’s dying rays through a window onto the area where Mann and others were operating. Toward the end of the operation, a small light bulb was rigged up to be hand-held over the doctors as they worked. Dr. Mann located and removed the bullet, cleaned the peritoneal cavity and sutured the holes in the stomach left by the bullet. He then closed the wound and covered it with an antiseptic bandage. McKinley was then removed to the Buffalo home of a friend, John G. Milburn.


McKinley appeared to recover, his physicians reportedly feeding him a liquid diet of raw eggs and whiskey. They neglected the development of gangrene, however, and when it came time to act, the apprehensive doctors decided that another operation might be too risky. On September 13, 1901, the president lapsed into a coma. He revived briefly to recognize his wife, aides, and doctors, saying to them softly: “It’s useless, gentlemen. I think we ought to have a prayer.” He moved his lips silently as the tearful group recited the words of the Lord’s Prayer.


“Goodbye, goodbye all,” McKinley then said. “It is God’s way. His will, not ours, be done.” He drew his wife close to him, whispering the words of his favorite hymn, “Nearer, my God to Thee, Nearer to Thee.” He held onto his wife’s hand for some time before she was led away weeping. McKinley’s eyesight failed but he reached out for her as if he were a groping child. A physician took his hand and held it until he died at 2:15 A.M., September 14, 1901.


National mourning was quickly replaced by universal anger and vindictiveness. A wave of reprisals against all anarchists was demanded. Emma Goldman, authorities were sure, had orchestrated the assassination. When first told that McKinley was dead, she snapped with typical anarchist fervor: “Suppose the president is dead. Thousands die daily and are unwept. Why should any fuss be made about this man?” She was arrested on September 10, 1901, as were hundreds of other anarchists. From her prison cell Goldman issued a statement that disavowed her having any association with Czolgosz: “Anarchism did not teach men to do the act for which Czolgosz is under arrest. We work against the system and education is our watchword.”


[image: Led by guards from his death row prison cell in New York’s Auburn Prison, Czolgosz (center) begins his walk toward the electric chair on October 29, 1901; once strapped into chair, the terrorist said: “I am not sorry for my crime.”]


After Chicago mayor Carter Harrison expressed the opinion that Goldman was not personally involved with McKinley’s assassination, she was released on September 24. The incident so irked the fiery Goldman, however, that she threw her support to Czolgosz, even though she had privately described him as “a dim-witted terrorist.” She attempted to stir up support for the assassin, but even those in her inner circle refused to work for Czolgosz’s release. Visibly angry, Goldman perceived this reaction to be a sell-out of Czolgosz and she soon quit Chicago, going to New York where she temporarily withdrew from the anarchist movement, working as a nurse in tenement hospitals under the alias of Miss E. G. Smith.


Meanwhile, no time was lost in putting Czolgosz on trial. Within two weeks of the shooting, he appeared on the witness stand. He offered no defense, freely, almost proudly admitting his guilt. He was careful, however, to again state that “there was no one else but me. No one told me to do it. No one paid me to do it.” This latter statement had been blurted with such enthusiasm that it was later claimed that one of Goldman’s followers had visited the assassin in prison and had urged him to say that he had acted alone, that Emma Goldman had not sent him to kill McKinley.


Condemned, the terrorist’s execution was prompt. At 7 A.M., on October 29, 1901, he was taken from his cell in New York’s Auburn Prison and led to the electric chair. He wore a winged collar, black tie, and a neatly pressed suit. His shoes had a high gloss as Czolgosz had spent his last early-morning hours mindlessly buffing them.


Out of more than a thousand applicants, twenty-six spectators had been allowed into the death room. As the head, arm, and leg straps of the electric chair were adjusted about the assassin’s body, spectators heard an official ask Czolgosz if he had any last words to say. “I am not sorry for my crime,” came his dull response. He then added: “I am awfully sorry that I could not see my father.”


The current was thrown and the terrorist was pronounced dead at 7:17 A.M. The deaths of McKinley and Czolgosz marked a dividing line in history; one side representing a genteel lifestyle of security that would be no more, the other, for dark, unclear purposes, an instrument of unpredictable and horrendous violence. At first, Czolgosz’s deed was thought to be a random and rare act of madness. It would be repeated, however, with alarming regularity as the century deepened, until it was chillingly clear that his breed had proliferated beyond imagination, that terrorism could claim the twentieth century as its own.





“Something Ought to be Blown Up!”


By the time Leon Czolgosz stoically pulled the trigger in Buffalo, a small American labor organization had surfaced, calling itself the Industrial Workers of the World, its members labeled “Wobblies” (or “I Wont Works”) by their opponents. Led by William Dudley “Big Bill” Hayward, the IWW recruited to its narrow ranks poorly paid miners of several western states. Hayward was an ex-cowboy and miner who approached unionizing with an iron fist and the motto of “Good Pay or Bum Work.” Anarchists to the core, he and his lieutenants had, like Czolgosz, embraced revolutionary ideas that had nothing to do with peaceful negotiations. Unless his terms were met by management, Hayward threatened mine owners with strikes, mayhem and violence.


Frightened mine owners immediately hired the Pinkerton Detective Agency to protect their properties and to root out the IWW radicals among their workforces. The responded by calling strikes and attacking those miners who refused to join the radical labor organization. Those who would not strike were beaten or run out of town.


Colorado became the hub of IWW activity at the turn of the century. The mine owners of this state had grown enormously rich from the near slave labor of their miners, who worked ten-hour shifts and faced health and safety conditions that were no less than horrific. There were few or no safety measures provided. The miners constantly breathed in lung-crippling coal fumes, and flickering kerosene lamps affixed to the tops of their helmets could, at any moment, in a pocket of heavy coal dust, set off violent explosions.


The Western Federation of Miners, an arm of the IWW, finally called a general strike, demanding better wages and improved safety and health conditions. The mine owners refused to budge. They would not meet the relatively minor expense of providing air fans to blow the mine shafts clean of coal fumes and dust. They would not raise wages or cut down the ten-hour shifts. They brought in a small army of Pinkerton guards to protect their property. Their workers, the mine owners reasoned, would soon reach starvation and be forced to return to work without any concessions granted.


Adding to Hayward’s problems were the workers themselves. Many miners shunned the radical laborites, fearful of the violence they advocated. Further, Hayward viewed Idaho governor Frank R. Steunenberg, who had taken the side of management in the strike, as his main opponent. Steunenberg, a good-natured journalist at the beginning of his career, had been the editor of the pro-labor Caldwell Record. He had been Idaho’s governor in 1896 and again in 1898. It was by then apparent to labor that Steunenberg, who inherited the widespread mining strike, would do nothing for the miners.
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A state of open warfare erupted in the Coeur d’Alene district, with strikers and strikebreakers battling each other. Mobs attacked the Pinkerton guards at mining sites. Steunenberg did nothing. Hayward took the road to revolution. He called to his office a clever, ruthless labor thug, Albert E. Horsley, who went under the name of Harry Orchard. “Something ought to be blown up!” he emphasized to Orchard, jabbing his finger onto a map pinpointing the mines.


Orchard, an explosives expert, quickly went about the business of acquiring dynamite. A short time later the Sullivan and Bunker Hill mines blew up. Two men were killed and the mines were completely incapacitated. Steunenberg called in federal troops (there being no state militia) and hundreds of striking miners were arrested and placed inside barbed wire enclosures. Hundreds of miners fled the state. Denounced by every union organization, Steunenberg was branded an enemy of labor.


Meanwhile, Orchard went on blowing up mines and killing people throughout the West. When the Wobblies were locked out of the Vindicator Mine in Cripple Creek, Colorado, Orchard blew up the mine works and more men were killed. At the orders of Hayward, he later insisted, he went to Independence, Colorado, where strikebreaking miners had rejected a union takeover by the Wobblies. This time, the miners themselves became the victims. Orchard planted a hundred pounds of dynamite he had stolen from the Cripple Creek mine under the railroad platform at Independence. He rigged a triggering device with a bottle of acid to set off the charge when he turned a windlass.


Orchard lurked in the shadows, timing his detonation for a change of shift when tired workers would be waiting on the railroad platform. When the platform became crowded, he set off the charge. More than one hundred miners were sent skyward. Twenty-six were killed and another fifty seriously injured. The mass murder was routine for the vicious, unconscionable Orchard, who later stated: “Through the dark I could hear the strikebreaking miners—quite a crowd of them—coming out of the mine and going to the depot. The train was on time. I heard her whistle for the station at 2:35, and a moment later she drove in. Just then I pulled on the wire. A second later the charge went off with a tremendous roar.” When Orchard reported the results of his carnage to Hayward, the IWW leader reportedly slapped his hands in jubilation, shouting: “Good work, Harry! That will force the bastards to come in with us!”
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There was no stopping Hayward now. He would terrorize miners into joining the IWW and murder any mine-owner or official who blocked his way to power. He would use explosives to rid himself of his enemies, a method of destruction and murder that he knew would be indentified with his labor movement. Hayward immediatley dispatched Orchard to San Francisco where he was to blow up Fred Bradley, a staunch and intractable member of the Mine Owners Association.


The charge Orchard set in the front double doors of Bradley’s home went off when Bradley opened them, ripping the facade of the house to pieces and blowing Bradley across the street. Orchard, who activated the explosion from hiding, was sure that Bradley was dead but was later surprised to learn that his victim had survived, although he was crippled for life. The labor terrorist went to his boss Hayward, asking if he should return to finish off Bradley. “Don’t bother,” Hayward reportedly told him, “he and his friends got our message.” He then ordered Orchard to murder Judge Luther M. Goddard of the Colorado Supreme Court because this judge had ruled against the Wobblies in a recent case.


Orchard spent considerable time constructing a bomb inside of a purse, then placed this item on a snow-swept path the judge regularly took to his Denver office. The terrorist hid behind a building, watching Goddard approach. Before he reached the spot where the purse had been dropped, Goddard was hailed by a friend and stopped to chat. Merritt W. Walley, a Denver citizen, suddenly appeared on the path, picked up the purse and was instantly blown to pieces, his body parts spread over a radius of half a block. Again, Hayward was pleased, telling Orchard that Goddard’s witnessing the awful death of an innocent bystander was “a better lesson than his own death might have been.”


One man, however, was not to be overlooked. His death had to be a certainty, Hayward told Orchard. Former Idaho governor Frank Steunenberg was to be killed and no mistakes made. By that time, Steunenberg was out of office and had become the president of the Caldwell Bank. To Hayward, however, he was still the symbol of resistance to organized labor and, in particular, the radical, bomb-wielding Wobblies.


Using the same method employed in his attempt upon Bradley, Orchard affixed a bomb to the front gate at Steunenberg’s home. When the banker returned home on the evening of December 30, 1905, he opened the gate and was instantly shredded to death by a violent explosion. Police immediately identified the terrorist killing as the work of the IWW but, as had been the case for many years, they could prove nothing.


Then Harvey K. Brown, a visiting sheriff from Baker City, Idaho, went to the Caldwell police, telling them that he had recognized a man whom he believed was an IWW terrorist and bomber, one who might have been involved in Steunenberg’s death. He was staying at a Caldwell hotel under the name of Tom Hogan, Brown said, “pretending to be a sheep buyer.” The next day, January 1, 1906, police were led to Hogan’s room by Brown, catching Hogan as he was about to leave, suitcases in hand. Hogan was arrested and taken to police headquarters where he was identified as Harry Orchard.


Orchard denied any guilt in the Steunenberg killing. “I’ve been buying sheep for some ranchers in Montana,” he insisted, but he could provide no receipts of purchase, no bills of sale, no evidence that a single lamb had been shipped to Montana or anywhere else. The labor terrorist then clenched his teeth and remained silent. He was put into solitary confinement for ten days but this failed to break his spirit or loosen his tongue. He was then removed to a regular jail cell, which he shared with another prisoner, an affable inmate who befriended him.


The other prisoner was the ablest Pinkerton detective in America, James McParland, head of the agency’s Denver office. It was McParland who had, in 1875, successfully penetrated the secret society called the Molly McGuires and exposed their terrorist acts and leaders in the mining districts of Pennsylvania. He was an expert at disguises and even more expert in getting felons to confide in him. So trusting of McParland did Orchard become that he detailed his many terrorist bombings and murders to him, taking smug pride in his ability to kill anyone marked for death by the illustrious Big Bill Hayward.


At the end of thirty days, McParland was ostensibly released. He then had Orchard brought to his office and confronted him with his own statements. Orchard broke down and made a full confession, which he signed. The lengthy confession detailed dozens of terrorist bombings and killings Orchard had committed over a decade, all at the behest of the IWW, specifically Big Bill Hayward. (This chilling memoir was published a year later under the title Confessions and Autobiography of Harry Orchard, which proved to be a minor best-seller.)


Orchard stated that Charles H. Moyer, president of the Western Federation of Miners, and Hayward, its treasurer, had hired him to perform each and every act of terrorism. Union executives Jack Simpkins and George Pettibone had aided and financed him, Orchard said, and Steve Adams, another IWW terrorist, had assisted him in killing Steunenberg, the blowing up of the railroad depot in Independence and many of his other crimes.


Adams was arrested and thrown into a prison cell. He was promised immunity if he would confess, and he quickly added his admissions to those of Harry Orchard. Idaho officials promply asked the governor of Colorado to extradite Hayward, Moyer, and Pettibone. All three were arrested on February 17, 1906, at their union headquarters in Colorado and taken to Idaho under heavy guard. Though many questioned the legality of the extradition, state and federal courts upheld the action.


The prosecution was confident that it would, with the testimony of Orchard and Adams, quickly get a f conviction against Hayward and the others, hoping to end forever the wave of terror spread by the violent IWW leaders. Prosecutors had not reckoned, however, on the most brilliant lawyer of the land—Clarence Darrow —coming to the defense of the Wobbly leaders. The Chicago lawyer was the champion of American labor who, in 1894, had abandoned a comfortable law practice (with the Chicago and Northwestern Railroad as his main client) to take up the cause of decidedly underdog unions and their leaders, first defending Eugene V. Debs, secretary-treasurer of the Brotherhood of Locomotive Firemen.
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Debs had called his union out on strike to support striking Pullman workers resisting a 25 percent pay cut. The nationwide strike crippled all railroads west of Chicago, and federal troops were called out to protect strikebreakers, as well as force union members back to work. When mob violence broke out and more than thirty persons were killed, Debs was placed on trial, charged with conspiracy to undermine the government.


Darrow’s defense of Debs was vigorous and inspired. Unlike other labor lawyers of the past, Darrow’s defense was built upon an aggressive attack. He went to the heart of the problem— unfair wages paid to union workers and miserable working conditions. He was really defending the right of unions to exist. His stirring summation to the jury in the Debs case caused jury members to weep. Though Debs was jailed for violating an injunction, Darrow emerged as the most eloquent spokesman of American labor—he was a white knight who rode to the rescue of the common man.


The lawyer again made headlines when he brilliantly defended anthracite miners on trial in Scranton, Pennsylvania, in 1902–1903. When Hayward and the IWW called him to their defense, Darrow did not hesitate, although he was unnerved in defending an element of labor that intrinsically believed in violence and terrorism as a means of solving labor disputes.


When Darrow arrived in Idaho in December 1906, he was joined by defense attorneys Edmund Richardson, John Nugent, Edgar Wilson, and Fred Miller. He immediately put together a plan to save Hayward and his lieutenants, a legal thrust aimed at Steve Adams, Orchard’s co-terrorist who had in his confession supported all of Orchard’s indictments of Hayward and the IWW. Darrow knew that if the case against Adams was shattered, Adams would not testify against Hayward. Adams was tried in February 1907, his defense arguing mightily for his innocence, saying that his confession had been forced from him, that while in prison Adams had been alternately promised immunity or death by hanging.


When Adams openly renounced his confession, enough doubt was planted in the minds of the jury to render it indecisive. When it could not agree on Adams’ guilt or innocence, the defendant was returned to prison. Darrow had won the first round; Adams would not be a state witness in the case against Big Bill Hayward.


That trial began on May 9, 1907. The prosecution team represented some of the most influential men in the West, William E. Borah, James H. Hawley, Charles Koelsche and Owen M. Van Duyn. For the first time Orchard’s confession was made public by the prosecution and each word describing his terrorist career was published by a national press greedy for sensationalism. To give credence to Orchard’s character, the prosecution postured him as a reformed man who had gotten religion and had renounced his criminal past. Hawley, who presented the opening argument for the state, pointed out that Orchard would testify as a penitent man. He then launched into a withering denunciation of Hayward and his “terrorist” union organization.


On the stand, Orchard recounted his crimes over the many years, stating that he had been in the pay of Hayward, Moyer, and Pettibone and that they had instructed him who to kill and when. Not including the twenty-six miners he murdered in the Independence bomb explosion, he admitted to eighteen terrorist killings done at the behest of the IWW leaders. He said that Pettibone was an amateur chemist and had instructed him in the arts of explosives and poisons. Orchard also said that Pettibone had given him strychnine, which he originally thought to use in murdering Bradley. He said he put this into a bottle of milk delivered to the Bradley home but the cook took a sip of it, thought it bitter, and threw it out. Then he resorted to the bomb that tore away the front of Bradley’s three-story house and blew his victim across the street.


Darrow centered his remarks on Hayward, profiling him as a self-made man who had come from humble beginnings, going to work in the mines at the age of nine, forced to go without education or a future, a man who had struggled to free himself from poverty and the merciless rule of oppressive mine owners. Though in ill health and without notes, Darrow spoke for an astonishing eleven hours, discrediting Orchard’s testimony, labeling him a habitual liar and a ruthless terrorist who had acted on his own, or, he inferred, had done his awful deeds on behalf of the mine owners to discredit the unions. “He never did a courageous thing in his life, not one,” Darrow said in describing Orchard to the jury.


The thundering Darrow leaned close to the jurors and told them that, yes, they could hang Bill Hayward but that the American labor union would continue with others “who will risk their lives in that great cause which has demanded martyrs in every age of the world.” Near collapse, his voice reduced to a whisper at the end of his summation, Darrow defied anyone to convict a man solely on the basis of Harry Orchard’s testimony. This, of course, was his trump card. Without Adams, Orchard’s statements were without corroboration.


On July 29, 1907, the jury retired for seven hours, returning to pronounce Hayward not guilty. The courtroom sat in stunned silence. Big Bill walked from the court a free man, but Darrow’s job was not finished. He handled the defense in Adams’ second trial. Again, a jury disagreed about the defendant’s guilt or innocence. Then Pettibone was brought to trial and Darrow continued the defense. He appeared in court in a wheelchair, apologizing to the court and saying that he could no longer proceed. He was taken to a hospital where he wavered between life and death, according to one report. Pettibone was nevertheless acquitted and the state dropped its case against Moyer.


Darrow had won a staggering victory, but one that was bittersweet. When he recovered from his illness, he confided to a friend that he suspected Hayward was guilty, that the boisterous, volatile union leader was “capable of awful violence.” He told friends that he intended to quit the defense of labor. This would not be the case, however. Four years later, he would take on the defense of two brothers who, like Big Bill Hayward, preferred to settle union issues with explosives. Two months after Hayward’s acquittal, on September 30, 1907, Sheriff Harvey K. Brown was blown to pieces by a bomb reportedly planted in his home by an IWW terrorist, in retaliation for Brown’s identification of Orchard.


Harry Orchard, who had been condemned for his many murders, had saved his neck by becoming a state’s witness. His sentence was commuted to life imprisonment. Hayward continued to vex and intimidate mine owners until 1917 when he and other IWW leaders were indicted for sabotaging vital war industries. He was convicted and given a twenty-year prison term but was released on bail pending an appeal. Hayward fled the country, going to Russia where the Bolsheviks welcomed him with open arms. Upon his death he was given a state funeral and buried on May 18, 1928, at the Kremlin, close to the bodies of Lenin and John Reed, the American who had lionized the Russian Revolution in his book, Ten Days That Shook the World.


One of the millions of readers avidly consuming every detail of the Hayward trial was Michael Silver-stein, a Russian immigrant and a devout anarchist. In the year following Hayward’s release, Silverstein went to work making bombs. He threw one of these infernal machines into a crowd of policemen milling about in New York City’s Union Square. The officers spotted the bomb, its long fuse blazing, and dashed to safety, but one bystander was killed when it went off with a mighty roar.


Silverstein was caught on the spot as he attempted to flee. He was sent to prison for life. It was later reported that he had thrown the bomb at police whom he said had been extorting too much money from prostitutes, one of them being his own sister. The anarchist had thought to organize the prostitutes into a union like Hayward’s IWW, but when none responded to his call, he decided to act on his own. Silverstein wrote letters from his cell to Hayward for years. All were returned unopened.













	Enter La Mano Negra
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As the anarchists preyed upon union members and company owners in the first decade of the twentieth century, an even more sinister terrorism haunted the burgeoning Italian-Sicilian immigrant population pouring into New York, Boston, Philadelphia, Detroit, Chicago, New Orleans, St. Louis, Kansas City, and San Francisco. This was the ubiquitous La Mano Negra, or the Black Hand. Unlike the anarchists in the American labor movement who sought power through violence, the Black Hand practiced terrorism for profit.




Never an organized criminal society as was the Italian Camorra or the Sicilian Mafia, the Black Hand was made up of independent terrorists. These killers invariably came from the ranks of the Italian and Sicilian criminal families that sanctioned Black Hand operations in given areas, demanding and receiving a percentage of whatever extortion monies were obtained. In Italy, Black Hand terrorists had been operating since 1750, but this extortion racket became widespread in the U.S. only after 1900, chiefly because there were hundreds of thousands of new, ignorant and superstitious Italian immigrants who served as easily terrified victims.


The Black Hander’s technique was prosaic—and deadly. He would threaten various types of violence to extort money from a well-to-do victim, usually an Italian or Sicilian shopowner or businessman. Sometimes the Black Hander would simply kidnap the victim’s child and hold him for ransom. At other times he would threaten to blow up an office or shop or to attack, injure or kill a family member of the recipient of the Black Hand note.


In the U.S., the Black Hand note was invariably written in broken English, blatantly demanding a specific amount of money and giving instructions on how the cash was to be delivered. Sinister symbols and images always adorned the Black Hand note—daggers dripping blood, a bomb exploding, a skull and crossbones, a gun smoking at the barrel, a body dangling on a rope by the neck. Invariably, the signature was unmistakable—a hand imprinted in heavy black ink, thus the sobriquet, La Mano Negra (the Black Hand).


In New York, at the turn of the century, the sprawling Italian community was terrorized by a hulking Black Hand thug known as Lupo the Wolf, real name Ignazio Saietta (he was later profiled in Mario Puzo’s Godfather as Don Fanucci and brilliantly essayed in the film The Godfather, Part II by Gaston Moschin). Each month, Saietta regularly sent out his Black Hand notes and extorted tens of thousands of dollars from terrified victims, most of whom knew that he was the extortionist but, to protect their lives and property, said nothing.


There was good reason to maintain the code of silence known as omerta. Saietta routinely murdered people as an example to those who disbelieved his willingness to kill. More than thirty persons were known to have been murdered by Saietta when they refused to pay up. He simply entered their homes, and, often in front of wives and children, strangled the male member of the household to death, dragged the body outside to his horse-drawn carriage—he later used an automobile—and drove to a livery stable he owned in Harlem. There he hacked up the bodies, burned parts of them and buried what would not burn in his backyard.


An enterprising terrorist, Saietta also loaned himself out to other Black Handers as an enforcer. For a substantial fee he shot, stabbed, strangled, and beat victims into submission. There was an element of hazard for Black Handers hiring Saietta to commit his gruesome chores. He enjoyed his work so much that he often went too far, killing the Black Hand victim before he had a chance to pay his extortionist.
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Criminally bent Italian and Sicilian young men grew to admire Saietta and his success. He wore expensive clothes and sported diamond rings on his fingers. He lived in a large house and employed several servants who were also Black Hand accomplices. He was driven throughout New York’s Little Italy in a fine carriage and dined in the district’s best restaurants. All paid him homage as he strolled through the neighborhoods, boldly reaching into the tills and money drawers of shopkeepers to take a percentage of the day’s profits.


Young gangsters came under Saietta’s evil spell. They acted as his agents in Manhattan and Brooklyn, delivering Black Hand notes and collecting extortion payments for him until, with his approval, they branched out as independent Black Handers paying him a percentage of their weekly take. So powerful did Saietta become that no criminal activities could be conducted in his districts without his approval and his receiving kick-backs from cash or loot taken. Saietta’s graduates of his Black Hand terrorist racket included Ciro Terranova, who rose to gangland prominence as the “Artichoke King,” Frankie Yale (Uale), who later became one of the crime bosses in New York during the 1920s, and Johnny Torrio, who became head of the dreaded Five Points Gang before moving to Chicago where he was, in the early 1920s, the crime overlord of half the city, until being shot by rival gangsters and turning over his multimillion-dollar operation to his enforcer, Al Capone.


On rare occasions, Saietta’s Black Hand victims thought to fight back. One victim whose daughter had been brutally beaten and raped by Saietta went to the Black Hander’s home with the intent to kill Lupo the Wolf. Saietta, however, was a man always prepared for death. In the evening, his heavily armed servants boarded up the windows of his house and bolted all doors. One guard always sat in a chair at the head of the stairs leading to Saietta’s bedroom with a shotgun cradled in his lap.


Upstairs, Saietta slumbered in a huge four-poster bed, razor sharp knives and loaded revolvers close at hand. A shotgun on a pedestal had been rigged in such a way that it would blast anyone entering his bedroom unannounced. This is exactly what happened when the enraged father somehow got into Saietta’s house and found an unguarded back stairway leading to his bedroom. As he burst through the door, both barrels of the shotgun roared, tearing away the man’s head. The terrorist jumped from his bed, dragging the bloody body into the hall. As his guard came running to blubber excuses, Saietta stabbed him to death for failing in his duty. He then dragged both corpses downstairs, loaded them into his cart, and drove to Harlem where he disposed of the bodies. His guard thereafter sat outside his bedroom door, wide awake.


Authorities were almost helpless in stopping Saietta. Few persons would even acknowledge knowing the Black Hand terrorist, let alone be willing to testify against him. On the few occasions when he was arrested and charged with Black Hand activities, a battery of expensive lawyers appeared to quickly have the charges dropped. Saietta’s success at avoiding conviction led him to believe that he was immune from prosecution, so much so that he boldly branched out into other criminal pursuits, including counterfeiting. This was his undoing. Bills printed by a press he controlled were traced back to him by an intrepid undercover Secret Service agent, Larry Richey. This time Lupo the Wolf was convicted and given a thirty-year prison term. He would die behind bars. During his first few years in prison, Saietta continued to oversee Black Hand operations in Little Italy. His name still sent fear shuddering down the spines of Italian immigrants.
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One New York police officer, however, had no fear of Lupo the Wolf. He was Lieutenant Joseph Petrosino, a big-fisted, 200-pound officer who hated the Black Hand and the terror it brought to his community. Petrosino had several times confronted the terrifying Saietta, and he had helped Agent Richey to build the case against him. It was Petrosino who, in 1901, discovered a Manhattan gravesite where more than sixty Black Hand victims had been anonymously buried by their killers. Many of these victims were those of Saietta and his henchmen, but since the property was not in Saietta’s name, no case could be proved against him.


Petrosino was truly a remarkable man. Born in Italy in 1860, he immigrated with his family to the U.S. when he was a child. Joining the police department in 1883, he soon proved incorruptible, refusing to take payoffs from gambling house and brothel owners. In 1895 he was promoted to detective and posted to the Lower East Side, which housed the greatest share of Italian and Sicilian immigrants. It was here that he began his lifelong battle with the Black Hand.


For ten years, Petrosino battled Black Handers, tracking down and jailing dozens of them. His methods were uncompromising. To demean the omnipotent image of the Black Hand, Petrosino would catch and parade the terrorists he caught down the streets of Little Italy, cuffing and kicking these Black Handers in front of shopkeepers and immigrant Italian workers. On occasions he would shout to the crowded tenement dwellers: “Is this what you fear—cowards like this!” With that he would affix his heavy foot to the backside of a Black Hander and send him sprawling into the gutter.


This kind of naked humiliation was not endured lightly by the Black Handers, who vowed to murder their antagonist. Petrosino received dozens of Black Hand notes each year. Each promised to bring about his death by terrible torture. The police officer simply filed the notes in a box he kept at home. Black Handers shot at him from ambush, tried to knife him in crowds, and even tried to run him over with horse-drawn carts. Poison was slipped into his food in restaurants. He not only survived but his reputation became so widespread that he was repeatedly decorated by the city of New York. The Italian government honored him by bestowing upon him a gold watch. At one point, the great Italian tenor Enrico Caruso, through one of his aides, asked Petrosino to pay him a visit while he was performing at the Metropolitan Opera House.


Caruso surprised Petrosino by telling him that he, too, had received dozens of Black Hand notes regularly and showed him a recent death threat affixed with the traditional Black Hand. The singer admitted that he had been paying off the Black Hand for years, and, at one point, estimated that $1,000 of every $10,000 he earned went to these terrorists. Then Caruso showed Petrosino the most recent Black Hand demand, one that ordered the singer to pay $20,000 in cash or die. The note stated that lye or other corrosive agents would be slipped into Caruso’s wine or tea. It also promised that the singer’s wife and children would be kidnapped, tortured, and then killed.
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Petrosino studied the note carefully and identified one of the symbols on it, a maltese cross. He had earlier arrested a Black Hander who had used just such a symbol. Tracking down his prey, Petrosino beat a confession out of the Black Hander. Then, ignoring deportation laws, he dragged the man to a ship sailing for Italy and put him on board. When the two were inside a small stateroom, Petrosino withdrew his revolver and jammed the barrel of the weapon into the terrorist’s mouth, reportedly saying: “If you return to this country, I will blow your brains out! If you ever bother Mr. Caruso anywhere on earth, I will find you and blow your brains out!”


The Caruso incident was reported to Police Commissioner William McAdoo who commended Petrosino for his prompt action. He then ordered the officer to establish an all-Italian squad of hand-picked men that was to dedicate itself to the total destruction of the Black Hand in New York. “Tear it out,” McAdoo said, “branch and root!”


Again, Petrosino went to work with Larry Richey of the Secret Service. Through this undercover agent, Petrosino identified and arrested dozens of Black Handers, including the man who had taken Saietta’s position of boss, a ruthless killer named Enrico Alfano. Petrosino learned that Alfano, as a member of the Camorra in his native Naples, had murdered a couple who had balked at paying him Black Hand extortion. He had been identified by Italian police and fled to New York where he organized widespread Black Hand operations.


After Richey located Alfano, Petrosino, alone, marched up the stairs of an old brownstone in Manhattan and ordered the Black Hander to surrender. Alfano and one of his henchmen stood behind the apartment door with drawn guns and defied the tough policeman to arrest them. The powerful Petrosino promptly kicked down the door, jumped on top of it and pinioned Alfano and his aide beneath. Because he knew that Alfano was wanted in Italy for murder, he was able to arrange for the Black Hander’s deportation to Naples where he was imprisoned.


It was the Alfano case that gave Petrosino the idea of traveling to Palermo, Sicily, where he thought to search the files of the local police and thus identify many Black Handers who had committed serious crimes in Sicily before fleeing to New York. In this way, he thought he would be able to deport legions of criminals from American shores. He went to then Police Commissioner Theodore Bingham and requested that he be sent to Sicily to search the police files.


Bingham had serious reservations. He pointed out to Petrosino that by traveling to a foreign country, especially to Sicily where the Mafia dominated politics and the government itself, he would be placing himself in grave danger. The Mafia, Bingham said, had spies inside the New York Police Department, and, if that most secret criminal organization learned of his mission, he might be murdered. Petrosino was persuasive, however, and finally got Bingham’s reluctant permission to go to Sicily.


Petrosino sailed to Sicily in February 1909. Diligently, he searched the police files in Palermo, pulling criminal background cards on dozens of Black Handers he identified as being in New York and wanted in Italy and Sicily for serious crimes. Petrosino sent this information to Bingham who, in turn, ordered the twenty-seven-man Italian squad to round up these wanted felons and hold them for deportation back to Sicily.


Mafia bosses in New York learned that many of their men were being picked up and held for extradition. They then learned that all of this was the work of Petrosino, who was in Sicily. A courier was sent to report this to the Mafia bosses in Palermo, Don Vito Cascioferro (or Cascio Ferro), and Don Paulo Marchese, both of whom sat on the Mafia’s Grand Council. Cascioferro, who had been run out of New York by Petrosino many years earlier, took great delight in planning the detective’s murder. He later claimed that he witnessed the killing of Petrosino and he often stated that he himself had fired the fatal bullet into his old nemesis.


Actually, it was Cascioferro who had really imported the Black Hand to America. Born in Sicily in 1862, Cascioferro’s first criminal charge was for assault in 1884. He climbed the Mafia ladder quickly and soon supervised widespread kidnapping, extortion and other rackets until, following a murder, he fled to the U.S. In New York, he established the Black Hand, tutoring such willing recruits as Ignazio Saietta in the dark art of extortion. He also invented the protection racket where he and his minions took weekly payments from intimidated Italian businessmen. He was careful to point out to his henchmen that they should never demand payments so large as to force the victim into bankruptcy. “When the man makes money, we make money,” Cascioferro instructed.


[image: Ernest Borgnine, left, enacted the role of the brave New York Police Detective, Joseph Petrosino in the 1960 film, Pay or Die.]


Cascioferro became known as “Don Vito” in his Lower East Side neighborhood, a man to whom everyone paid Black Hand money. Though an outright extortionist, he was thought to be fair, as well as generous in his contributions to charities. He was also cruel toward anyone he thought to be a weakling. (All of these personality traits were fused into the character of “Don Vito” Corleone in Mario Puzo’s novel, The Godfather, as well as the careers of American gangsters Charles Lucky Luciano and, chiefly, Carlo Gambino, long-time head of one of New York’s ruling Mafia families.)


That lethal streak of cruelty undid Cascioferro when he murdered a man named Benedetto Madonia, a Black Hand victim who had resisted paying extortion money. Cascioferro dismembered his victim’s body and hid it in a barrel, one found by an inquisitive policeman, Joseph Petrosino. A few days after the discovery of the body, Petrosino tracked Cascioferro to a restaurant. He sat down at the Black Hander’s table, reportedly saying: “I know you killed and chopped up that guy Madonia. You were seen. No one will say so in court but I know you did this.”


Cascioferro withdrew a large wad of bills from his pocket and shoved it across the table to Petrosino. The officer stared at the money for a moment, then picked it up, and, with one large hand forced open the Black Hander’s mouth and jammed the money into it with the other. The startled, enraged Cascioferro gripped his knife and fork until his knuckles showed white but he did not react. “You see this?” Petrosino said, pulling a police mugshot of Cascioferro from his pocket, then withdrawing his revolver and placing it atop the photo. “The next time we meet,” Petrosino said as he got up and started to leave, “go for your gun because I will shoot you down like the murdering beast you are!” Cascioferro realized he had met a man as tough and uncompromising as himself. He left New York and returned to Sicily where he joined the Inglese family, rising to the rank of a Mafia boss within a few years.


Then Petrosino arrived in Sicily in 1909 and Cascioferro worked up a scheme to murder him. Petrosino, however, was unaware that Cascioferro had become a Mafia don in Palermo and that he had been marked for murder by the very man he had earlier vowed to shoot on sight in the streets of New York. On the night of March 12, 1909, Petrosino met with an informer in a Palermo restaurant. The informer had promised to turn over a list to Petrosino that would contain the names of the top Mafia bosses in Sicily and Italy, as well as details on Black Hand operations throughout the United States. The informer was Marchese who, indeed, did turn over this information to Petrosino. He then chillingly, according to one report, while sliding a forkful of spaghetti into his mouth, casually admitted that he himself was on the list, bragging that he was one of the top Mafia dons in Sicily and that Don Vito Cascioferro was also on the list as a ruling Mafia boss. He pointed to a nearby table where Cascioferro sat eating with a distinguished-looking gentleman. Cascioferro slowly turned in Petrosino’s direction, smiled and nodded.


Petrosino, shaken, got up from the table, pocketing the sheaves of paper Marchese had given him, and fled the restaurant, going to a postal station near the huge statue of Garibaldi that towered in the Piazza Marina. The detective managed to slip the information into a postal slot (it was later retrieved by Mafia members) before dozens of Black Handers closed in on him from all points of the square. Drawing his revolver, Petrosino began firing at his pursuers, who fired back. More than one hundred shots were reportedly fired before Petrosino fell mortally wounded. It was at this point that Casioferro sauntered up to the prone detective and fired a bullet into his brain, the coup de grace.


The detective’s body, pockets emptied, was found the following morning and immediately shipped back to New York. Tens of thousands of mourners lined the streets of Little Italy to glimpse Petrosino’s funeral cortege. The city honored Petrosino as a martyr in the cause of law enforcement, a knight battling the forces of evil. His widow, Angelina Salina Petrosino, was awarded a pension from the city, along with $10,000 in cash that had been donated by the people of Little Italy, the poor immigrants Joseph Petrosino had spent a lifetime protecting and in the end for whom he sacrificed his life.


The Petrosino killing caused an international incident, with U.S. authorities exchanging harsh notes with Italian government officials. One American federal official went so far as to blame Italy and Sicily for being “lawless countries where no one is safe from the Black Hand and the Mafia.” An Italian official reminded the American of the horrendous mass lynchings of reported Mafia members in New Orleans in 1890 after that city’s police chief, David Peter Hennessey had been shot to death by Mafia killers after he had attempted to crack down on the Black Hand.


The Italian government, however, promised that its police would not rest until Petrosino’s killers were found, arrested and punished. No one was ever apprehended for the murder, although Cascioferro was brought in for questioning. A high-ranking Sicilian police official, Cavaliere Ponzi, arrested Cascioferro and brought him to his office on April 3, 1909. Cascioferro had the perfect alibi—at the moment Joseph Petrosino was being shot to death, he was dining with a member of the Italian parliament. Cascioferro was released with apologies. He would dominate the Sicilian Mafia until 1926 when Italian dictator Benito Mussolini, determined to wipe out the criminal brotherhood, personally ordered Cascioferro’s arrest. He was sent to prison for life, following his conviction of murdering two wealthy men who had refused to pay his Black Hand demands. He died behind bars in 1945.


Paulo Marchese was not as fortunate as Cascioferro. Witnesses did tell police that they had seen him with Petrosino only a short time before the detective was killed. An arrest warrant was issued for the Mafia don but he fled Sicily, going to New York where he changed his name to Paul di Cristina. The Italian Squad, however, got on his trail and he went to New Orleans. Here Di Cristina again plied his trade as a Black Hander, terrifying the large Italian community. He soon became head of the Mafia in New Orleans.


[image: Chicago crime boss James “Big Jim” Colosimo (left), Colosimo’s father, and Johnny Torrio in 1911; Colosimo brought Torrio from New York to rid himself of Black Handers.]


So successful did Di Cristina become that he took to signing his Black Hand notes with his own name and delivering these in person to Italian and Sicilian businessmen. No one resisted him, except a stubborn grocer named Pietro Pepitone who had already thrown several of Di Cristina’s men from his store. Di Cristina decided to settle matters himself. He drove a wagon to the front of Pepitone’s shop and tethered the horses to a hitching post. He solemly walked up the stairs to the store’s porch but before he could enter, Pepitone suddenly appeared, a shotgun in his hands.


The grocer uttered not a single word as he pulled both barrels. The blast tore the Black Hand terrorist in half. Convicted of manslaughter, Pepitone was sent to prison for twenty years and was released after six years in 1915. (Pepitone’s son, Michele, would be murdered ten years after Di Cristina’s deserved demise, in October 1919, ostensibly in belated reprisal for the Black Hander’s death.)


Though its exponents were jailed and killed, the Black Hand continued to flourish in the Italian communities of New York, New Orleans, and elsewhere. In Chicago, such fearsome Black Hand terrorists as James “Sunny Jim” Cosmano grew rich from their murderous extortion racket. One of Cosmano’s consistent victims was crime boss James “Big Jim” Colosimo who operated scores of brothels and gambling dens. Cosmano regularly sent Black Hand notes to Big Jim, demanding large cash payments. Unless these were made, Cosmano promised, his Black Handers would torch the Colosimo operations. Big Jim paid and paid until little Johnny Torrio arrived from New York in 1909.


Torrio, once boss of the Five Points Gang, had fled New York rather than face a murder charge. He was to aide Colosimo in managing a vast criminal empire, but one of his first assignments was to rid Big Jim of the Black Hand terrorists. Torrio, who had been a Black Hander himself in New York, set up a meeting with Cosmano’s men, ostensibly to make a huge and final cash payment. When three Black Handers appeared, Torrio and his men shot and killed the extortionists. Later, Big Jim asked his enterprising aide what had happened to Cosmano’s men. Torrio shrugged and said: “I looked back and they didn’t wave goodbye.” Cosmano never bothered Colosimo or Torrio again.


The Black Hand nevertheless remained in Chicago, terrorizing the sprawling Italian community. Statistics show that between 1900 and 1918, more than eight hundred bombs were set off in the city by Black Hand terrorists. Between January 1, 1910, and March 26, 1911, no less than thirty-eight Black Hand victims were killed on one Chicago streetcorner, at Oak and Milton streets in Little Italy. Most of the victims were openly murdered on the street and in broad daylight by a hulking thug who was called Shotgun Man since he cradled a shotgun in his long, heavy arms as he hunted for those who had refused to pay off.


The Black Hand theories carefully advanced by Cascioferro in New York, were completely abandoned in Chicago. A Black Hand victim was given only one opportunity to pay an extortion note before being killed by the terrorists. Squandering uncooperative victims through murder was acceptable to Chicago Black Handers since, in their cold-blooded viewpoint, other extortion victims were plentiful. The police appeared powerless to stop the Black Handers. In 1910, a police sweep of Little Italy ensnared more than 200 Italian and Sicilian gangsters practicing Black Hand extortion, but since no witnesses came forward to testify against them, they were released to carry on their terroristic trade.


Leaders in the Italian community tried to fight back by establishing the White Hand Society, which encouraged Black Hand victims to identify their tormentors, urged the police to vigorously pursue and arrest the terrorists and exhorted the press to conduct a vigorous campaign against the Black Hand. The Society saw little success. Most Italian immigrants were indifferent to this crusade and feared reprisal. Police were slack in their detection of the terrorists, believing this to be “an ethnic matter best settled by community leaders.” Also, offices of the Society were bombed by Black Handers like Sam Cardinelli and his henchmen, a retarded giant named Frank Campione and an eighteen-year-old psychopathic killer, Nicholas “The Choir Boy” Viana.


Not until 1918 were these three notorious Black Hand terrorists caught in the act of murder and finally convicted and later hanged. Their deaths coincided with the demise of the Black Hand terror. About the same time, Prohibition went into effect, offering a much more lucrative racket—peddling bootleg beer and liquor, a racket that would mushroom into a multimillion-dollar criminal industry, enrich the lives of once unknown thugs like Al Capone and make them undisputed crime bosses, as well as go far in establishing the national crime syndicate in the U.S.


The Black Hand did not die an easy death. Terrorists using Black Hand techniques continued operations into the 1920s, although Prohibition gangsters thought them old-fashioned. The last Black Hand gang in Chicago was headed by Andrew Kerr, a non-Italian racketeer who specialized in bombing offices of unions who resisted mob control. Kerr openly admitted that he had “the best bombers in Chicago” and even named his men—Con Shea, Jim Sweeney, and “Soup” Bartlett. When Kerr and his men were sent to prison, he was replaced by Joseph Sangerman, who became the chief bombing terrorist for the mobs.


Sangerman’s berserk lieutenant, George Matrisciano, alias Martini, had been a Black Hander since 1905. As Sangerman’s chief union terrorist, Matrisciano reveled in his status of “top bomber.” He brazenly paraded about Little Italy with two sticks of dynamite jutting from his coat pocket, and he would stop total strangers to show them with idiot pride a fading newspaper clipping that described him as a “terrorist.” Such blatant public displays convinced Sangerman that Matrisciano was a risk to his organization. He ordered his lieutenant murdered. By then, the Black Hand was, throughout the land, like Matrisciano’s newspaper clipping, a mercifully fast-fading nightmare.




TWO
RETURN OF OLD EVILS


1910


The Siege of Sidney Street


By 1910, England was faced with a great flood of immigrants from Eastern Europe. The conservatives in Parliament attempted to block this immigration, especially opposing those with known anarchist backgrounds. Those anarchists who had legally migrated to England and those who had smuggled themselves into the country met in secret meetings, vowing to take vengeance in the form of violence and robbery against a government hostile to their politics.


On December 10, 1910, several of these anarchists attempted to rob a jewelry store in the Exchange Buildings in Houndsditch, a section of London’s East End. Police were summoned to the area by a resident complaining of loud noises. Officers soon discovered that the anarchists were trying to bore a hole through a wall to reach a jeweler’s safe in an adjacent office. (They had hoped to rob the safe and fund a widespread terrorist campaign throughout London.)


Inside the building and working by dim lights were six or more Eastern European anarchists who had been driven out of their countries for subversive activities and were associated with the Italian anarchist Malatesta. These included, Peter Piatkow, alias Peter Schtern or Peter the Painter, the nominal leader; George Gardstein, alias Mouremtzov, a Latvian; Max Smoller, a wanted fugitive in the Crimea; Jacob Peters, who had been tortured by the Okhrana, the czar’s secret police; Joseph Levi; Yourka Dubof, a locksmith who was to open the jeweler’s safe; and Nina Vassileva, Gardstein’s mistress, who stood watch outside the store.


When Vassileva saw police arrive, she alerted the gang, who stopped their drilling. Sergeant Bentley positioned his four men around the building and then went to the front door of the shop, politely knocking. Gardstein opened the door a crack to stare at Bentley.


[image: London police massing for the attack during the Siege of Sidney Street in 1911.]


“Have you been working or knocking about inside?” Bentley asked.


Gardstein shrugged, pretending he did not understand English. He then slammed the door and retreated into the rear of the building. Bentley and other officers entered the building but could see nothing. As they groped about in the dark, a rear door swung open and a man with a gun began to fire at them. Then a hail of bullets seem to come from everywhere in a terrific cross fire. Bentley was instantly hit in the neck and shoulder and collapsed. Constable Woodhams leaped forward to help his sergeant and was also shot. Constable Tucker then stepped forward and was shot square in the chest. He died instantly.


Gardstein then attempted to flee, knocking down Constable Choate who stood in his path. Dubof and Peters, both armed, then shot Choate as they fled past him—he was later found dead with twelve bullets in his body. The last constable, Sergeant Bryant, tried to club the killers with his nightstick and was also shot down. The fleeing terrorists fired wildly and a bullet struck one of their own men, Gardstein, but the entire gang still managed to escape. The policemen were, except for their nightsticks, unarmed. Three officers were dead and two seriously wounded from the savage attack, an unprecedented massacre in the history of the British police. London was suddenly seized by anarchist terror.


Criminals and political zealots in the past had used force and created violence in England but no one had ever ruthlessly shot down unarmed British bobbies. The crime was unthinkable except when attributed to anarchists, who had long been profiled as bestial and inhuman. An enraged Winston Churchill, then Home Secretary, demanded that police hunt down the terrorists and kill them if need be in their apprehension. This did not take long. Police simply followed the trail of blood left by the wounded Gardstein to the apartment of Fritz Svaars, Peters’ cousin and an instigator of the abortive robbery.


The anarchists quickly concluded that the seriously wounded Gardstein was a liability. They placed him on a bed and left him to bleed to death. He was later found dead, a loaded pistol tucked beneath his pillow. As they fled, Dubof, Peters, and Svaars’ mistress, Luba Milstein, were caught by policemen. Smoller vanished and Svaars himself escaped. Though he had taken no direct part in the robbery-murder, Svaars was branded a fugitive. Fearing that he faced deportation back to Russia where a death sentence awaited, Svaars vowed that he would not be taken alive and took great pains to avoid a police entrapment, moving from one anarchist hideout to another.


Police conducted a thorough city-wide search for the fugitive, unraveling in the process a conspiracy that horrified the public and sent shock waves through the hierarchy of government. Dozens of anarchists had banded together to form a deadly conspiracy that was aimed at assassinating government leaders and even setting London ablaze, according to information pieced together by police from their informants and from the sketchy remarks made by those in custody. At the head of this conspiracy was the mysterious anarchist known as Peter the Painter. It was he who had devised a series of robberies to finance the reign of terror.


Detective Superintendent John Ottaway and Inspector Frederick Wensley ordered their men to penetrate every known anarchist haunt in their desperate search for Svaars. Hundreds of anarchists and those suspected of harboring such political beliefs were rousted as officers disrupted the meetings of social and political clubs, barged into pubs and invaded coffee houses. A £500 reward was posted for information leading to the arrest of Svaars.


Meanwhile, those in custody from the Houndsditch shootings said nothing. Only young and frightened Nina Vassileva finally talked, but she knew very little. It was from her that police learned about the ubiquitous Peter the Painter. She portrayed him as the anarchist mastermind who intended to “kill all the politicians and generals and set fire to London.” Through her, a photo of Peter the Painter was obtained, a man shown in profile wearing a business suit, a winged collar, a narrow black tie, and with a decided German bearing. His hair was cropped, and he wore a thick, upturned waxed mustache in the manner of Kaiser Wilhelm.


On January 1, 1911, police received a tip that the much-wanted Svaars, along with a jeweler known only as “Joseph,” and a woman, Betsy Gershon, were hiding in an apartment at 100 Sidney Street. The jeweler was later identified as Joseph Marx, alias Jacob Vogel. Ottaway and Wensley went to the address with several officers but proceeded with caution, knowing that they were dealing with armed men who would not hesitate to shoot anyone who might attempt to apprehend them. Complicating their task was the building itself in which the fugitives hid. It was one of ten four-story apartment buildings packed with people, each building separated from the next by fireproof walls.


More than 200 policemen, all given weapons, were brought to 100 Sidney Street. They hid behind fences, walls, buildings, and in shops. They blocked all avenues of escape and then Ottaway sent his men quietly into the buildings to safely remove the other residents. This took more than a day to accomplish as constables softly knocked on doors and whispered their orders to the startled tenement dwellers. By 4 A.M., January 3, 1911, the buildings were empty except for the second-floor apartment where Svaars and Vogel were hiding. (Betty Gershon had been apprehended as she was returning to the apartment with groceries on January 2.)


At 7:30 A.M., Sergeant Leeson hurled pebbles at the windows of the second-floor apartment, attempting to draw Svaars and Vogel forward so that they could be told they were surrounded and to give themselves up. A second officer pounded on the front door, which had been bolted by the men inside. The response was a hail of gunfire steaming from one of the upper windows. Bullets spattered the cobblestones of the street and sharded shop windows as officers dashed frantically for cover. Sergeant Leeson lay wounded in the street. For two hours police traded shots with the anarchists.


About this time Winston Churchill was taking his morning bath. His valet informed him of events and Churchill hurriedly dressed. When informed of the ensuing battle, which was later to be called the Siege of Sidney Street, Churchill ordered police to “use whatever force necessary” to bring the situation under control. A detachment of heavily armed Scots Guards arrived at the scene from the Tower of London at 10:15 A.M. Police and military officers immediately fell into furious debates as to how they should proceed. Ottaway still wanted to attempt to negotiate with the anarchists but a military officer shouted that “these damned terrorists must be blasted out of there!”


Though it was a serious breach of protocol that would bring widespread criticism in days to come, Churchill suddenly arrived at Sidney Street to personally take charge of the siege. With him were Superintendent Quinn of the Special Branch and Melville Macnaghten, head of the Central Intelligence Division. The Home Secretary’s visit to the site of the battle would later be considered a major public relations faux pas. Still, Churchill, who had reveled in his harrowing experiences during the Boer War, could never resist the lure of adventure.


Standing inside a shop and peering from its window to see a steady stream of gunfire pouring from the upstairs window of the anarchists’ apartment, Churchill grimaced, then barked an order to bring in field artillery and reduce the apartment building to rubble if necessary. A battery of horse artillery rumbled into the area from the St. John’s Woods Barracks. Churchill was persuaded not to use the big guns and it was soon decided that the building would be stormed before the artillery went into action. By then six more policemen had been wounded by the withering marksmanship of the anarchists.


The Scots Guards, holding rifles, took their position in the middle of the street, phalanxes of police officers behind them. Before the attack took place, however, an officer pointed to the roof of 100 Sidney Street where a thin wisp of smoke was curling upward. The building was on fire, a blaze that had apparently started in the upper floors and was quickly working its way downward. Suddenly, one of the gunmen poked his head from a window gushing smoke. Dozens of rifles and pistols cracked and the gunman was struck in the head, falling back inside the apartment.


The fire soon raged through the bullet-ridden building. When the fire brigade arrived, Churchill ordered the firemen to hold back. Not until the upper floors of the building collapsed from the blaze did the firemen open their hoses. The small army of guardsmen, police officers and firemen watched as 100 Sidney Street collapsed in smoldering rubble. Five firemen were injured when a wall of the building collapsed on them. Police then cautiously moved through the still-smoking debris to find the charred bodies of Marx and Svaars, both of whom had been the top lieutenants of Peter the Painter.


[image: Peter Piatkov, alias Peter the Painter, one of leaders of the anarchists who created murder and mayhem in London in 1911.]


Marx had been the man shot in the window. Svaars was also shot through the head but not by a police or guardsman’s bullet. Officials concluded that the terrorist had shot himself as the flames enveloped him. Looking at the bodies, Churchill grimly nodded and walked away. The remaining members of the anarchist gang were brought to trial for the Houndsditch shootings but, ironically, were released for lack of evidence.


Churchill was later lambasted in the press for overplaying his hand—never had it taken so many to bring down so few. The Siege of Sidney Street drew criticism from politicians and the press the world over who claimed that officials, chiefly Churchill, had overreacted and that if they had developed a clear and proper plan of seizure, the anarchists might have been taken alive. “The police can hardly be congratulated upon their success in dealing with this formidable conspiracy,” sneered the London Daily Mail. To a friend the tenacious Churchill reportedly confided: “What were we to do—wait until the bastards shot us in our beds?”


Peter the Painter, so-called because he painted scenery for anarchist dramas, remained at large. He was never found or convicted but he was well remembered, especially after police reproduced his photo on wanted posters that were plastered on walls all over London. Some of these posters, especially in Whitechapel and other gathering areas for anarchists were preserved with pride for years. When Alfred Hitchcock filmed his first version of The Man Who Knew Too Much (1935), he reenacted the Siege of Sidney Street, switching the anarchists to spies led by an insidious kidnapper, Peter Lorre. A British police officer who had been at the actual siege saw the Hitchcock film and said: “It was nothing like the real thing. The real thing was a nightmare with brave officers shot down. Film actors get off the floor after a scene and go to a party.”


[image: Jules Bonnot, who Jed an anarchist terror gang through France from 1911 to 1913, robbing banks and killing at will and whim.]





Bonnot’s Reign of Terror


In the same year that the London anarchists went to ashes, an adventurous young racetrack driver named Jules Joseph Bonnot struck terror in France. Bonnot had made a name for himself as one of the most daring race car drivers in the early era of the auto. He took to drinking in Paris clubs frequented by anarchists who persuaded him through flattery to lend his name to their cause. Within months, he announced that he, too, was an anarchist and was opposed to the government of France, to any government for that matter.


Some time later in 1911, Bonnot agreed to supply his anarchist mentors with cash to fund their underground operations. To accomplish this end the race driver would use his own skills. He would rob French banks and escape in an auto, a robbery technique never before employed anywhere. (Henry Starr, nephew of American bandit Belle Starr, would be the first U.S. bank robber to use a car in a getaway in 1914, fully three years after Bonnot’s inventive ploy.)


Forming a gang of young race car drivers and friends, all of whom had embraced anarchism, Bonnot committed his first terrorist robbery on December 21, 1911. He and others waylaid a bank messenger named Gaby of the Societé Générale in Paris’ Rue Ordener, shooting him and taking a pouch stuffed with a half million francs, then the equivalent of £25,000 or $200,000, an enormous haul that stunned the French police. They drove off in a Delaunay-Belleville car. Before authorities had the chance to respond, the gang invaded an army arsenal on the Grand Boulevard in Paris and removed scores of rifles, revolvers, and many boxes of ammunition. Again, the terrorists escaped in a car. At the wheel was Bonnot, waving wildly to the helpless, weaponless gendarmes chasing on foot. Much of the arms and ammunition Bonnot distributed to anarchist groups, but he kept the more modern weapons for his own gang.


After another half dozen sensational robberies, Bonnot and his men, who acted openly, were identified and more than 10,000 wanted posters advertising rewards for their capture were distributed throughout Paris and neighboring cities. An alarmed Prime Minister Poincaré announced that “Bonnot must be brought to justice by whatever means and whatever cost.” Poincaré authorized the creation of the French Garde Mobile, or Flying Squad, which also employed cars and whose single assignment was to track down and capture the terrorists.


Bonnot meanwhile robbed a factory and shot down several supervisors and managers as an anarchistic act against authority. He and his gang then motored to Belgium to visit other anarchist groups and encourage them to raid Belgian banks and arsenals. Bonnot then boldly returned to Paris. As he drove past a policeman, the gendarme recognized him and leaped upon the running board of the car. Bonnot and others inside the car drew revolvers and shot the officer three times in the chest. He fell dead from the speeding car.


Police seeking photographs of the elusive terrorist-bandits were aided by a flamboyant and successful author, H. Ashton-Wolfe, who made a living by writing fanciful tales about supposedly real-life criminals. Ironically, he pointed out to police, he had at one time employed Bonnot as his chauffeur. He then offered the officers a photo showing himself in his car and his chauffeur, Bonnot, at the wheel. The police reprinted the photo on new wanted photos; it was the first to be used in identifying the terrorist.


Once he learned that his car, then a Dion-Bouton, had been identified, Bonnot looked about for another fast auto. These were rare in that the auto had still not become the conveyance of the land; most still traveled by horse-drawn carriage and cart. Bonnot learned that the Marquis de Rougé, a well-known sporting figure, had just purchased a speedy touring car. In March 1912, Bonnot and other gang members drove their car onto a path taken by the Marquis’s car, blocking the route.


The terrorists shot both the Marquis and his chauffeur, throwing their bodies into a ditch before abandoning the Dion-Bouton and stealing the touring car. Bonnot, Francois Callemin, his top lieutenant, and others then drove to Chantilly where they parked the touring car and sauntered into the local bank. They all carried rifles and revolvers and, without warning, fired their weapons as they entered the bank, immediately killing one clerk and wounding two others. Then the terrorists leaped over the tellers’ cages and scooped up the money in the drawers (a technique that would later be employed by bank robber John Dillinger in the early 1930s).


Outside the bank, Callemin and others fired their rifles to ward off citizens who had come running at the sound of the first gunfire. The scene was something out of the American West a half century earlier. With Bonnot rushing from the bank holding a sack of money, the bandits leaped into the car and, firing their weapons into the air, drove quickly out of town. A policeman fired at the speedily retreating car and managed to wound Callemin. This so enraged the terrorist that he fired at an innocent motorist traveling in the opposite direction.


The Chantilly raid spurred the Sûreté Nationale to make an all-out effort to capture the terrorists, assigning hundreds of its best men to track down Bonnot and his gang. Poincaré reflected the astonishment of the country at Bonnot’s crimes and his ability to elude capture, saying that he was “the most dangerous criminal of this century or the last.” As if to prove that claim, Bonnot and his men next attacked the ancient fortress of Vincennes in what was close to a military operation. The terrorists overpowered guards, shooting one to death in the process. Then, while looting the great arsenal of weapons and ammunition, they shot down several more guards.




[image: Police closing in on Bonnot’s hideout.]


The gang was now hunted everywhere in France, police and military units on the trail of its members. Bonnot acted out the part of the dedicated anarchist, publicly stating that he would kill anyone who dared to come near him or his men. Pierre Garnier, one of Bonnot’s men, wrote taunting letters to the Sûreté. One missive admitted: “I know that you will get the better of me in the long run. All the strength is on your side. But I will make you pay for it dearly.”


One by one, Bonnot’s gang members were cornered and caught. Callemin, his top aide, was trapped by police in Paris in March 1913 as he peddled down a narrow street on a bicycle. As he was dragged away, the anarchist screamed: “I was ready for you! But you had all the luck! You will find that my three revolvers are all loaded!”


Bonnot had also made enemies within his own ranks. One of his anarchist followers, a few days after Callemin was captured, sent a letter to the police, telling them that Bonnot could be found at his rural hideout at Choisy-le-Roi. “I hope you get the skunk !” the informer added. “He killed one of my best friends.”


[image: Above: Using moving barricades, French police inch closer to the Bonnot gang, holed up and firing from the farm building beyond.]


[image: Below: Civilian volunteers firing on Bonnot’s hideout.]


As had been the case at Sidney Street in London, a small army of French police and soldiers swarmed into the countryside around a farmhouse in Choisy-le-Roi. Hundreds of men threw up barricades around the building, others dug trenches and set up machine guns. It was as if the French had gone to war.


Using carts and mattresses filled with hay as shields, more than two hundred heavily armed men moved slowly toward the house. Suddenly, Bonnot began firing at them, dozens of rounds that instantly killed one officer and wounded several more. He ran from window to window, firing and screaming oaths, a lethal maniac. The police and troopers fired back in a gun battle that lasted six hours. When there was no more gunfire from the house, the attackers crept cautiously forward, entered the house and climbed the stairs.


[image: Bonnot’s letter, found after he had been killed in his last battle.]


They found Bonnot on the floor, bleeding to death, struck by four bullets. He was in a half coma and with his dying breath he cursed the officers staring down at him. Nailed to a wall was a letter he had written during the gun battle. It read: “I am famous. My name is trumpeted to the four corners of the globe and the publicity given to my humble person must make all those people jealous who try in vain to get into the papers. As far as I am concerned, I could have well done without it.” He added that certain persons who had harbored him were not anarchists and were innocent of his crimes.


Bonnot died in front of the officers who then carefully inspected his corpse, determining that the fatal bullet to the head had been inflicted by Bonnot himself. He had opted to commit suicide rather than be taken into custody. Several other gang members chose the same inglorious exit, including a gang member named Corouy who gulped down a glass of prussic acid when gendarmes burst into his room. Callemin and two other gang members, Soudy and Monier, were tried, found guilty of murder and terrorist activities, and were sentenced to the guillotine. They were all beheaded on April 21, 1913.


Garnier and another gang member found themselves trapped in a hideout on May 14, 1913. They shot it out with police and were both killed. The remaining members of the terrorist gang were rounded up and given long prison terms. In the following year, the last violent words of Pierre Callemin were recalled. Before the guillotine severed his head, he had shouted: “Within a year, you will all die at the hand of anarchy!” Many of those soldiers present at his execution were dead a little more than a year later, but not at the hand of anarchy. It would be the guns of the Kaiser that would take their lives in the opening bloody battles of World War I.





A Bomb for a Publishing Magnate


At the time British authorities were contending with the flow of anarchists into England, Harrison Gray Otis, the most influential publisher in California, was waging his own war against entities he thought more dangerous than anarchists—unions. Otis headed the all-powerful Merchants and Manufacturers Association and was the publisher of the equally omnipotent Los Angeles Times. For twenty years, Otis had used the association and the editorial pages of the Times to combat unionism. “We employ no union men!” was his staunch motto. During those twenty years open shops prevailed in Los Angeles.


In 1907, the American Federation of Labor called Otis “the most unfair, unscrupulous and malignant enemy of organized labor in America.” The publisher did little to change this perception. He was frequently observed driving about Los Angeles with a small cannon mounted on the running board of his car, fully prepared to blow anarchist laborites into oblivion.


In 1910, the AFL tried hard to once again bring unions into Los Angeles. Otis countered by having the Merchants and Manufacturers Association pressure the city into outlawing picketing. The unions then placed their considerable political support behind the Socialist candidate for mayor, Joe Harriman, who won a dramatic upset over the incumbent in the primary.


Then, on October 1, 1910, a tremendous explosion decimated the Los Angeles Times Building. The blast blew out an entire wall, creating an inferno in which scores of screaming, running workers were horribly burned. Twenty workers were dead and dozens more injured. An enraged Otis announced that the explosion was no accident but a bomb planted by organized labor. He added that he had been getting bomb threats for years and that these threats were known to his workers, who had to labor under the strain and apprehension of being murdered by anarchist labor leaders. Now, it had happened.


The incumbent mayor, at Otis’ urging, immediately hired William J. Burns to find the bombers. Burns was at the time considered to be the greatest detective in America, and he went about his diligent business with great skill. Inspecting the ruins and finding bomb fragments, Burns and his aides soon saw a pattern that linked the Times bombing to a series of bombings attributed to the leaders of the Bridge and Structural Iron Workers Union. Digging further, Burns produced evidence against the union’s secretary-treasurer, twenty-eight-year-old John J. McNamara, and his twenty-seven-year-old brother, James McNamara. The evidence was in the form of a confession supplied by Ortie McManigal who was tracked down in Detroit, Michigan, by Barns’ operatives in April 1911.




[image: The smoking ruins of the Los Angeles Times Building, blown up by labor terrorists on October 21,1910.]


[image: Above: William J. Burns (left) with Times owner Harrison Gray Otis; operatives from Burns’ famous detective agency tracked down the terrorists who planted the bomb. Left: Clarence Darrow, the greatest criminal lawyer of his day, at the time of the McNamara trial.]


McManigal was visited by Burns, who warned him that under existing conspiracy laws, he would be held equally guilty with the McNamaras for the Times bombing. “The McNamaras will undoubtedly have all the financial resources of organized labor behind them at the trial,” Burns told McManigal. “But when it comes to you—well, I believe you will have to stand alone.” McManigal buckled, writing out a full confession, saying that he had hired two anarchist bomb experts, David Caplan and Matthew Schmidt, on behalf of the McNamaras, and that they had all smuggled the bomb into the Times Building and set it off with a timing device.


The extraordinary Burns then went to Indianapolis, Indiana, where on April 26, he marched into the Iron Workers headquarters and, with state police backing him, personally arrested the McNamara brothers. By decidedly extralegal means, Burns managed to send the brothers to Los Angeles for trial. The hue and cry from labor over this questionable extradition was universal. Public sentiment was highly in favor of the McNamaras. Most felt that they were being railroaded by ruthless businessmen and a huge fund was raised to defend them.


The McNamaras and their supporters then turned toward Chicago to summon the champion of labor, Clarence Darrow. The great defense attorney, however, at first did not respond. He had grown weary of labor murders and had resolved never again to enter that arena after his exhausting defense of Big Bill Hayward and his Wobblies in 1907. Union representatives pleaded, pointing out that there was no one more able to protect the rights of the defendants. Moreover, they promised that there would be a $200,000 defense fund and that the McNamaras would personally pay him a fee of $50,000. Darrow accepted and went to Los Angeles, a journey he would later bitterly regret.


Unlike the maverick IWW union headed by Big Bill Hayward in Colorado during the mine bombings of the early 1900s, the union represented by the McNamaras was supported universally by American labor. Venerable labor leader Samuel Gompers branded the case against the brothers a “capitalist conspiracy,” a sentiment echoed across the land in every union hall and on the pages of pro-labor newspapers. Unions and the general public rallied around the brothers, who were portrayed as scapegoats in a vicious frame-up. Radical labor leader Eugene V. Debs insisted that the “rigged trial” called for a nationwide work stoppage, thundering: “Let the striking toilers of the Pacific Coast raise the red standard of revolt, and the workers of other states fall in line and swell the hosts of American freeman in their fight to rescue their kidnapped brothers from the clutches of a murderous plutocracy!”


In Los Angeles, Darrow was faced by a quagmire of corruption involving the trial. As he gathered evidence for the defense, he slowly came to realize that his clients were guilty. Worse, minions from the District Attorney’s office and operatives working for Burns (who worked for Otis) practiced widespread bribery. Darrow’s people bribed back. The great labor lawyer was in a quandary. He wanted to quit the case, but to abandon his clients would also mean personal fraud and deceit. As a moral man he could not do it. His dilemma was solved, in part, by labor writer and Darrow’s close friend, Lincoln Steffens, who was covering the trial. After Darrow confided in him, Steffens suggested that he plead his clients guilty as the only method of saving them from the death penalty.


Through his intermediary, publisher E. W. Scripps of San Diego, Darrow proposed to Otis that he would have his clients plead guilty if the publisher would drop his demands for the death penalty. Otis reluctantly agreed. Then James McNamara got up in open court and admitted setting the bomb “for moral purposes.” He was sent to San Quentin Prison for life. His brother John received a fifteen-year term, serving ten years before being released. Caplan and Schmidt were sent to prison for life.


Socialist mayoral candidate Harriman lost the election and was ruined politically. The conviction of the McNamaras also set back the cause of unions in Los Angeles for years. Labor then turned its wrath on Darrow, saying that he had sold out the cause that he had championed for decades and abandoned American workers to the despotic rule of capitalists.


Darrow’s enemies were on all sides, with Otis being the most vengeful. The publisher caused the District Attorney to charge Darrow with bribery. He was arrested and held for trial while Otis and his forces put together evidence that claimed one of Darrow’s assistants had offered bribe money to two prospective jurors through a private detective.


Darrow, meanwhile, went broke paying for his own defense. He never received his fee from the McNamaras nor a cent of the labor defense fund in that case. When he called upon labor leaders like Gompers to help him defray his enormous legal costs, his appeals were answered with refusals. Piqued with Darrow, Gompers wrote to him at this time, saying: “I am free to say to you that in my judgment any general appeal for funds to defend you or the men under indictment would fall upon deaf ears and elicit little if any response at this time.”


Now he was alone, vowing to never again take up the cause of Labor, one that showed so little gratitude for his lifetime of service. To Darrow’s rescue came the flamboyant, unpredictable and heavy-drinking criminal attorney Earl Rogers. Throughout the long, dreary and exhausting trial, with Otis vindictively urging Darrow’s conviction and imprisonment, Rogers remained sober and effectively argued his client’s case.
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The smoking ruins of the Los Angeles Times Building, blown up by labor terrorists on October 21, 1910.
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Peter Piatkov, alias Peter the Painter, one
of leaders of the anarchists who created
murder and mayhem in London in 1911.
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The heroic NYPD Lt. Joseph Petrosino who was
murdered by the Mafia in Palermo, Sicily in
1909 while tracking down Black Handers.
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Top: Eugene V. Debs, who headed the rail-
road firemen’s union and who was tried and
convicted of attempting to undermine the
U.S. Government after his strike turned into
widespread violence.
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Right: Clarence
Darrow, the brilliant
criminal attorney who
failed to win an
acquittal for Debs,
argued so eloquently
on behalf of “Big Bill”
Hawyard that the
IWW leader walked
free.
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Chicago crime boss James “Big Jim” Colosimo (left), imo’s father, and Johnny Torrio
in 1911; Colosimo brought Torrio from New York to rid himself of Black Handers.
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IWW leaders (left to right) Charles Moyer, William “Big Bill” Hayward, and George Pettibone,
charged in 1907 with attempting to terrorize mine owners into Union contracts through bombings
and murd
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Police photos of Ignazio Saietta, the Black Hander who terrorized New YorK's Little Italy and who was
known as Lupo the Wolf.
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Assassin Leon Czolgosz stated that he
shot President McKinley “because I

thought it was my duty.
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Jules Bonnot, who led an anar-
chist terror gang through France
from 1911 to 1913, robbing banks
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Ernest Borgnine, left, enacted the role of the brave New York Police Detective, Joseph
Petrosino in the 1960 film, Pay or Die.
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Below: Civilian volunteers firing on Bonnot's hideout.






