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  To the memory of Barbara Sinclair Van Noy, without whose prodding, encouragement, assistance, and love this book would never have materialized. She was the first to read every word and comment on nearly every page. That she did not live to see it published is my saddest regret.
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  Victor Hugo, in his immortal work, Les Miserables, sends the kind priest to reason with the old dying revolutionist, who sat on the porch of his hermit’s cottage, waiting for the night and death, which were coming side by side. The priest upbraids him for the cruelty of the revolution; the old man rouses from his dying stupor and says, ‘You speak of the revolution—a storm had been gathering for fifteen hundred years; it burst, you blame the thunderbolt.’ ... With the land and possession of America rapidly passing into the hands of a favored few; with great corporations taking the place of individual effort; with the small shops going down before the great factories and department stores; with thousands of men and women in idleness and want; with wages constantly tending to a lower level; with the number of women and children rapidly increasing in factory and store; with the sight of thousands of children forced into involuntary slavery at the tender age that should find them at home or in the school; with courts sending men to jail without trial for daring to refuse to work; with bribery and corruption openly charged, constantly reiterated by the press, and universally believed; and above all and more than all, with the knowledge that the servants of the people, elected to correct abuses, are bought and sold in legislative halls at the bidding of corporations and individuals: with all these notorious evils sapping the foundations of popular government and destroying personal liberty, some rude awakening must come. And if it shall come in the lightning and tornado of civil war, the same as forty years ago, when you then look abroad over the ruin and desolation, remember the long years in which the storm was rising, and do not blame the thunderbolt.


  CLARENCE DARROW, 1895


  I’m not cynical; don’t get that impression. I go on the assumption that the great majority of the people are right, and that all that is necessary is that they have subjects presented in the proper way to them; that a campaign of education should be carried on to enlighten them as to conditions as they actually are.


  J. J. MCNAMARA, OCTOBER 11, 1911
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  PREFACE


  This book was conceived nearly fifty years ago when I interviewed Irving Stone, one of the leading practitioners in his day of the art of biographical fiction. Combining fact with his imagination, he churned out absorbing accounts of the lives of Charles Darwin (The Origin), John and Abigail Adams (Those Who Love), Michelangelo (The Agony and the Ecstasy), Van Gogh (Lust for Life), Jack London (Sailor on Horseback), Abraham and Mary Lincoln (Love Is Eternal), Sigmund Freud (The Passions of the Mind), and others.


  In preparation for my interview with Stone, I had read several of these books, but it was Clarence Darrow for the Defense, which he wrote in 1940, that particularly intrigued me. In it, the iconic lawyer is portrayed the way many of his disciples regarded him—as a champion of the working man who risked his career in 1910 to come to California to defend two union men, the McNamara brothers, who had been accused of bombing the Los Angeles Times, killing at least twenty men, and attempting to murder the newspaper’s owner and the head of the city’s primary business organization. While the jury was being selected, it became clear to Darrow that the evidence against the men was overwhelming and, determined not to allow them to “die for a cause,” he made a plea deal that sent them to prison. But before the deal could be presented in court, Darrow was arrested for attempting to bribe two talesmen (selected members of the jury) to vote not guilty.


  When I read Clarence Darrow for the Defense, I was not even aware that the Los Angeles Times had been bombed fifty years earlier. The event was not mentioned in any California history textbook that I had read in high school or college. I had worked part-time in high school for a sports columnist for the Times and made numerous trips to the newspaper to deliver his copy. In no hallway that I entered, no office that I visited was there a photograph or a front-page facsimile related to the bombing—which to this day remains the deadliest crime ever to go to trial in California.


  How is it that this cataclysmic event, with all its detective-story intrigue, colossal characters, and historical impact, had never been recounted in book form in its entirety? I decided to write a book that would investigate the causes of the bombing, the people who ordered and carried it out, and those who tracked them down and brought them to justice.


  Two people who had been alive at the time of the bombing were enormously helpful to me then. They were Oscar Lawler, a member of the prosecution team (who himself was nearly killed when a union terrorist bombed his home a few years later), and Adela Rogers St. Johns, an old newspaper hand herself, and the daughter of famed attorney Earl Rogers. She was by her father’s side when he visited some of the injured and dying victims in the early morning of the attack, and she watched him in the courtroom as he defended Darrow against the jury-bribing charges a year later. Although he was ninety-one years old at the time, Lawler’s memory of the case was extraordinarily vivid—he even remembered the odd weather the city was experiencing on the day of the bombing.


  But as I dug more deeply into the case, I became astounded by the liberties Irving Stone had taken with the facts in his account. Stone admitted that, “In 1940, when I wrote Clarence Darrow for the Defense, I staged, as though they were being acted under a proscenium, all of the conversations that seemed interesting and important. . . . I feel sure they had considerably more emotional impact than if I had related at second hand what the conversations had been about.” (The dialogue that appears in this book, on the other hand, is taken verbatim from contemporary court transcripts and newspaper and magazine interviews.) Stone took Darrow’s side: He had been framed. But Stone’s effort to portray Darrow as an untarnished, lionhearted hero of the working man crumbles in light of the facts—particularly the facts laid out in Darrow’s second bribery trial in Los Angeles.


  I can understand now why Stone had portrayed Darrow so. There would otherwise have been no hero/villain theme, no great man to extol and follow into the sunset. I realized that it is something of a fool’s errand to try to concoct an appealing drama, based on the interactions of powerful personalities, when all of your protagonists are in the wrong. That is the problem with this story. The bombing of the Times was the culmination of a ten-year war in California in which one side carried a banner proclaiming “Industrial Freedom” and the other, “Power to the People,” each reflecting a grand pretense in order to acquire overweening authority and influence. Employers who at the turn of the century were willing to sign modest union agreements slightly improving wages and agreeing to the six-day week banded together to prevent further advances. Labor responded with boycotts not only of the companies that insisted on the open shop but also of companies that did business with them. The city’s government, an obsequious cohort of business, passed not only antiboycott legislation but also anti-picketing legislation.


  The Los Angeles Times, in editorials often written by the newspaper’s owner, Gen. Harrison Gray Otis, gave business its voice. “Employers of labor should be ready to meet and vanquish those who make unreasonable and arrogant demands upon them,” he wrote. But the unions escalated their demands and by 1910 were striking one business after another.


  Labor-capital turmoil in Los Angeles was reflected in the businesses of other US cities as well, particularly in the building trades. Bridges and buildings erected by nonunion workers were often blown up within days of their completion. Terrorism reigned in America. During the four years from 1906 to 1910, terrorists—they wore the label proudly—struck more than 200 construction sites.


  And then the Los Angeles Times Building was bombed, killing at least twenty workers. (The actual number is in dispute. Reports at the time indicated that the remains of twenty-one or twenty-two bodies, many of them merely incinerated or mangled body parts, were removed from the wreckage. Only fourteen could be identified. The names of the others came to light only after relatives and friends reported them missing, and it appears likely that one or two who perished may not have had relatives or friends living in the city. At any rate, twenty names are listed on the monument in their honor erected on the site of a mass grave where most lie buried at a Hollywood cemetery. It is the number that the Times now regards as official. The dynamiters, to confuse the matter further, were charged with nineteen counts of murder.) One local weekly, the Pacific Outlook, editorialized following the bombing, “And on the morning when the tragedy was announced, nine men out of every ten in Los Angeles said in their thoughts: ‘Well, I have long expected something to happen.’” It was later revealed that the bombing—or bombings, if the failed attempts on the lives of General Otis and Merchants & Manufacturers Assn. chief Felix J. Zeehandelaar on the same day are included—was to be only the opening salvo in a terror campaign funded by a major US union, the Iron Workers, aimed at bringing the city to its knees.


  This story interweaves the lives of two rough-and-tumble men who came from similar humble stock and who would come to represent the opposing forces of labor and capital of the day. Eventually their fates would converge in Los Angeles—although they would never meet—where one would establish an ascendant empire and the other would attempt to demolish it.


  Still, the story lacks heroes. However, look at the world around us today. It is now more than a hundred years after the bombing of the Times, and the forces of terrorism and suppression are still engaged. It’s still a tragic story. With no heroes.


  Chapter 1


  And so it had come to this, as he had always feared it would. Ortie McManigal glanced down at his fettered hands and feet, then at the detectives guarding him, then out the train window at the stiff cactus and the rolling chaparral, kicked up by the concussive force of the Santa Fe Chief as it breached the natural stillness of the desert landscape rolling inexorably toward Los Angeles, California. To him the panorama must have seemed as bleak and as barren as his future had become.


  He had ridden the same train in the opposite direction only a few months earlier after a botched job in Los Angeles. When he had arrived in California in the late fall of 1910, he was captivated by the city’s warmth and Spanish charm. He had bought a ticket for the Tilton Trolley Trip, a sightseeing tour that included visits to the San Gabriel Mission, the soldiers’ home, the orange groves, and the beaches. At the mission he had posed for a group photo that he planned to show to his wife and kids when he returned home to Chicago. Later that day he had visited Eastlake Park, stopping for a while by the placid man-made lake, tossing bread crumbs to the fish. He had strolled over to the park zoo, spending several hours watching the animals, including two lion cubs whose mother had died and were now being nursed by a large dog. He wished his children, Evelyn and Walter, could have been at his side. Indeed, he had thought that this city was a place where he might eventually bring his family to live permanently. It had been Christmastime—a time that most men spent with their families, not thousands of miles away from them, planting dynamite bombs.


  He had done it all for them. He never would have planted a single stick of dynamite under a building just to serve some idealistic cause. But for his family, he would do anything. And so he had allowed himself to be recruited as a terrorist—the most prolific one this country has ever seen, then or since. In a span of just two years, he had single-handedly destroyed dozens of buildings and bridges in America. For his family. Now he was haunted by the question, what would become of them?


  Perhaps he had felt so unfailingly devoted to them because as a child he had never known a real family of his own. He was four when his mother died in 1878 and twelve when he was placed in the care of his grandfather, a stern blacksmith who did not hesitate to put the boy to work at the local stone quarry in Bloomville, Ohio.


  The quarry’s owner, Nat France, taught Ortie how to handle all manner of explosive devices, showing him where the charges should be properly placed in order to yield granite rubble small enough so that it could be easily hauled away for processing. Placed improperly, the charges would set off an explosion that produced huge boulders that would have to be broken up by hand—miserable, backbreaking work.


  But above all, his watchword had been safety. No substance then known to man was more dangerous than dynamite. And, as with anyone who has ever handled explosives, it was drilled into young Ortie that a careless moment could wreak injuries and death.


  Still, blasting away rock was not the way that Ortie McManigal wanted to spend the rest of his life. He would later call his experience at the quarry “accidental training” since he had not chosen it himself. At age twenty-two, he left the quarry and moved to Chicago, where he took a job as a structural ironworker, joining a workforce of hundreds of thousands of men who, at the dawn of the twentieth century, were raising the steel for bridges and buildings that would define America’s skylines. Two years later he joined the Second Ohio Regiment and was sent to Cuba, where he saw no action in the Spanish-American War—at least none that he ever cared to talk about. He returned to his job as an ironworker.


  If serving the US Army in war and working with explosives in stone quarries were risky occupations, working with steel girders hundreds of feet above the earth was positively precarious. Men often lost fingers or toes to the steel or lost their lives to gravity. In 1901, Ortie’s first year in Chicago, eighteen ironworkers in Local No. 1 fell to their death, while another fifteen were permanently disabled.


  In the spring of that year, Ortie married Emma Swantz, a petite and emotionally fragile young woman whose tousled chestnut hair and redrimmed eyes betrayed her chronic state of anxiety. Her greatest fear, of course, was that her husband would be killed or injured on the job, leaving her without means and perhaps alone. Although Ortie was a good provider, her anxiety only intensified with the arrival of their two children.


  Six years later, in May 1907, he moved his family to Detroit where, he had heard, a building boom had created a clamorous demand for construction workers, especially for experienced men like himself, who were being lured with the prospect of lucrative pay.


  The day after arriving in town, he joined a crowd of sweaty, boisterous men—most of them like himself, Irish immigrants or the sons of Irish immigrants—who packed into Bridgemen’s Hall. He had joined the queue in this smoky assembly hall, the local headquarters of the Iron Workers Union, to transfer from his previous union local in Chicago to Detroit local 25.


  The printed forms that he filled out and submitted to a clerk outlined his work history. Before he joined the Iron Workers in Chicago, they indicated, he had spent three years rigging explosives in the rock quarries of north-central Ohio. The clerk scanned his papers, then excused himself. McManigal was left standing with a queue of impatient workers behind him as the clerk approached a group of grim-faced men standing at the back of the hall, saying a few words to one of them with sunken blue eyes and a graying mustache, then showing him McManigal’s form. The man stared at it, then at McManigal, and nodded at the clerk, who returned a moment later, filed away the form, and handed McManigal his new union card.


  McManigal was hired at once to work as a hoisting engineer at the construction site of the new Ford Motor Company headquarters in Highland Park. On his first day on the job, he locked eyes with the man he had seen standing in the rear of Bridgemen’s Hall. Each day he had noticed the man talking to other workers during their lunch break.


  Now, a week later, the man approached him, introducing himself as Herbert S. Hockin.


  Hockin said that he was a union organizer, but that his job was not just to encourage workers to join the Iron Workers. Part of his task, he said, was also to organize “entertaining committees.”


  “He said he wanted a gang to get together,” McManigal would later recall, “and go over to one of the nonunion jobs that was about two blocks from where we were working, and watch those fellows when they were through work, and either catch them leaving the job or catch them as they were getting on the streetcar, or get on the streetcar with them, and as they were getting off the streetcar, why, jump onto them and beat them up. . . . That is what they call an ‘entertaining committee,’ to go out and beat up a man, a nonunion man.”


  Like most other union members, McManigal was aware of the escalating violence against workers at nonunion construction sites. But this was the first time that anyone had attempted to recruit him to participate in the clandestine operation. Some union members, he knew, were not averse to committing murder to further their ends. McManigal wanted no part of such a bloody business and told Hockin so.


  Hockin, however, was not done with him. At Bridgemen’s Hall a few weeks later, he buttonholed McManigal again.


  “I understand you have handled high explosives and worked around stone quarries in your time,” Hockin said.


  McManigal replied that he had.


  “Well,” Hockin told him, “we decided to have you do some exploding here.”


  McManigal balked. “I didn’t come over here to do any exploding or entertaining anybody,” he told Hockin. If he had to do that kind of work, he said, he’d withdraw his union card in Detroit and return to Chicago. Hockin told him that he would fix it so that he wouldn’t be able to find work in Chicago. In fact, he’d be blacklisted by the Iron Workers everywhere.


  The term “iron-willed” might have been thought up by a writer who had the men who ran the Iron Workers union in mind. Ortie McManigal realized well enough that to refuse to carry out the orders of a union official like Herbert Hockin could become a mortal mistake.


  More to the point, Herbert Hockin was smugly confident that McManigal realized all of that as well.


  Besides, Hockin was able to offer McManigal a tidy payment for the job, an offer that overwhelmed his reticence in a flash. After all, Emma’s money worries had sometimes caused her to suffer what Ortie described as “nervous prostrations” that at times left her incapacitated.


  But what if he were caught? he asked Hockin.


  “Stand pat and keep your mouth shut,” he replied. The union would provide lawyers and bail money. “Money was plenty . . . free as water.”


  McManigal yielded.


  A few days later, Hockin called on McManigal again and gave him $20 to purchase dynamite, caps, and fuse wire and bring the bundle back to Detroit. The union, he told him, had decided to have him blow up a building in the city being constructed by the open-shop Russell Wheel and Foundry Company. It was one of Michigan’s largest construction companies, responsible for producing the wheels for thousands of train cars and building the dome of the Detroit observatory, the Hillsboro Lighthouse, and countless office buildings in Detroit. If brothers George H. and Walter S. Russell signed an agreement with the Iron Workers, many other builders would follow suit, Hockin remarked.


  And so McManigal headed back to Nat France’s stone quarry, the place he had once thought he would never see again, where he purchased thirty-five pounds of 60 percent dynamite, plus caps and fuse from a cousin. He packed it all in a suitcase and carried the lethal luggage onto the train that carried him back to Detroit.


  The next day Hockin gave McManigal his final orders.


  “I am janitor at the Elks Temple and they are having a big supper there tonight, and it will be two o’clock or after before that is over, and I will be over there and I will have a fine alibi. . . . I want this to come off at about 12:30 or 1:00 [a.m.]” The strategy did not include an alibi for McManigal too.


  McManigal arrived at the skeletal structure shortly after 10:00 p.m. He set three charges at key structural locations where they were likely to cause the most consumptive damage, attaching a fifty-foot fuse to each four-stick charge, long enough to burn for a half hour. As he did so, he looked up and saw the lights of a restaurant across the alleyway from the structure. A steel door leading to the kitchen was open, and McManigal could see activity inside.


  Fearing that after hearing the first explosion, someone would run out of the kitchen and into the next explosion, he stealthily crept across the alley to the doorway and silently pushed the steel door partially closed, leaving it open just enough to let in outside air but not enough to let a worker pass through. He then cautiously rolled a heavy garbage barrel sitting next to the wall against the door so that it couldn’t easily be pushed open.


  Satisfied now that the men would not be harmed, he set the charges, left the plant, and returned to his hotel room. At about 12:30 a.m. he heard three explosions, followed instantly by the crackling of the steel beams as they collapsed. A few minutes later he could hear the clattering of horse-drawn fire wagons and the whistles of the firemen as they rushed to the scene.


  An hour after sunrise he was still lying sleepless in bed when he heard the newsboys hollering the story of the bombing. He rose and skulked to the edge of a window, where he could see police officers posted at every street corner. He had been found out, he thought. Panicked, he ran to the wardrobe, retrieved his suitcase, then began cutting the remaining dynamite and fuse into small pieces and flushing them down the toilet. He placed the caps in his pockets, then checked out of the hotel, composing himself as he walked past one police officer after another on his way back to his construction job at the Ford Tower, where he buried the caps.


  Two days later Ortie read in the newspapers that Hockin had been arrested on suspicion of having had a hand in the bombing. Certain that his own arrest was imminent, McManigal nevertheless reported back to work, where he noticed several strangers “prying about the building” and correctly took them to be detectives. He ascended the building’s framework just as he did every morning, but this time in a cold sweat. At the third floor he heard someone on the ladder below him. Assuming it was a detective, he climbed faster.


  “Why are you hurrying?” the man called up.


  Ortie didn’t answer but stopped to catch his breath at the eighth floor of the skeletal structure.


  “Wait a minute!” the man shouted.


  As he looked down, McManigal realized that the man wasn’t a detective but a fellow worker, and let him approach. When he finally caught up to McManigal, he reached out to hand him a sealed envelope, remarking, “There is a little something in there for you.”


  The “little something” turned out to be $75 (the equivalent of $1,400 today) and a note reading, “Compliments from the executive board. More to follow.”


  Seventy-five dollars. To McManigal, it was a staggering windfall.


  He expected to be able to return to his normal life. But in February he got word that Hockin—released from custody because of his “unshakable” alibi—wanted to see him again. They met in a private wine room of a saloon at the corner of Van Buren and Morgan Streets in Chicago. Hockin issued new orders.


  “Now, I will tell you, Mac, what I want you to do. The Wisconsin Bridge Company has got a job out at Clinton, Iowa, across the Mississippi River. They have a derrick car out there, and I want you to go out there and turn that trick for me.”


  McManigal protested, saying, “I am out of business. I have quit it altogether. I am sorry I turned that over at Detroit.”


  Hockin replied, “Well, I know you can do the job. You done a good one over there for me at Detroit, and I want you to do this one.”


  McManigal still balked. “No, Hockin, I ain’t got nothing to do with it. . . .I want to stay out of it.”


  To which Hockin replied—in words straight out of a dime gangster novel—“You better think it over a couple of days. . . . There is no use in laying down now. You have got to go right along with this thing. We have got to have this thing done.”


  It was clear to McManigal that Hockin was not about to take no for an answer—ever. His orders were like a net. McManigal was caught.


  “We’ve got the goods on you now,” Hockin told him. “You’ve got to do as we say or we’ll jail you. Then where will your wife and children be? You can’t lay down on us now. The executive board has set aside $125 and expenses for this job and for other jobs that you’re going to do. You’re going to do just exactly as we say, when we say it, and as often as we say it.”


  On February 13, 1908, McManigal again took a train to his home-town of Tiffin, Ohio, where he spent the night with his uncle, George Behm. The following day he rented a livery rig and bought caps and fuse from a hardware store and one hundred pounds of dynamite from his cousin in Bloomville. He then headed back to Chicago, where he rented another rig, loaded his recent purchases onto it, and drove 130 miles south to Clinton. The following Sunday afternoon, he pulled into the site of the job, a railroad yard. Bridge Company’s derrick. That night, in biting cold weather, he waited in the yard until 1:00 a.m., then set a charge of fifteen sticks on each side of the hoist and twenty under the car of the Wisconsin Bridge Company’s derrick. After setting the explosives, he walked along a road, across a cornfield, and then began dogtrotting along a railroad track. He heard an explosion go off and instantly realized that only one charge had detonated. He figured that the others had frozen.


  The next day McManigal learned that while the blast had caused little damage, the Wisconsin Bridge Company had nevertheless authorized a new contract with the union local calling for a wage increase of 60 cents per day for every worker. When McManigal arrived back in Detroit, he was handed an envelope containing $125.


  Although the money represented a veritable fortune to McManigal, he continued to be wracked with worry that he would be tracked down and jailed and that no one would be able to look after his wife and children. Desperate to free himself from Hockin’s grip, he fled with his family to Howell, Indiana, where he signed on for a job at a site where a steel building was to be torn down and re-erected at nearby Evansville.


  But he had been working in Evansville only a week when he spotted Hockin waving his hat and yelling to him from the middle of the street in front of his hotel.


  “Jesus,” yelled Hockin, “I never was so glad to see a man in all my life.”


  “What is the matter?” McManigal asked as they approached each other and shook hands.


  “Didn’t you hear about it? They picked a man up there at Iowa with a suitcase full of dynamite. I thought that was you.”


  “No, I have been here for a week now.”


  Hockin took his arm. “Let us go over to—where is the telegraph office? I must get busy right away. I must send a wire to international headquarters that you are safe.”


  They spotted the Western Union office directly across the street from them and entered. Hockin filled out a telegraph form, scratched out a few words, and handed it to the clerk. It was addressed to J. J. McNamara in Indianapolis: “The man is safe in Evansville.”


  Safe but still trapped. Years later, McManigal would write from his jail cell that with the end of the job in Evansville, so ended his peace of mind. Hockin and the union “now had me bound hand and foot. I had become their slave. I gave a lot of thought to the subject. I pondered ways of escaping them. I discussed the matter with my wife. I could see no end save jail or perhaps, should I even unintentionally kill someone, a worse fate. But men with strong will dominated me, and events proved that there was to be no escape.”


  Chapter 2


  “It is the fattest land I ever was in. . . . It has all the elements of a great future,” Harrison Gray Otis had written to his hometown newspaper when he first arrived in California in 1875 at the age of thirty-eight. He had come across the country intrigued by advertisements he had seen in the back pages of magazines touting the riches to be garnered from raising Angora goats, prized for their mohair wool. But after inspecting an Angora ranch on the uninviting and virtually deserted island of Guadalupe off the Baja coast, he set out on a tour of Southern California via the San Marcos stagecoach trail to see what else this balmy and halcyon land might have to offer him.


  It clearly had a lot. “Just enough has been done in the way of developing the wonderful, varied and rich resources of Southern California to show what are the mighty possibilities of the section,” he wrote to the Ohio Statesman in Columbus.


  Otis was born in a log cabin in 1837 in Marietta, Ohio, the youngest of sixteen children packed into a modest farmhouse. They were, he would later write, “neither rich nor poor.” His parents, Stephen, a farmer, and Sara, named him for a celebrated Massachusetts cousin who a generation earlier had served as the mayor of Boston and later as a US senator. His grandfather, James Otis, had seen battle in the Revolutionary War, and young Harrison worshipped him from his earliest days, never tiring of the tales of his heroic exploits.


  Too restless for schooling and the restrictions of his rigid, Methodist parents, he left home at fourteen and took a job as an apprentice at a print shop in Sarahsville, Ohio, that published the Sarahsville Courier. It was a job he took to with the excitement and dedication of a teenager who had been lured into a cult. He became adept at flinging type and spacing slugs into their vice-like holders, then dumping the contents into frames and securing them for printing. He pored over the usually handwritten text of the local reporters and the editorials written by the paper’s owner, enthralled by the often fiery and elaborately ornate prose.


  He discovered that there was a demand for compositors in virtually every town where his itinerant impulses took him. In Rock Island, Illinois, he joined with colleagues at the Courier to demand that they be represented by the National Typographical Union. When the owners refused, the always-mobile printers quit the paper and moved elsewhere, the nineteen-year-old Otis among them.


  He landed in Lowell, Ohio, where he enrolled at Wetherby’s Academy, determined to hone his writing skills and learn about the business of business. He spent only eight months at the academy but nearly the remainder of his life with his teacher, Eliza Ann Wetherby, the daughter of the school’s owner. “Lizzie,” as he affectionately called her throughout their lifetime together, was nearly four years his elder and possessed a sophistication that the rough-hewn Otis—“Harry,” she called him—marveled at. She wrote and recited poetry, was well read—and as ambitious for her young student as he was for himself. Her father, a wealthy businessman and sometime minister, was appalled at her romantic choice. When they were married in 1859, he granted her only a token dowry, and the couple began life together on his wages of $8 a week.


  They did not “settle down,” as most newlyweds did in those days. They continued moving from town to town, becoming embroiled in abolitionist politics along the way and eventually joining the nascent Republican Party. Landing in Louisville in 1860, the twenty-three-year-old Otis began work at the Louisville Journal and soon was appointed an apprentice delegate from Kentucky to the second Republican National Convention, which assembled in Chicago in May 1860. For the remainder of his life, he would boast that he had helped nominate Abraham Lincoln as the party’s presidential candidate.


  He hoped that his party work would be recognized by Republican leaders. In a letter to Lizzie, he warned her that he might “become the recipient of Presidential favors” and be assigned to some remote “Hottentot Country or to the Unexplored Region where they converse in the unknown tongue and live on dirt.” If so, he said, she should be prepared to come with him. “I couldn’t treat with dirt eaters without the aid of my wife,” he quipped.


  If Washington called, there would soon be three of them to take up stakes. On March 28, 1861, Lizzie gave birth to their first child, Harrison Gray Otis Jr. Mere weeks later, when shots were fired at Fort Sumter in April 1861, the new father was among the first to enlist, joining the Twelfth Ohio Volunteers as a private on June 25. Lizzie moved into a boardinghouse with the baby and two other women.


  Otis plunged into military training with gusto. He and his volunteer unit performed their military drills wherever a vacant lot, pasture, or park could be found. And then, in late February 1862, he received devastating news. His son, not quite a year old, had died. But far from sending Otis into a state of despondency, the event seems to have actuated him. He was promoted to first sergeant on March 1. In August he arrived in Washington. He would soon find himself in a whirl of action in the campaign from Bull Run Bridge to Antietam.


  In a small leather notebook, he set down an account of his unit’s retreat at Bull Run Bridge, including phrases like “Bullets fly like hail. Enemy try to flank . . . Hot work for while—Again retreats, the enemy pursuing. Got behind myself—Saw enemy advance and from line of battle in open field on right of railroad. . . . Bullets fly like mad. Retreat through open fields and woods.”


  On May 20, 1863, he was promoted to first lieutenant, then to captain on July 1, 1864, the same day he was transferred to the consolidation of two regiments of the Twenty-third Ohio Veteran Volunteers. Three weeks later, on July 24, he suffered what he described as a “gun shot flesh wound right thigh” during a battle in Winchester, West Virginia, and was removed to the government hospital in Frederick, Maryland. There he was given a thirty-day furlough to recuperate at home in Ohio. A local doctor who examined him later submitted an affidavit declaring that his wound had not healed sufficiently to permit him to return to his unit. His furlough was extended another thirty days, enabling him to be with Lizzie when she gave birth to their second child, Lilian, in September. He would not see them again for the duration of the war.


  On March 13, 1865, as the Civil War was drawing to an end, Harrison Gray Otis was breveted Colonel Otis—an honorary rank bestowed for “gallant and meritorious service” (he continued to be paid as a captain) but one that he would retain for the next thirty-three years. He had been recommended for the honor by his commander, Rutherford B. Hayes. The war ended three weeks later, on April 9, and on July 25, after serving more than four years with the Grand Army of the Republic, he was mustered out of service.


  He returned to his childhood home of Marietta, Ohio, where he invested some of his military earnings in the local newspaper, the Washington County News, and took a job as its editor. Lizzie composed poetry for it. But the paper failed to produce a profit. He later wrote that 1866 was a year in which he was “‘stuck in the mud’ on the job, with starvation even nearer than it was the year before” (when he was serving in the Union Army but, along with the rest of his unit, not receiving a paycheck). To get by, he also became the official reporter for the Ohio State House of Representatives. While in Columbus, he became familiar with the machinations of political patronage and eventually landed a job as a compositor in the Government Printing Office. He, Lizzie, Lilian, and now another child, Emma Marian, pulled up stakes once again and left for Washington, DC, shutting down the Washington County News in the process.


  He and Lizzie lived a rather comfortable life in the nation’s capital—at least compared with the one they had left in Ohio. He joined the Typographical Union local and eventually became foreman at the printing office. The following year he moved over to the US Patent office, eventually becoming division chief. At the same time, he edited a newspaper, the Grand Army Times, and also served as a Washington correspondent for the Ohio State Journal.


  He might have lived comfortably as a minor functionary amid the Washington bureaucracy for the rest of his days. If he had not spotted that advertisement for an Angora goat farm in California.


  Chapter 3


  A blinding light. A muffled bang. A puff of smoke. The firing of the flash powder from a newspaper photographer’s camera caught Ortie McManigal momentarily off guard as he looked away from the train’s window.


  “Say,” he shouted to the photog with a wink and a smile, “these sounds remind me of something.” He would use the line frequently, and it never failed to get a laugh from the men who were assigned to cover him.


  After Evansville, the orders had kept coming.


  McManigal would find himself at a train station, carrying another unnaturally heavy suitcase, and after planting a bomb, he would often return to the train station and be waiting there when it went off. Once, after he had followed his instructions from Hockin to plant one amid a stack of girder spans at a bridge being constructed by the McClintock-Marshall Company in the close vicinity of the train station in Buffalo, New York, he and those around him at the station flinched when they heard the blast and flinched again when the shock wave hit them.


  In Boston he met a local Iron Workers official named Mike Young. He told him, “My name is Clark, and Ping sent me here. He said you had some work to be done at the new theater,” referring to the nearly completed Boston Opera House. (Herb Hockin used the code name “Ping.” McManigal was “Clark” or occasionally “McGraw.”)


  Young took “Clark” to the new opera house, where construction workers were placing a large girder over the stage.


  “Put the shot there and blow hell out of her,” Young said, pointing to the spot where he wanted the dynamite placed.


  When McManigal asked why someone at the local couldn’t perform the dynamite job, Young replied, “The boys here have not got the old-fashioned spirit they used to have. . . . They have made their wads and now they are spending it.”


  McManigal performed at the Boston Opera House on March 27, 1910.


  From Boston he took a train to New York, where he was met by Frank Webb of the Iron Workers local. Webb was aware that McManigal had received orders to bomb a viaduct under construction in Hoboken. But he also thought that McManigal might be available for a little free-lancing. Would he be interested in a “big job” in New Jersey?


  McManigal turned down the offer, telling Webb that he received orders only from Hockin at the union’s international headquarters.


  Webb upped the ante: “The boys here have got $5,000 to $6,000 in the treasury and want to use it up. We want you to come back East [and work] for us.”


  McManigal refused, and the next day, April 1, he took the ferry from New York to Hoboken, where he planted dynamite under the viaduct and lit the fuse. He was waiting among a crowd at the ferry dock when he heard the explosion.


  Heading home the next day to Chicago, he found a telegraph office at a train stop in Pittsburgh and sent a message to “Ping” in Indianapolis reading: “Sold the stock.”


  No sooner had he arrived in Chicago than McManigal received new instructions from Hockin. Bombings in Mt. Vernon, Illinois, Cincinnati, Pittsburgh, Cleveland, and Akron soon followed. On several of these trips Hockin accompanied McManigal, helping to carry the explosives and making certain that McManigal carried out the job according to instructions.


  “If ever a man had an evil genius, I had one in Hockin,” McManigal would later remark.
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  Evil, certainly. A decade earlier Herb Hockin had become the most notorious man living in Detroit, suspected of prowling the city’s streets and abducting and raping sixteen girls, ages ten to fourteen.


  The Detroit Free Press described him this way: “Tall, of a wiry build, with sharp gray eyes, those who know Hockin describe him as a sensationalist of the deepest dye. . . . He has a pleasant and convincing manner . . . but has sought to throw a mantle of mystery about himself.”


  He was tried twice. In the first case, he was picked out of a lineup by one of his victims. Before his trial, however, police began receiving a series of anonymous letters from someone claiming to be the actual perpetrator. Though prosecutors suspected that the letters were fakes, at his trial Hockin testified that he had a long-lost brother who so closely resembled him that he might have been the guilty man. It was enough to deadlock the jury 12 to 1 for conviction, and Hockin was released.


  When police came to arrest him to stand trial a second time, he was working on the construction of the Detroit post office building, high in the network of girders. Police shouted for him to climb down, but Hockin refused. By the end of the day eighteen detectives had gathered at the base of the building—along with assorted members of the local press and other spectators watching the stand-off: Hockin refusing to come down, the detectives unable to go up. Hockin would occasionally entertain the assembly by swinging from one beam to another. The detectives were not amused. They continued to wait, their meals brought to them by fellow officers.


  Seven hours later Hockin climbed down and was promptly taken into custody and booked. The second trial also ended in a mistrial.


  In July 1907 he was arrested again on charges brought by a girl living in Wayne, Michigan. The case never came to trial. He settled it by paying the girl $195.


  In September 1907 his wife, Maude, sued him for divorce. Her divorce papers charged that her husband had taken a room at the Elks’ temple where he “entertained women other than his wife.”


  None of all this appeared to faze the executives of the Iron Workers Union, who promoted him to ever-more expanding positions of authority and trust.
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  On his way home from the East Coast, Ortie McManigal transferred to a train bound for Bloomville. Exhausted by anxiety, he took a few days to gather his thoughts and to visit with his grandfather, his uncle, and Nat France, the man who had taught him his craft. The only person he confided in was his uncle, George Behm. Behm, a union card–carrying locomotive engineer, quietly expressed approval of his nephew’s work, and even offered to drive him to the quarry himself to pick up more dynamite. McManigal accepted the offer, but his mind was hardly eased.


  Back home again in Chicago, he confided in Emma his persistent fear of arrest, a long prison term, and, inexorably, a life of penury for his family. “The strain,” he told her, “is killing me.”


  “Is it that serious?” she asked.


  Ortie nodded. He shared with his wife the details of a few of the bombings—what it was like for him to sneak through the night with a suitcase of explosives, to be waiting for his train sometimes in the company of a policeman when the dynamite detonated, to feel terrifyingly convinced that he would be sent away and not see his wife and children for a very long time.


  Emma held Ortie’s head in her hands as she counseled him to quit. Ortie mumbled that he didn’t know how.


  When McManigal saw Hockin next, he again told him he wanted out. To his surprise, Hockin told him he was free to leave. It would, in fact, benefit the union leadership if he did so. As McManigal stared at him, puzzled, Hockin continued: The union would have him arrested and inform authorities that they had been actively policing their own ranks and had discovered the vigilante responsible for the terrible violence. By turning him in, they would demonstrate that they were doing their best to halt this shocking law-breaking.


  McManigal left Hockin’s company heartsick.


  He turned his next trick on July 1, 1908, in Buffalo, New York. He was assigned to blow up the girder spans for an elevated railroad track that was being built by the McClintock-Marshall Company for the Lehigh Railroad.


  He had just set the charges and was sneaking out beside a line of railroad cars when he decided to climb on top of a box car to see the shortest way out. A passing guard threw the beam from his flashlight on McManigal, whose figure was distorted by the misty air, and, thinking he was another guard, shouted, “Hello, Jack, is that you?”


  When McManigal failed to reply, the guard shouted again, “Come down off there, you fellow, or I will shoot.”


  “All right, I will go down,” McManigal shouted back. He climbed off the car and approached the guard, who immediately searched him. “What were you doing up there?” the guard asked. McManigal replied that he was a watchman assigned to a nearby bridge.


  “Well, in that case, you had better get back on the bridge,” the guard said.


  A short time later, McManigal was standing in Union Station with his luggage. He had just purchased a one-way ticket to Chicago when he heard the explosion go off.


  In mid-October he was detailed to Holyoke, Massachusetts, and assigned to blow up the derrick and material being used for the construction of an over-the-street bridge for the New York, New Haven & Hartford railroad. However, after setting the charge and returning to his hotel, McManigal heard no blast.


  The next day he read in the morning papers that three guards had spotted smoke from the long fuse that he had lit and bravely put it out. McManigal would eventually pay tribute to the guards:


  “They risked their lives to undo the crime I had committed. . . . But however it is looked at, the lives of three men were thus put in jeopardy. . . . This incident taught me that however careful I might be, I could not tell when an act of mine was going to lead to murder, and this added to the burden of worry the increasing number of crimes was placing on me.”


  Still, there was an upside to life as an industrial terrorist. The money McManigal made for a single bombing was nearly seven times what he could earn each week as an ironworker—enough to provide Emma and the children a comfortable middle-class existence in Chicago. And it gave him an opportunity to see the country. Sent to Buffalo to pull off a bombing job, he took a side trip to Niagara Falls, standing at an observation deck and marveling at the inexorable force of the plunging waters. Perhaps he saw his own life plunging over a similar precipice. He wandered into a small shop and bought a set of souvenir spoons that he mailed to Emma the next day.


  Where would he be heading next?


  Chapter 4


  
    The white mists rolled above me, and the blue


    Made shining rifts only within the west,


    And the sun lingered there, and smiling, threw


    Around his form a gold and crimson vest.


    And lying there with arms above my head,


    And eyes far-reaching to the deep of skies,


    The warm, sweet earth beneath me for my bed,


    That grain-wrought pyramid with all its rich supplies


    So near me that my hand could reach


    And touch its yellow blades; with mountains near


    With emerald seas of orchards at my feet,


    The echoing roar of waves upon the beach


    Coming in softened whispers to my ear.


    And June’s soft, tender kisses on my face,


    As if she were my lover, and her place


    Beside me there to whisper hope and peace


    And bid life’s futile, vexing worries cease,


    I lay in calm content so full and sweet,


    While perfumed odors wrapped my head and feet.


    ELIZA OTIS

  


  One year after Harrison Gray Otis reconnoitered the land on his trip to California, he brought Eliza and the children to Santa Barbara (population about 3,000) to live more or less permanently. There Col. William Hollister, a member of Otis’s Ohio company during the war, had already been building a personal fortune. But he had fallen afoul of the Rev. Joseph A. Johnson, a fundamentalist Protestant minister who had purchased the local newspaper, the Santa Barbara Press. Hollister had ended Johnson’s attacks on him and the local establishment by buying the newspaper, then in 1876 offered to resell it to his onetime army sidekick for $6,000—on credit. Otis jumped at the chance, seeing the newspaper as a means to promote Santa Barbara businesses and thereby boost advertising in the paper.


  For Eliza, California seemed positively magical. She saw the newspaper as a way to share her muse with those living in the lovely seaside town. She would write poems for the newspaper about the flitting bees hovering over the local sage fields. Her husband would rhapsodize in editorials about how Santa Barbara beekeepers were able to take advantage of a “ranch” that was “free as air, for the busy bee can’t be corralled, and is not amenable to the trespass laws, fence laws, poundmasters, or judges of the plain, thanks to his business end.”


  But although the Colonel had carefully examined the business possibilities of his new environs, he had spent little time at all examining the attitudes of its residents. He was a hellfire-preaching Republican. The good citizens of Santa Barbara were by and large easygoing Democrats (only half of whom could read).


  Otis’s florid populist rants seemed more like the rabid ravings of a loon to Santa Barbarans. He made no effort to court Democratic readers; on the contrary, he referred to Democrats as “hags, harlots, and pollutants.” He referred to union leaders as “corpse defacers.” And although Eliza charmed the local social set, her husband was shunned. For nearly six years the couple struggled to make the paper profitable. The Santa Barbara Press was being printed in red ink.


  In 1879, when Otis’s old Civil War field commander, Rutherford B. Hayes, was occupying the White House, Otis left Eliza in Santa Barbara to run the newspaper and crossed the country to meet with Hayes, hoping that he might again be billeted with a distinguished bureaucratic title—perhaps, even an ambassadorship. As he himself would later write, “The sledding being extremely hard in Santa Barbara, I applied for and was appointed chief US Treasury Agent in charge of the Seal Islands of Alaska at ten dollars a day.” In truth, it was the only job that Hayes offered him.


  He had been snubbed once again, and the ostracism stung. He returned to Santa Barbara and packed his warmest clothes for the trek to Alaska, writing tersely in his newspaper, on February 13, 1880: “On the first day of March, 1880, I will relinquish control of the Santa Barbara Press and transfer it to other hands. Meantime I wish to close up my business here, preparatory to leaving for the far north.” The “other hands” were Lizzie and their two daughters, now teenagers. Lizzie, with some help from the children, wrote the entire paper each day, occasionally even setting the type. And always weaving the verses of her poetry. She had come to love this seaside town.


  
    The sky was wrapped in veil of soft white mist,


    As if its summer bridal hour had come,


    And one sweet gleam of gold and amethyst—


    A wandering sunbeam into glory kissed


    By the near sunset splendor—shone,


    A crown upon the fog-veiled mountain peak.


    The west rained sunset kisses on the sea,


    Till all the dimples on its pure, fair cheek


    Showed lovelier than sea-shell tints; in ecstasy


    Laughed the bright waves, and rushed along their way,


    And threw white arms of foam and shining spray


    Upon the waiting sands, that, silver-white,


    Waited their coming through the day and night.

  


  Few Santa Barbara residents shed tears upon the Colonel’s departure. He had made no lasting friends among the townsfolk, and he bore a grudge against them for the rest of his life.1


  And so he was compelled to move to a faraway and isolated “Unexplored Region,” as he once imagined he would—alone. But if Santa Barbara was inhospitable to him, Alaska was downright, well, frosty. In his letters home, he wrote about the hardship of isolation, the intolerable weather, the futility of trying to apprehend seal poachers in a land nearly as large as the United States. And while some officials at home were arguing in favor of a territorial government for Alaska, Otis argued that such a government would be “a useless expense to the United States.”


  During a visit to California to see Lizzie and the children in December 1881, he and the family visited Los Angeles, where the Los Angeles Daily Times interviewed the Treasurer of the Fur Seal Islands. Asked about a proposal by California Senator John Franklin Miller, a fellow Republican, that the president appoint a governor of the territory, Otis replied, “The people who are agitating that question don’t know what kind of a government Alaska wants.” When the Times reporter asked, “What do the natives want?” Otis responded scornfully, “That’s a very peculiar question. You might as well ask an Apache what kind of a government he would like to have.”


  Governing Alaska really amounted to a handful of functions, he indicated. “All we want is to keep liquor from the natives, protect the fur seal, and punish crime. Nothing more.”


  Otis had been sending nearly all of his $10-a-day earnings to Lizzie in Santa Barbara in an effort to accumulate a stockpile that would allow him to buy a stake in the Los Angeles Times.


  In the spring of 1882, she sold the Santa Barbara Press and joined her husband in Los Angeles, where the Colonel bought a 25 percent interest in the paper, which at the time printed two hundred copies a day. He also became its editor at a weekly salary of $15. In his first editorial he wrote: “I enter upon my journalistic duties in Los Angeles with a profound faith in the future development and sure destiny of the city!”


  The paper needed a motto, and Eliza provided it: “Stand Fast, Stand Firm, Stand Sure, Stand True.” The paper would stand for whatever Harrison Gray Otis stood for. While Eliza provided articles on the refined social and religious life of the small town of twelve thousand, her husband wrote virtually every news article and rancorous editorial, focusing on the seamier life of the city—crime, prostitution, and politics. Together, with the help of their children, they also sold and wrote advertisements, set type, proofed copy, and greeted visitors. Then, before dawn each morning, they would start up their hydropowered printing press, run off the two hundred copies, fold them, and distribute them to newsboys by 6:00 a.m. If a major news event was covered by the paper, the newsboys would race through the streets, slapping folded copies of the paper on their thighs, and shouting the headline of the story.


  But usually they simply shouted, “Los Angeles Times—paper!”


  Chapter 5


  Riding trains had become a routine function of Ortie McManigal’s daily life. When trains were not transporting him to cities for dynamite jobs—and back again to his home base in Chicago—they were carrying him to planning meetings with Hockin or to the headquarters of the Bridge and Structural Iron Workers in the imposing American Central Life building in downtown Indianapolis.


  After the bombings in Boston and Hoboken in April 1909, McManigal returned to Chicago and reported to Hockin.


  “I have another man in the field now,” Hockin told him. “He has got another invention to do away with that black fuse and all that smoke. The finest thing you ever saw.”


  Hockin explained that the device employed an alarm clock that could give the dynamiter up to eleven hours and fifty-nine minutes to get away from the scene before the explosion occurred. Crude and simple by today’s standards, similar devices had been effectively used as early as the French Revolution. They would allow a bomber to get away to another city, or even another state, by the time the explosion occurred.


  The one Hockin displayed for him was essentially an assembly consisting of an altered 89-cent Junior Tattoo New Haven alarm clock, a dry-cell battery, fulminate of mercury, and wire. On December 9, 1909, Hockin introduced McManigal to the device’s maker, J. B. Bryce, in the lobby of the Braun Hotel. He referred to McManigal as J. W. McGraw.


  That evening Bryce tried to explain to McManigal the principle of the time bomb. He improvised a demonstration, using a lead pencil for a battery and his wristwatch for the Junior Tattoo alarm clock. The infernal machine, as such a device was known, could be casually carried in a suitcase into a building and planted in an out-of-the-way nook; employees could be at work in the same building with a bomb and not even be aware of it. They would be at home asleep in their beds when it went off. To Ortie’s mind, the infernal machine was “clean.”


  “We’ve also got the pure quill now,” Hockin added.


  The “quill” was a large batch of nitroglycerin that union operatives had recently purchased from an Indianapolis well shooter. This, too, was significant. With the device there would be no more smoldering, crudely spliced fifty-foot fuse to give the scheme away or sputter out, while the nitroglycerin produced a concussive blast so powerful that hardly a clock gear would be left behind as a clue for detectives. For McManigal it was enough that he would no longer be left standing next to a policeman in a depot when the next explosion occurred.


  In early April 1910, McManigal was assigned to blow up an open-shop construction job in Mount Vernon, Illinois. He boarded a train carrying a heavy suitcase containing two four-quart varnish cans filled with nitroglycerin, two electric fulminating caps, and two infernal machines. He had been instructed to place one charge under a locomotive crane and the other under a hoisting engine in the Mount Vernon railroad yards.


  But while casing the job, McManigal realized that it posed a difficult dilemma. The night watchman used the construction derrick that he had been ordered to blow up as a kind of eagle’s nest. How to coax him out?


  He approached the watchman, handed him two cigars, and invited him to join him in town to see a performance of the opera:


  “My intention was to leave him in the show there, go out and blow up the job while he was at the show; but I couldn’t induce him to go down to the show, no way,” he would later relate.


  Several hours went by while he watched the guard surveying the site from the derrick. He had already set the two infernal machines to go off at 10:30 p.m. He was fearful that when they did, the guard would be severely injured or killed. Suddenly, he hit on a plan. He snuck over to the hoist where he had planted the second bomb and reset the alarm so that it would go off a few minutes before the device planted at the derrick, figuring that when the first blast occurred, the guard would immediately leave his perch to investigate what had occurred.


  The ruse worked as planned, and McManigal was standing in the Mount Vernon train station when he saw the brilliant flashes in the sky as each dynamite package went off one at a time.2


  In


  

  

  

  [image: The LOS ANGELES Times The Los Angeles Times Building located at the northeast corner of First and Spring Streets prior to 1891, when an enormous iron eagle would perch on its turret.]


  [image: Ortie McManigal’s wife, Emma, and their two children, Evelyn and Walter. Of all the principals in the dynamite conspiracy, he was the only family man, and the case might have turned out far differently had he not been. ]


  [image: Ortie McManigal, posing with an infernal machine and describing how it functioned. HUNTINGTON LIBRARY, ART COLLECTIONS AND BOTANICAL GARDENS]


  [image: J. J. McNamara posing with Bible and rosary beads as a youth. COURTESY ARCHIVES AND RARE BOOKS LIBRARY, UNIVERSITY OF CINCINNATI]


  [image: J. B. McNamara at about the time his brother J. J. recruited him to join the bombing conspiracy. COURTESY ARCHIVES AND RARE BOOKS LIBRARY, UNIVERSITY OF CINCINNATI]


  [image: Portrait of J. J. McNamara as secretary-treasurer of the Iron Workers Union. The half-smile never seemed to leave his face. COURTESY ARCHIVES AND RARE BOOKS LIBRARY, UNIVERSITY OF CINCINNATI]


  [image: J. J. McNamara upon graduation from the University of Indiana School of Law. Although J. B. McNamara refused interviews, he wrote hundreds of chatty letters to his sister Alice, who treasured every one and eventually donated them to the University of Cincinnati. COURTESY ARCHIVES AND RARE BOOKS LIBRARY, UNIVERSITY OF CINCINNATI]


  [image: E.A. CLANCY 1ST VICE P. JJ. M'NAMARA SEC-TREAS J. H. BARRY. 2ND VICE PRES. J. T. BUTLER. F. M. RYAN PRESIDENT. EXECUTIVE BOARD 1907-8. F. C. WEBB. H. S. HOCKIN H. W. LEGLEITNER. The executive board of the Iron Workers Union (1907–08) as they appeared in its official organ, the Bridgemen’s Magazine.]


  [image: The young Harry Chandler. Journalism held little interest for him. Wealth and power did. He would build the Los Angeles Times into the city’s most dominant institution.]


  [image: Harrison Gray Otis ran the Times as if it were a military operation, and he would often show up for work in full uniform. He called the Times Building The Fortress. His home on Wilshire Boulevard was The Bivouac. A second residence in the Hollywood Hills was called The Outpost.]


  [image: A crowd of 40,000 gathered for the opening of the Los Angeles Aqueduct on November 13, 1913. Engiineer William Mulholland delivered an inaugural address of five words: “There it is. Take it!” PHOTOGRAPH BY: LOS ANGELES TIMES]


  [image: A photographer caught this scene of the inferno at about 1:40 a.m., a halfhour after the blast occurred. COURTESY HUNTINGTON LIBRARY, ART COLLECTIONS AND BOTANICAL GARDENS]


  [image: In the daylight hours of October 1, 1910, tens of thousands of citizens gathered at the corner of First and Spring Streets to watch the continuing search-andrescue/recovery activities.]


  [image: The charred ruins of the front counter of the Times Building that had been fashioned from wood from Union and Confederate ships, from California missions, from Lincoln’s death bed, and “from the mast of the USS Hartford to which Admiral Farragut was lashed.” COURTESY HUNTINGTON LIBRARY, ART COLLECTIONS AND BOTANICAL GARDENS]


  [image: Looking like a gutted structure on a field of battle—which, in effect, it was—the front entrance to the Los Angeles Times Building had defied the holocaust that had leveled the rest of the structure. COURTESY HUNTINGTON LIBRARY, ART COLLECTIONS AND BOTANICAL GARDENS]


  [image: The Times uses the editorial offices of the Herald and an auxiliary printing plant to report on its own destruction on the morning of October 1, 1910. COURTESY HUNTINGTON LIBRARY, ART COLLECTIONS AND BOTANICAL GARDENS]


  [image: Arriving back in Los Angeles from a formal trip to Mexico, General Otis was immediately driven to the wrecked Times Building, where he immediately took command.]
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  [image: FUNERAL AND MEMORIAL SERVICE FOR VICTIMS OF TIMES DISASTER SUNDAY OCTOBER 9, 1910 AT 2P.M. ADMIT BEARER TO RESERVED SECTION AT AUDITORIUM AND SPECIAL CARS TO HOLLYWOOD CEMETERY AND RETURN The mass burial at Hollywood Cemetery on October 9, 1910. Many of the victims could not be identified. The large floral piece is a reproduction of the Times Building.]


  [image: THE PACIFIC MUTUAL LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY OF CALIFORNIA FACSIMILE This policy doubed from$3,000 to $6,000 becomes death occured in a burning building and the annual premium was only $15.00 The Pacific Mutual Life Insurance Company (of Los Angeles) immediately pays $6000 under an Accident Policy, upon the simple statement of the “Times” foreman that the policyholder was in the building at the time of the fire. In the program for a charity show to benefit the bombing victims and their families, a life insurance company took out an ad displaying a replica of a check that it had written to the widow of a Times worker for $6,000, a double indemnity payout, it noted, “because death occurred in a burning building.”]


  [image: BENEFIT for the SUFFERERS of the TIMES DISASTER PROGRAM TEMPLE AUDITORIUM OCT. 20, 1910 1 TO 6 P.M. The program for a benefit to raise funds for the Times victims and their families. The five-hour vaudeville show concluded with acts by Piquo, the Acrobatic Clown, followed by Helen Bertram, “Prima Donna Soprano.”]


  [image: A Junior Tattoo New Haven alarm clock of the type used in the bombers’ infernal machines.]


  [image: The unexploded infernal machine attached to a can of nitroglycerin discovered at the Lucas Iron Works in Peoria in September 1910. It was the first clue in the trail that led to the dynamiters.]


  [image: The Llewellyn Ironworks, showing the minimal damage that resulted from Ortie McManigal’s bombing on Christmas Day, 1910. It would eventually prove to be enough, however, to send J. J. McNamara, who ordered it, to prison for nearly nine and a half years.]


  [image: The unexploded Zeehandelaar bomb. It would reveal clues that would help lead to the capture of the dynamiters. courtesy Huntington Library, Art Collections and Botanical Gardens]


  [image: Attorney Earl Rogers. In an era before Hollywood stars, he was the closest thing to one. Dapper, handsome, with a remarkable court record, it was seemingly inevitable that the city would turn to the nationally famous Rogers to help track down the dynamiters. Burns (left) followed by reporters. Clarence and Ruby Darrow.]
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  [image: JOHN GRAY, E. 22d st. oakland. MISCELANEOUS WANTS WANTED—By party of men, 16 by 24 feet launch for 10 days to cruise around by bay and tributaries; best of reference, Box 1885, Call, DRESS SUITS, tuxedos, Prince Alberts and otiner]


  [image: The Pastime/Peerless. Although it effectively hid the dynamiters’ cargo, its unusual design attracted attention everywhere it went. courtesy Huntington Library, Art Collections and Botanical Gardens]
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  [image: The contents of the safe at Iron Workers headquarters in Indianapolis, including a suitcase said to belong to J. J. McNamara, the components for several infernal machines, and a revolver “to be used only if confronted by a guard.” courtesy Huntington Library, ART COLLECTIONS AND BOTANICAL GARDENS”]


  [image: The Valley Gem piano box stored in Farmer Jones’s barn containing a half ton of “union records.”]


  [image: J. B. McNamara arriving at the train station in Pasadena and covering his face as he hears Lena Ingersoll shout, “It is Bryce!” FROM THE LOS ANGELES HERALD COLLECTION, COURTESY]


  [image: McNAMARAS WORK IN JUTE FACTORY Dynamiters Pass a Sleepless Night; Wake in Darkness to Begin Long Grind. Behind the thick walls of San Quen- As the trial got under way with the selection of a jury, the San Francisco Chronicle published photographs of some of the prosecution’s key witnesses.]


  [image: A distraught Emma McManigal leaving Los Angeles County Jail after failing to convince her husband to recant his confession. COURTESY LOS ANGELES PUBLIC LIBRARY]


  [image: JURORS PLAYING CARDS - THEIR BEDROOM MCNAMARA CASE Jurors playing cards and (below) their temporary living quarters.]


  [image: With J. B. McNamara seated to his right, Darrow questions a prospective juror.]


  [image: Samuel Gompers posing with the McNamaras in their prison cell. “They impressed me with their sincerity.”]


  [image: A letter to Samuel Gompers presumably intended for publication in the program for the AF of L’s 1911 convention.]


  [image: J. B. McNamara’s handwritten confession (with a little help from attorney LeCompte Davis).]


  [image: JUSTICE FOR THE McNAMARA KIDNAPPED RCO A. F. of L.]


  [image: McNamara Protest COMMITTEE A ribbon worn by a member of the McNamara Protest Committee.]


  [image: One of the dozens of demonstrations staged throughout the united States by organized labor on behalf of the Mcnamaras.]


  [image: McNAMARA SHOW At The OPPHEUM THEATRE East 9 st. Given By The AMERICAN FEDERATION OF LABOR Vaudeville performers staged fund-raisers for the Mcnamara defense. COURTESY ARCHIVES And RARE BOOkS LIBRARY, UNIVERSITY OF CINCINNATI]


  [image: The McNamara brothers, appearing in court for their sentencing. PHOTOGRAPH BY THE LOS ANGELES HERALD, COURTESY THE LOS ANGELES PUBLIC LIBRARY]


  [image: J. J. MCNAMARA 2 5 3 1 5 J. J. McNamara, who directed the most destructive campaign of industrial sabotage in US history and who plotted to bring the city of Los Angeles to its knees, would wind up—a number.]


  [image: Attorneys Jerry Geisler and Clarence Darrow as they await the jury’s verdict in Darrow’s second trial. PHOTOGRAPH BY THE LOS ANGELES HERALD, COURTESY THE LOS ANGELES PUBLIC LIBRARY]


  [image: The reconstructed Times Building, which opened two years after the bombing.]
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J. J. McNamara upon graduanon from the University of Indiana
School of Law. Although J. B. McNamara refused interviews, he wrote
hundreds of chatty letters to his sister Alice, who treasured every one
and eventually donated them to the University of Cincinnati. COURTESY
ARCHIVES AND RARE BOOKS LIBRARY. UNIVERSITY OF CINCINNAT!
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Looking like a gutted structure on a field of battle—which, in effect, it was
the front entrance to the Los Angeles Times Building had defied the holocaust
that had leveled the rest of the structur
CTIONS AND BOTANICAL GARDENS
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The Valley Gem piano box stored in Farmer Jones's barn containing a half ton of
“union records."”
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The Llewellyn Ironworks, showing the minimal damage that resulted from Ortie
McManigal's bombing on Christmas Day, 1910. It would eventually prove to be
enough, however, to send J. J. McNamara, who ordered it, to prison for nearly
nine and a half year
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The charred ruins of the front counter of the Times
Building that had been fashioned from wood from Union
and Confederate ships, from California missions, from
Lincoln’s death bed, and “from the mast of the USS
Hartford to which Admiral Farragut was lashed.” COURTESY
HUNTINGTON LIBRARY, ART COLLECTIONS AND BOTANICAL GARDENS
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Portrait of J. J. McNamara as secretary-treasurer of the Iron Workers Union. The

half-smile never seemed to leave his face. COURTESY ARCHIVES AND RARE BOOKS
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The contents of the safe at Iron Workers headquarters in Indianapolis, including
a suitcase said to belong to J. J. McNamara, the components for several infernal

machines, and a revolver “to be used only if confronted by a guard.” COURTESY
HUNTINGTON LIBRARY, ART COLLECTIONS AND BOTANICAL GARDENS
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A letter to Samuel Gompers presumably intended for publication in the
program for the AF of L's 1911 convention.
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The unexploded infernal machine
attached to a can of nitroglycerin
discovered at the Lucas Iron
Works in Peoria in September
1910. It was the first clue in the
trail that led to the dynamiters.
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The program for a benefit to raise funds for the Times victims and their families.
The five-hour vaudeville show concluded with acts by Piquo, the Acrobatic
Clown, followed by Helen Bertram, “Prima Donna Soprano.”
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As the trial got under way with the selection of a jury, the San Francisco
Chronicle published photographs of some of the prosecution’s key witnesses.
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J. J. McNamara posing with Bible and rosary beads as a youth
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J. B. McNamara at about the time his brother J. J. recruited him to join the
bombing conspiracy. COURTESY ARCHIVES AND RARE BOOKS LIBRARY, UNIVERSITY OF
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Arriving back in Los Angeles from a formal trip to Mexico, General Otis was
immediately driven to the wrecked Times Building, where he immediately took
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A Junior Tattoo New Haven alarm clock of the type used in the bombers’ infernal
machines.
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In the program for a charity show to benefit the bombing victims and their
families, a life insurance company took out an ad displaying a replica of a
check that it had written to the widow of a Times worker for $6,000, a double
indemnity payout, it noted, “because death occurred in a burning building.”
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J. J. McNamara, who
directed the most
destructive campaign
of industrial sabotage
in US history and who
plotted to bring the
city of Los Angeles to
its knees, would wind
up—a number.
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Attorneys Jerry Geisler and Clarence
Darrow as they await the jury’s verdict
in Darrow's second trial. PHOTOGRAPH
BY THE LOS ANGELES HERALD, COURTESY
THE LOS ANGELES PUBLIC LIBRARY
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The Times uses the editorial offices of the Herald and an auxiliary printing plant
to report on its own destruction on the morning of October 1, 1910. COURTESY

HUNTINGTON LIBRARY, ART COLLECTIONS AND BOTANICAL GARDENS
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Ortie McManigal’s wife, Emma, and their two children, Evelyn and Walter. Of al
the principals in the dynamite conspiracy, he was the only family man, and the
case might have turned out far differently had he not been






OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_045.jpg





OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_028.jpg
JOHN l‘hl’ 686 E. 234 st.. Oakland.

lll(‘ll LANFOUS WANTS

'AVHD——B: party of men, 18 by M feol
lsnnch for 10 days to eruise around bay and
tribataries; best of referemce. Box us Call,

i- — — —— e —— —
. DRESS BUITS. tosedos. mmmm






OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_037.jpg
With J. B. McNamara seated to his right,
Darrow questions a prospective juror.






OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_011.jpg
A crowd of 40,000 gathered for the opening of the Los Angeles Aqueduct on
November 13, 1913. Engiineer William Mulholland delivered an inaugural
address of five words: “There it is. Take it!" PHOTOGRAPH BY: LOS ANGELES TIMES
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THE 1910 BOMBING OF THE LOS ANGELES TIMES
AND AMERICA'S FORGOTTEN DECADE OF TERROR

LEW IRWIN





OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_001.jpg
S S

The Los Angeles Times Building located at the northeast corner of First and Spring
Streets prior to 1891, when an enormous iron eagle would perch on its turret.
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/audeville performers staged fund-raisers for the McNamara defense.
URTESY ARCHIVES AND RARE BOOKS LIBRARY, UNIVERSITY OF CINCINNATI
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The mass burial at Hollywood Cemetery on October 9, 1910.
Many of the victims could not be identified. The large floral
piece is a reproduction of the Times Building.






OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_036.jpg
JURORS PL
PNn

Jurors playing cards
and (below) their
temporary living

quarters.






OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_040.png
Aos W&/

mé"?ﬂ

J{j}aumw/%a[m L2
/ﬂ»c /67

f’j/w//wvv

/ﬁ'/yvvojw/ _.

J. B. McNamara's handwritten confession (with a little help from attorney
LeCompte Davis).
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Harrison Gray Otis ran the Times as

if it were a military operation, and he
would often show up for work in full
uniform. He called the Times Building
The Fortress. His home on Wilshire
Boulevard was The Bivouac. A second
residence in the Hollywood Hills was
called The Outpost.
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Attorney Earl Rogers. In an
era before Hollywood stars,
he was the closest thing to
one. Dapper, handsome, with
a remarkable court record,

it was seemingly inevitable
that the city would turn to
the nationally famous Rogers
to help track down the
dynamiters.

Burns (left) followed
by reporters.

Clarence and Ruby Darrow.
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The young Harry Chandler. Journalism
held little interest for him. Wealth
and power did. He would build the
Los Angeles Times into the city's most
dominant institution.
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In the daylight hours of October 1, 1910, tens of thousands of citizens gathered
at the corner of First and Spring Streets to watch the continuing search-and-
rescue/recovery activities.






OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_038.jpg
Samuel Gompers
posing with the
McNamaras in their
prison cell. “They
impressed me with
their sincerity.”






OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_008.jpg
he executive board of the Iron Workers Union (1907-08) as they appeared in
its official organ, the Bridgemen’s Magazine.






OEBPS/Images/bck_fig_042.jpg
A ribbon worn by
a member of the
McNamara Protest
Committee.
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The unexploded Zeehandelaar bomb. It would reveal clues that would help lead

to the capture of the dynamiters. COURTESY HUNTINGTON LIBRARY, ART COLLECTIONS
/AND BOTANICAL GARDENS





