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			To the extended Patterson and Standiford clans of southeastern Ohio and western Pennsylvania, so many of them miners, millworkers, and farmers—decent, hardworking men and women every one.

			


			And to Jeremy, Hannah, and Alexander, who join the line.

		

	
		 


			


			


			If I have not been able to avoid the reputation of being rich during my life, death will at last free me from this stain.

			—JOHN CALVIN

			


			


			Success consecrates the most offensive crimes.

			—SENECA
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			GIVEN THE HISTORICAL SIGNIFICANCE of the United States’ steel industry and the storied exploits of its leaders, there exists a vast archival record concerning the events and individuals taken up in this book. In addition, the past century has seen the publication of several biographies of Andrew Carnegie and Henry Clay Frick as well as any number of treatises on iron and steel, many of them exhaustive. I am not sure there is a single salient fact concerning any of these subjects that has escaped the attention of some previous writer, somewhere. And yet, my purpose is not—to paraphrase the noted Texas historian J. Frank Dobie—to unearth and rebury the same old bones of history. Instead, I have turned my focus upon the thread of a relationship and have restricted my attention for the most part to matters pertaining thereto. Readers who desire a more extensive examination of any single aspect of this story will find a selected bibliography at the end of the text. The books cited there have been invaluable sources. In the instances where I refer to information unique to any single publication, I have endeavored to provide a citation in the text.

			A word is also in order regarding the worth of Carnegie’s holdings in today’s dollars. If the present value of Carnegie’s haul from the sale of his companies in 1901 were computed based on changes in the Consumer Price Index it would be about $8 billion, making him a relative piker compared to modern-day tycoons. However, according to a formula devised by Michael Klepper and Robert Gunther in their 1996 book The Wealthy 100, the value of a personal fortune is better understood in relation to the total gross national product of an individual’s era. By that measure, Carnegie was worth $112 billion in his day, far ahead of Bill Gates ($85 billion), Sam Walton ($42 billion), or Warren Buffett ($31 billion). Carnegie was to remain the world’s wealthiest individual for more than a decade, and he is number two on the all-time list, behind only John D. Rockefeller, whose forced liquidation of Standard Oil in 1913 netted him $212 billion in today’s dollars. Readers wishing to convert the dollar figures in this volume may wish to use the 200x factor as a rough indicator of modern equivalencies.
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			EYE OF THE NEEDLE

			[image: image]

			WHEN I UNDERTOOK THIS RETRACING of the intertwined and singular lives of Andrew Carnegie and Henry Clay Frick, two of the most influential men to emerge from a remarkable historical period that spawned so many earth-roaming titans, I was well aware of the conflicted feelings I held toward my subjects.

			After all, I grew up in the 1950s in the hills of southeastern Ohio, the child of working-class parents in a mining and manufacturing center. For many years I had watched as my mother and father and my many aunts and uncles rose early (or late, depending on the shifts they worked), packed their lunches into bags or tins, and made their way to the mines or the factories where they fought the machines and tended the lines for eight largely uninterrupted hours, earning the wages that kept us going from paycheck to paycheck.

			Though Carnegie and Frick were long gone, their legacies were largely intact and robust. School field trips often took me and my classmates to the nearby metropolis of Pittsburgh, where the smoke from the mighty blast furnaces of U.S. Steel and Jones and Laughlin and so many others turned every Monongahela Valley day into dusk. The United States was the undisputed leader of the industrialized world, and the proof, in Pittsburgh, was everywhere we looked.

			And if my parents and my aunts and uncles were awe-inspiring in their ability to rise each day and repeat the same tasks over and over and over again, without complaint, then those men we saw in Pittsburgh tending the giant furnaces, dodging railcars, stirring cauldrons of molten steel, breathing air that stunted oak trees into bonsai and dusted faces black, exuded a strength and endurance that seemed superhuman.

			How could anyone do such work? I wondered. I knew that I could not.

			I had seen that famous television episode from I Love Lucy where Lucy and Ethel are ordered to the assembly line in a candy factory, charged with boxing up the endless flow of bonbons to their stations. In short order, the belt speeds up and the rate of arriving chocolates outstrips the ability of our heroines to pack them up. Those who see this episode often find themselves weeping with laughter as Lucy jams chocolates into her apron, stuffs them in her cheeks, tosses the damned things anywhere and everywhere in a doomed attempt to keep up. When I see the episode repeated, I laugh, too, but always with a note of dismay, for I can never forget how the scene struck me the first time I saw it. To my ten-year-old sensibilities, it was as tragic as it was comic.

			If you couldn’t meet the demands of the assembly line, I knew, you were no more useful than any other piece of dysfunctional machinery. You’d be replaced. And where would the groceries come from then?

			Sure, I was smart enough to get the joke, but I also knew that Lucy’s bug-eyed panic was a way of making a hard truth a little more bearable.

			At the same time, my parents and my aunts and uncles were quick to tell me how fortunate they were to have the opportunity to work. Furthermore, they pointed out, I was doing well in school, so well in fact that I might even entertain the notion of going to college, something that no one in our extended clan had ever done. With this education, I could transform myself and my prospects, and indeed I have often described my life as one long, unbroken effort to stay off the assembly line.

			The upside of my family’s story was reflected in the books of Horatio Alger Jr., copies of which I pulled from my grandmother’s shelves and devoured, along with other rags-to-riches tales, many of them slender, orange, cloth-bound biographies of famous Americans who had risen from nothing.

			“We have neither kings nor princes here,” one of my teachers often said. “You young men and women can become anything you want. That is the blessing of living in America.”

			He was right, of course. I have in fact managed to stay off the assembly line. William Jefferson Clinton rose from a broken, abusive home to become president. Andrew Carnegie rose from a penniless wretch to become the richest man in the world, just as every week someone, somewhere, wins the lottery. And if the cynics among us might liken it all to a giant pyramid scheme, at least it can be argued that the few top spots are open to all.

			This contradiction at the heart of capitalist enterprise has not escaped the attention of theologians, philosophers, and politicians, of course. On the one hand, we have the famous adjuration from the Gospels that “it is easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter into the kingdom of God,” while the reformer John Calvin argues that the acquisition of wealth is a sign of God’s preordained favor. In his groundbreaking work The Protestant Ethic and the Spirit of Capitalism, the sociologist Max Weber suggests that Calvin’s ideas led to such a sea change among churchmen and their followers that by the beginning of the twentieth century, “doing the Lord’s work” and “turning a profit” had become indistinguishable virtues.

			In his often-anthologized short story “In the Heart of the Heart of the Country,” William H. Gass speaks of the vast numbers of Midwestern farmers and working people who have for decades voted “squarely against their interests,” presumably due to some emotionally laden issue dear to the conservative heart—but it is just as likely that these are quite logical individuals eager to support a system in which a son or a daughter might someday, somehow, manage to climb a rung or two or twenty up the economic ladder.

			One thing is clear: Carnegie and Frick represent the American ethos of limitless possibility more forcefully than any fictional overachieving shoeshine boy or chimney sweep. Both men were born to poverty, and both became wealthy and powerful beyond imagining. Yet the circumstances that led to their extraordinarily successful partnership seem, in retrospect, as inevitable as the plot turns in a Dickens novel.

			The impact of their steelmaking enterprise on the economy at the end of the nineteenth century was as profound as the impact of the American Revolution had been on this country’s politics and philosophy a century before. The business practices of Carnegie and Frick and the principles they embodied not only made them the industrial potentates of their time, but continue to influence boardroom and labor relations practices to this day. And the rupture of their once “perfect partnership” illuminates the contradictions embodied in those two hallowed pillars of our thinking: capitalism and the Protestant ethic.

			Carnegie and Frick were not the first to wrestle with those contradictions and they were most assuredly not the last. But the making and unraveling of their relationship became, for me, an often-troubling exploration of America’s promise to us all—a reminder that monumental achievement comes at monumental cost. Their story offers a vivid illustration of a young nation’s steadfast belief in progress and in man’s ability to affect his own destiny. As the ancients observed, such thinking may be fine for gods; but when mortals attempt to operate on the same plane—even mortals of heroic proportions—tragedy ensues.
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			Workers look on as molten steel is transformed into plate by one of the huge rolling mills operating at the Homestead works in 1892. (Rivers of Steel Archives)
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			GAUNTLET
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			ON A LATE SPRING DAY IN 1919, so the story goes, only weeks before the Treaty of Versailles put an end to a war that had threatened the very fabric of civilization, one of America’s wealthiest men—his holdings valued at more than $100 billion in today’s dollars—sat up in his sickbed in his Manhattan home and called to one of his caregivers for a pen and paper.

			Andrew Carnegie, eighty-three, once the mightiest industrialist in all the world, now a wizened and influenza-ravaged man who for nearly two years had been under doctors’ care in his block-long, six-level mansion on Gotham’s Millionaires’ Row, took up the instruments brought to him and began to write as if possessed. When he was finished, he summoned to his chambers his longtime personal secretary James Bridge, the man who had helped him write Triumphant Democracy, one of the most persuasive tracts ever written in the cause of fair treatment of labor, all the more compelling for its author’s position as a titan of industry.

			“Take this to Frick,” Carnegie said as he handed the letter to his old confidant.

			It would have been enough to snap Bridge upright. Surprise enough to hear Carnegie mention that name, much less hand over a letter to that person. True, Henry Clay Frick was a fellow giant of industry—recently dubbed one of America’s leading financiers by the New York Times—and he and Andrew Carnegie had been partners once. Frick had been the man Carnegie trusted above all others to manage the affairs of Carnegie Steel, a manufacturing combine so vast that its output surpassed that of the entire British Empire.

			But, so far as anyone knew, the two men had not exchanged a word in nearly twenty years—not since Carnegie drove Frick out of the business and Frick successfully pressed a monumental lawsuit against his former partner, the first in a long string of vengeful acts.

			Had Carnegie divulged the contents of the letter, the secretary’s expression would have likely turned to outright astonishment. As it was, Bridge left Carnegie and made his way down Fifth Avenue from the awe-inspiring, sixty-four-room mansion across from Central Park at 91st Street to an even more imposing structure some twenty blocks south.

			It was Bridge’s good fortune that Carnegie had selected him to be the bearer of this missive, proof positive that he had managed his way back into Carnegie’s good graces. For it was true that Bridge had authored his own acts of treason against Carnegie. In the early 1900s, while he was working on a revision of Triumphant Democracy that would have brought him a renewed flood of royalties, Bridge got word that Carnegie, still stinging from a series of rebukes from labor, would not permit a reissue of the book.

			As a result, Bridge did the unthinkable: with information fed to him by Frick and others on the outs with Carnegie, he went to work on a book titled The Inside History of the Carnegie Steel Company, an account that reassessed any number of myths concerning Carnegie, including his role in one of the most violent labor strikes in United States history, 1892’s infamous Battle of Homestead, where many were killed and injured on both sides. It was an event that had long dogged the thin-skinned Carnegie.

			Bridge was fortunate, however; time and circumstance had changed Carnegie’s perspective, not only upon the actions of others, but upon a number of his own as well. By most accounts, the last years of Andrew Carnegie were marked by great swings in the mood of “the world’s richest man.” Carnegie, who acquired that sobriquet in 1901, when he sold his Pennsylvania steel empire to rival J. P. Morgan for the then-unimaginable sum of $480 million, had spent many of the intervening years giving away his fortune.

			In addition to the funding of some 2,800 public libraries across the United States and as far away as Fiji and New Zealand, he had endowed the Carnegie Institute of Technology in his adopted hometown of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, the Carnegie Research Institution in Washington, D.C., and the Carnegie Educational Foundation in New York City, as well as the Endowment for International Peace. This last endowment was, in the final decade of his life, the cornerstone of his attempts to sway the nations of the world from their fixation upon war as a solution to political problems.

			Carnegie’s efforts to secure world peace would cost nearly $25 million ($5.5 billion today), but that was a pittance compared to all his giving. According to Carnegie biographer Peter Krass, Carnegie was fond of turning to an assistant during his later years to ask, “How much did you say I had given away, Poynton?” To which the answer was an inevitable “$324,657,399.” To this day he is often credited with having established the precedent of corporate philanthropy; as one commentator observed, when Bill Gates makes a gift of some of his hard-earned millions, it is probably the ghost of Andrew Carnegie that guides his outstretched hand.

			And yet Carnegie, for all his largesse, remained a troubled man. In 1914, speaking at the anniversary celebration of one of the libraries he had founded in western Pennsylvania, the white-bearded, slightly built benefactor, bearing an odd resemblance to Edmund Gwenn’s Santa Claus in Miracle on 34th Street, said, “I’m willing to put this library and institution against any other form of benevolence. . . . And all’s well since it is growing better and when I go for a trial for the things done on earth, I think I’ll get a verdict of ‘not guilty’ through my efforts to make the earth a little better than I found it.”

			Beneath his self-confidence and optimism, the defensive undertone was clear: speaking scant miles from the site of that bloody Battle of Homestead, where steelworkers still lived in bleak houses and lacked the power to organize in any meaningful way, Carnegie knew full well that many a man in Homestead would dispute his claim that all was well and growing better.

			And in the five years since 1914, little had changed in the mill towns of Pittsburgh. A massive, nationwide strike to protest wages and working conditions in the steel industry loomed in late 1919, and Homestead still stood as the symbol of labor’s difficult struggle. How much guilt Carnegie truly harbored is a secret he would carry to his grave, but the fact that he had sent an eleventh-hour communiqué to the man to whom he’d entrusted the defense of the Homestead plant on the fateful night of July 5, 1892, spoke volumes.

			By the time Bridge arrived at the Frick mansion, a modern-day palace that its owner had vowed would make Carnegie’s place look like a hovel, Bridge would have been beside himself, not only wondering as to the contents of the message he carried, but fearing the response of the man to whom it was addressed.

			Though Frick, like Carnegie, stood at only five feet three inches (at a time when the average man was five feet seven), and was white-bearded by now as well, he would never be mistaken for Santa Claus. Photographs of the era reveal his features as handsome, but Frick’s countenance was intimidating, and that had been no hindrance in his dealings with business rivals and union organizers. “You see that his head is there, placed on that body, for his triumph and your defeat,” one of his contemporaries observed. Thus, while Carnegie had gone to great pains to portray himself as a benevolent friend to his workers, he had delegated the job of holding the line on wages and other demands to Frick—a Patton to Carnegie’s FDR, as it were.

			Bridge knew Frick’s legendary toughness well—this was one executive as willing to use his fists as his voice to deal with an enemy or a rival—and he could have been forgiven his apprehension as Frick tore open the envelope and scanned its contents.

			Frick glanced up at Bridge accusingly, as if the messenger knew full well what was in the letter. “So Carnegie wants to meet me, does he?”

			Bridge could only stare back, dumbfounded.

			But a meeting was precisely what Carnegie had called for. In his careful script, Carnegie had reasoned that both he and Frick were growing old, and that past grievances were beneath their dignity. In truth, they were first among equals. Surely it was time to meet and patch up the wounds they had inflicted upon each other. Time to make amends and prepare to meet their Maker.

			The words might have touched a chord in almost any other man, but Henry Clay Frick, still the ranking board member of U.S. Steel, showed no sign of gratitude or relief.

			By this time Bridge might have been edging for the door. Frick’s ire was, after all, legendary. He’d gone toe-to-toe with strikers, assassins, and even Carnegie himself, and had rarely met a grudge he could not hold. Long before Frick had constructed the mansion that would dwarf Carnegie’s “Highlands” up the street, he had gone out of his way to purchase a tract of land in downtown Pittsburgh, then built a skyscraper tall enough to cast Carnegie’s own office building next door in perpetual shadow.

			“Yes, you can tell Carnegie I’ll meet him,” Frick said finally, wadding the letter and tossing it back at Bridge. “Tell him I’ll see him in Hell, where we both are going.”
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			THE STAGE IS SET
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			HENRY FRICK’S REACTION ON THAT New York spring day in 1919 can be traced back to the events of a fateful summer in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, some thirty years before, when a tragedy unfolded whose reverberations can still be felt. Of course, as is always the case when tracing history, there is no stopping anywhere, truly, for seeking out first causes is something like following the warp and weft of an enormous knitted sweater. Pulling on one string always bunches up another, and smoothing that only leads to the knot in the next, and so it is with the story of Carnegie and Frick.

			Still, Independence Day of 1892 will do as a starting point. As that anniversary of the nation’s founding approached, most citizens of the United States were aware that their world was changing at a rapid pace—technologically and otherwise—though they could not have understood just how pivotal the era in which they lived would be judged by future historians.

			By anyone’s lights, material progress was mind-boggling. Though not in widespread use, the device known as the telephone had come into being in 1876, and the electric lightbulb had followed three years later. People everywhere could now dream, at least, of someday having such magical devices at their beck and call.

			On the other hand, men were still buttoning up their trousers in 1892, and women needed help with the backs of their full-skirted dresses, for it would be another year before the zipper made its debut. It would be three more years before the movie projector made its first appearance, while the player piano (1894), refrigerated air-conditioning (1902), and the radio station (1920) were still the stuff of dreams and whimsy.

			The country, just over a century old, comprised only forty-four states, with Wyoming having joined the fold on July 10, 1890. Still to come were Utah (1896), Oklahoma (1907), and New Mexico and Arizona (1912). As for Alaska and Hawaii, no mention need be made. Battles with Indians were still the stuff of major news: Custer had been dead only sixteen years, and the Battle of Wounded Knee had taken place just before the dawn of the New Year of 1891.

			The population of the republic stood at barely 61 million when the results of the official census were announced on June 1, 1890. Some five and a quarter million of them lived in Pennsylvania, second in numbers only to New York’s six million. Though Philadelphia was the largest city in the Keystone State, in the far western section lay the important industrial city of Pittsburgh. Its 250,000 residents, living in and about the confluence of the Allegheny and Monongahela Rivers (with ready access to the nearby Ohio), made it—at a time when most substantial commerce still relied on water for the transport of heavy goods—the thirteenth-largest city in the nation.

			One day Pittsburgh would be the home of the first radio station (KDKA), and in 1958 Dr. Jonas Salk would, at the University of Pittsburgh, develop the vaccine that would virtually wipe out the disease commonly referred to as “infantile paralysis.”

			In 1892, however, few Pittsburgh residents would have dreamed of radio stations or miraculous cures, or known, even, of the work of the Duryea brothers, who were about to unveil the first gasoline-powered vehicle. Nor would there have been many streets in the hilly city on which their puny, one-cylinder contraption would have been drivable.

			Many more would have been familiar with the phenomenon of the rise of the popular music industry, though no one would have referred to it that way. They might simply have hummed a few bars of “After the Ball,” the 1892 creation of a promoter named Charles K. Harris, who wrote and published the song in an unabashed attempt to prove that a popular tune could be marketed as a “million seller.”

			Harris did not let the absence of a radio network or payola-ready disc jockeys or jukeboxes, which had yet to be invented, deter him. He finagled the inclusion of the song into a highly popular traveling variety show, and would eventually persuade John Philip Sousa to play it daily for visitors to the Chicago World’s Fair of 1893. Harris’s creation was soon selling as many as five thousand copies of sheet music a day, and would ultimately sell not one million but five million copies. This was a “sky’s the limit” country.

			The more leisured or literate of the Pittsburgh population might have been familiar with a book titled Looking Backward: 2000–1887, a clumsily written but engaging piece of utopian fiction that had become the most popular American novel since Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Edward Bellamy’s novel imagined a future America with no class distinctions, a wholly nationalized industrial establishment, and an equal distribution of wealth. Bellamy’s book sparked the formation of many clubs and discussion groups, and was a favorite of socialist-leaning organizations such as Eugene Debs’s Populist Party, an organization not unknown in what was rapidly becoming the steel capital of the world.

			There was much talk in 1892 Pittsburgh about the upcoming presidential election, in which Democrat Grover Cleveland was waging a spirited campaign against the incumbent Republican, Benjamin Harrison. Cleveland had actually received nearly 100,000 more popular votes when the two had opposed each other in the previous election of 1888 (5,540,000 to 5,447,000), but the tally from the Electoral College had delivered the victory to Harrison, 233 to 168.

			In Pittsburgh, a workingman’s town, the opinion of the citizenry was divided: many favored the Democrat Cleveland out of general principle; others were prepared to vote for the Republican Harrison, who championed stiff tariffs that protected American-made industrial goods against foreign competition. The tariffs were the brainchildren and the darlings of the steel industry’s owners, but laborers, who feared losing jobs because of cheaper foreign imports, supported them, too.

			The contest between Cleveland and Harrison was a matter of partisan politics for many, then, but it also symbolized deeper currents in a country still raw and ingenuous. A fierce national pride still united a rebellious populace, among whom a few were old enough to have personal memories of British invaders actually sacking the nation’s capital and burning the White House in the early part of the century; and only a quarter of a century previously, a huge civil war had riven the nation over issues of self-governance, territorial integrity, and questions of liberty and justice for all. It was a country that had been forged upon not only the concept of equality, but the practice of it.

			And while the finer points of liberty—including universal suffrage and equal rights—remained nettlesome, the expanding Western frontier had for at least a century provided Americans with the illusion of—if not the literal opportunity for—material advancement open to all. This was the land of the gold rush and the land rush and the homestead allotment, and all it might take to advance one’s life significantly was the willingness to overcome fear, hitch up the team, and venture toward the unknown.

			This grand optimism and expansionist spirit was fueled not only by the advancements in technology that had marked the years since the Civil War, but also by the tremendous growth in industry that supported and grew out of scientific development. The discovery of oil in northwestern Pennsylvania in 1859 touched off one such momentous development, though that industry’s initial contribution to American society came in the form of kerosene, an inexpensive fuel for lamps. Suddenly, nighttime illumination was no longer the indulgence of the very few who could afford the cost of whale oil, of which there was a dwindling supply. With John D. Rockefeller and Henry Flagler at the forefront of the Standard Oil combine, production of oil in the United States would grow from two thousand barrels in 1859 to more than 64 million barrels at the end of the century.

			Another major development was the vast expansion of the nation’s rail system. As the Civil War began, there were fewer than 30,000 miles of track in all the United States, and much of that was in varying gauges and states of repair. Owing to the enterprise of such men as Cornelius Vanderbilt, who had earlier developed the nation’s steamship freight and travel network, J. Edgar Thomson, longtime head of the Pennsylvania Railroad, and J. P. Morgan, who threw much of the weight of his family’s banking enterprise into rail investment, the 1890s saw the width of railroad tracks standardized and nearly 163,000 miles of roadway put into use.

			To build this vast network of track and bridges, no supporting industry was more important than iron and steel. Most of those early 30,000 miles of railway had been made of iron, an industry initially banned in the British colonies but accounting for 835,000 tons of product by 1860. The technological advancements that allowed for the mass production of steel and the vast expansion of the rail system proceeded hand in hand to the end of the nineteenth century, when the United States was turning out 10 million tons of steel, more than Great Britain, France, and Germany combined.

			In less than half a century the United States had been transformed—from a largely agrarian and underdeveloped federation of competing interests, to a relatively cohesive economic juggernaut promoting a jackpot mentality in anyone willing to work hard and take the occasional chance.

			Perhaps no single individual was more influential in spreading the gospel of upward mobility than Horatio Alger Jr. (1832–1899), whose series of novels featuring the exploits of penniless but morally upright urchins (Tattered Tom, Ragged Dick, et al.) reaping fortune’s rewards through decency, hard work, and courage would sell more than twenty million copies. At the other end of the fictional spectrum lay the work of Mark Twain, whose 1873 novel The Gilded Age satirized the unbridled greed and political shenanigans indulged in by the politicians and get-rich-quick schemers of the day.

			While Twain saw nothing to approve of in the actions of his characters or the real-life manipulators, such as the Tweed Gang, who served as his inspiration, the novel’s title would in time come to evoke almost the opposite of what he had intended. The phrase “Gilded Age” is now understood as the largely grand and stirring period in American history stretching from the post–Civil War years through the turn of the century, a time during which the United States would undergo a revolution as significant as the grand political experiment that had forged it in the first place.

			During this period, with its political foundations firmly established, the United States would set the stage to become not only moral exemplar to the world, but also its leading economic power. The age of the Founding Fathers was over. The Age of the Titans had begun.

			IT WAS A TRANSFORMATION that was not without pain or detractors. Writers such as Bellamy and Twain and Hamlin Garland and Stephen Crane (who would initially publish his Maggie: A Girl of the Streets in 1893 at his own expense) powerfully portrayed those cast aside or ground beneath the wheels of Manifest Destiny. Eugene Debs tossed aside practical considerations and, as the champion of a rising American labor movement, campaigned fervently if unsuccessfully for the presidency in five elections, espousing what would become the slogan of the Social Democratic Party: “While there is a soul in prison, I am not free.”

			At the same time, the German sociologist Max Weber was developing the concepts that would form the foundation of The Protestant Ethic and the Spirit of Capitalism (1904–1905), in which he sought to explain the profound changes that had taken place in traditional Western culture as a result of the rise of “institutionalized” capitalism.

			Weber, a jurist by trade, was no ideologue, and no call for revolution accompanied his analysis. He was quick to point out that capitalist enterprise had been practiced virtually from the beginning of civilization, by emperors, warlords, rug merchants, and buccaneers alike. According to Weber, however, never before had capitalism become so inextricably woven into the ethos of a nation, and the consequences were not all good.

			Weber argued that the elevation of capitalism to the status of Protestantism had come as a result of the teachings of a number of post-Reformation followers of Calvin, whose doctrines profoundly altered traditional precepts of their faith. With its emphasis on the concept of predestination, Calvinism placed a premium on the ability of man to judge his place in the hereafter, and material accumulation was put forward as one infallible measure of God’s favor.

			In time, Weber argued, the concept of working in order to live was reversed. In an industrialized society, man now lived in order to work. And the surest indication of “good” work was the amassing of wealth. Certain elements of traditional iconography—Christ driving the money changers from the temple, the selfless vow of poverty, and the Golden Rule—were turned on their ear. In the new “rational” Protestantism, the single-minded pursuit of profit was not only justified, but became a virtual commandment.

			Inevitably, bigger became better, and there were moral arguments to prove it. One of the inescapable corollaries of such thinking, Weber argued, was what he called the “rational capitalistic organization of labor.” Workers were no longer individuals but “hands,” and the manipulation of the “work force” to provide the maximum profit for an enterprise was not only defensible, but likely to ensure a factory owner a future place among the heavenly host.

			While Weber’s work remains for many the most influential and provocative in Western social thought, it held little sway among those on the front lines of getting and spending as the nineteenth century neared its close. Balanced against such notions were those of men who had enjoyed the fruits of capitalism, or yearned to do so, no matter what the odds.

			If Irish and German immigrants had served their time in the mills and mines of a developing industrial nation and were now threatening business as usual by demanding a say in their working conditions and pay scales, there were also tens of thousands arriving from Eastern Europe to whom even the worst circumstances in the American workplace seemed a godsend. Call a desperate Hungarian just off the boat a scab or a strikebreaker as some might, but it is easy to understand why, with a starving family to feed, he would not listen or even comprehend.

			And beyond the promise of mere subsistence in America shone the myth of streets paved in gold that had persisted since the arrival of the first conquistadors. If it had only required of an early settler that he go west, preferably at a young age, to remake himself, then clearly a citizen of the 1890s, with an Alger-like glint in his eye, could point to newly minted real-world models to fuel his most fantastic dreams. One such role model was Henry Flagler, who had left the upstate New York home of his Presbyterian minister father in the early 1850s as an unschooled teenager with twelve cents in his pocket. Forty years later he’d made one $100 million fortune as the co-founder of Standard Oil, and was on his way to making a second as a railroad baron in the untrammeled wilderness of Florida.

			The citizens of Pittsburgh could point to their own boys of the streets who had made fabulously good, among them the Scottish immigrant Andrew Carnegie and his rags-to-riches Swiss-German partner, Henry Clay Frick, now steel barons and multimillionaires both. Not only had Carnegie and Frick started with nothing and worked their way to the top, they were local heroes whose accomplishments had provided a livelihood for thousands in the Monongahela Valley and its environs.

			If penniless upstarts like Flagler, Carnegie, and Frick could do it, then why couldn’t anyone? And if some of their fellow dreamers tumbled beneath the wheels in the attempt, wasn’t that just the way of the world?

			Furthermore, the unglamorous stuff produced in such vast quantities by the foundries and factories of Carnegie and Frick was itself inspiring. For if the backbone of the first American Revolution had been moral, the spine of the new revolution was forged of steel, and that was a great source of pride in the city of Pittsburgh.

			THERE HAD BEEN AN IRON INDUSTRY in the New World from the earliest days, with a blast furnace established near what is now Saugus, Michigan, in 1645. The smelting of iron and the production of iron implements such as stove castings, pots and pans, nails, ship plating, and farming tools had continued in the colonies and states ever since, but it remained a cottage industry throughout the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, with smelting furnaces fueled exclusively by charcoal and their location dictated by proximity to plentiful sources of wood.

			In the 1830s, however, things began to change. Anthracite coal, a substance so dense it is classified as rock by geologists, began to supplant charcoal as a source of fuel, and vast deposits of coal had been discovered in western Pennsylvania, leading to the establishment of a number of smelting furnaces in the area. Although England had until then been the undisputed leader in iron production, that, too, was about to change.

			Cast iron had formed the backbone of the Industrial Revolution from the earliest days of the eighteenth century, when William Darby introduced in his native England the first large-quantity processes for smelting, casting, and forging quality iron. Iron had its limitations, however: Lower-grade ores contained significant impurities, and products made of it could be brittle, limiting the size and application of finished goods.

			Steel, a far superior alloy of iron, had a precise carbon content of between 0.15 and 0.25 percent and was much stronger, more resilient and ductile. First produced in small quantities in Central Asia in the fifteenth century, steel had become more widely available in the mid-eighteenth century, when a Swedish metallurgist, Torbern Bergman, and a British manufacturer, Benjamin Huntsman, developed a process to ensure a more consistent product. “Swedish Steel,” however, remained prohibitively expensive, and even one hundred years later, in 1850, total steel production in England, far and away the world leader, was barely 60,000 tons.

			In 1855, however, Henry Bessemer received the British patent for a process that would change the world. By forcing a blast of air through a mass of molten iron held inside his “Bessemer” converter, excess carbon and other impurities could be removed and additives reintroduced later. The process allowed for the production of steel at a rate as rapid as one ton per minute, and made it as cheap to produce as iron.

			Within five years another method for mass-producing steel—the “open hearth”—was introduced, resulting in even greater efficiency. By the end of the nineteenth century, world production of steel was approaching 30 million tons, some five hundred times what it had been barely a half-century before, and almost totally supplanting the production of iron, which had slipped to 16 percent of the volume of its new cousin.

			This prized new substance took the form of rails, ships, I-beams for skyscrapers, endless miles of cable and piping, machinery, armaments, and tin plate for cans, providing the medium with which and upon which the modern world was reshaping itself. Rails already spanned the American continent, extending the possibility of significant commerce to nearly every nook and cranny of the land. True, the automobile industry had not yet been born, and no one could yet imagine the voracious appetites that would be stoked by it. Still, it was clear that steel would lead the way into the new millennium.

			If the amount of steel being produced had reached staggering levels, the shift in its locus of production was no less profound. Although the discovery of the western Pennsylvania coalfields had spurred the development of the iron industry in that area, U.S. production of iron before the Civil War remained insignificant, and U.S.-made steel was virtually nonexistent.

			However, an American steelmaker named William Kelly had received his own patent for a Bessemer-like “blast” furnace in 1857, spurring new interest in an industry previously fragmented and marginalized in the United States. In addition, the development of the coalfields in Western Pennsylvania had created a plentiful source of “coke,” or baked bituminous coal, a substance that could provide the fuel necessary for the economical production of steel in significant quantities.

			Less than a decade following the end of the Civil War, the production of iron in the United States had reached 41 percent of that of England, and by 1892 the balance was about to tip in favor of the former colonies for the first time in history. At the same time, Pittsburgh was on its way to its own position of dominance. By 1875, one-quarter of all the iron rolled in the United States came from the city. By the turn of the century Pittsburgh would account for more than half of all the iron and steel made in the United States, and twice as much as was then being made in all of England.

			Thus was a single American city on the verge of outstripping all Britannia in the production of the most important ingredient of an industrialized age as Independence Day of 1892 drew near. From a city of fewer than fifty thousand in 1850, Pittsburgh had more than quintupled in size, and served as the home of such giants of industry and banking as George Westinghouse, Alfred Hunt and Charles Hall (Alcoa), and Andrew Mellon. None was more important to the “Iron City” than Andrew Carnegie and Henry Clay Frick, whose operations in the city had more than quadrupled their output in the previous decade and were now producing more than a million tons of steel each year.

			The facilities of Carnegie, steel plenipotentiary, and his chief executive officer, Henry “King of Coke” Frick, constituted the single most important employer in and around Allegheny County, with nearly four thousand working at their signature mill installation in nearby Homestead, just east of Pittsburgh on the banks of the Monongahela. The Homestead Mill had been built in 1881, when the surrounding village numbered fewer than six hundred. By 1892 the plant had expanded to house four new open-hearth furnaces and was by itself the nation’s leading producer of rolled steel. The surrounding town of Homestead was now home to nearly eight thousand residents, the welfare of virtually every one of them tied to the fortunes of Carnegie Steel.

			Since the profits of the company had totaled nearly $5 million in 1890 and steel production at Carnegie was up, totaling more than 20 percent of the entire country’s output, the mood in Pittsburgh should have been jovial as the nation’s birthday approached.

			Instead, a pall had descended, for a strike loomed at Homestead, the premier facility of the Carnegie operations. It was more than a strike, in fact, for the plant’s gargantuan operations had been halted summarily by Carnegie and Frick, and a massive new fence topped by guard towers now encircled its perimeter, the entire facility transformed to such an extent that the men who had formerly worked there called it “Fort Frick.”

			Here, in this village on the banks of the Monongahela, at the very time when prospects for the nation and its most vital industry had never been better, loomed the prospect of open warfare. What would transpire there would become known as the Battle of Homestead, the deadliest clash between workers and owners in American labor history, one that would forever tarnish the image of the country’s richest man and drive a wedge of acrimony between him and his former partner and right-hand man that would endure to the grave.

			“How could we have come to such a pass?” was the question on the lips of more than one resident of Pittsburgh in 1892. It is a question that more than one of its citizens repeats to this very day.
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			BY THE BOOTSTRAPS
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			ANDREW CARNEGIE’S ASSOCIATION WITH Pittsburgh dated back some forty-four years, to the summer of 1848, when he arrived as a penniless Scottish immigrant of twelve, along with his father, Will, his mother, Margaret, and his younger brother, Tom (his sister, Anna, had died in 1841). Carnegie’s father had been a master weaver in the city of Dunfermline, but in the wake of Ireland’s Great Potato Famine he could no longer find work.

			As a result, the family sold everything and came, as so many of their fellow Scotsmen did, to America. In the case of Carnegie’s family, their journey would end in Allegheny City, a suburb of Pittsburgh, to which Margaret’s sister and brother-in-law had immigrated in 1840.

			The Pittsburgh that the Carnegies found was a rough-about-the edges manufacturing town of nearly fifty thousand, ideally situated for riverborne commerce. Chockablock with tanneries, cotton mills, and iron smelters, it offered unfettered opportunity for those willing to endure the harsh conditions of factory work. Further schooling, beyond the few years he had received in a rudimentary Scottish classroom, was out of the question for young Andrew, whose mission now was to help his family survive. His first employment was as a bobbin boy in a weaving mill, a six-days-a-week, twelve-hours-per-day occupation for which he was paid $1.20 a week.

			Carnegie was diligent and hardworking, however, and what scant schooling he had received in Scotland stuck with him. He found a clerk’s position in another mill, and then happened into a position as a delivery boy for a telegraph company in downtown Pittsburgh for what must have seemed the princely sum of $2.50 a week. Before long, Carnegie had picked up telegrapher’s skills, including the ability to translate the clicks and clacks of Morse code directly into text or speech. His skill and self-confidence attracted the notice of a number of influential customers, including Thomas Scott, who was then an assistant superintendent for the western division of the Pennsylvania Railroad.

			Scott had recently made the decision to string his own telegraph lines for the railroad, and had it in the back of his mind to hire an assistant who would serve as his personal telegraph operator. In February 1853, Andrew Carnegie, not yet eighteen, accepted Scott’s offer of the job for thirty-five dollars a month, the first step along his path to greatness.

			Working as an assistant for a railroad executive was a vastly less taxing and far more remunerative occupation than that of factory worker or telegraph clerk, of course, but the real benefit to Carnegie was the practical business education that he received from his association with Scott, who also introduced him to the concept of investment. When, in 1856, Scott took him aside to deliver an insider’s tip on Adams Express, a delivery company about to sign a favorable contract with the railroad, Carnegie made a fateful decision.

			While he lacked the five hundred dollars he needed to invest—“Five hundred cents was nearer my capital,” Carnegie wrote in his autobiography—the young telegrapher persuaded Scott to advance him the money, then scurried about to various friends for help in repaying the loan. (Until the day he died, Carnegie perpetuated the myth that his mother mortgaged the family home so that the investment could be made, but biographer Joseph Frazier Wall points to a promissory note in Carnegie’s papers that suggests otherwise.)

			Whatever the source of funds, the risk paid off. One day not long after he bought the stock, he arrived at work to find an envelope on his desk. Inside was a check for ten dollars from the cashier of the Adams Express Company. These dividends provided the first income “I had not worked for with the sweat of my brow,” as Carnegie later wrote in his autobiography. “ ‘Eureka,’ I cried. ‘Here’s the goose that lays the golden eggs.’ ”

			Not long afterward, more inside information led to Carnegie’s investment in the Central Transportation Company, a firm that would soon begin the production of sleeping cars for the railroad, based on patents for seats and convertible couches secured by inventor T. T. Woodruff. By 1863, Carnegie’s one-eighth interest in the new company, for which he had originally borrowed about $200, was producing annual dividends of more than $5,000. “Blessed be the man who invented sleep,” Carnegie would write.

			Meanwhile, by 1859, Scott had become vice-president of the Pennsylvania Railroad, and promoted Carnegie to the post of superintendent of the Western Division, at the offices based in Pittsburgh. Carnegie, then just twenty-four, had officially become an executive, with an annual salary of $1,500.

			With his newfound wealth, Carnegie was able to move his family to the suburb of Homewood, only ten miles east of the smoky central city where he had grown up, but light-years away in terms of culture and sophistication. For the first time he mingled on a regular basis with individuals whose educational and social stores were vastly beyond his own. Now the neighbor and regular houseguest of former secretary of war and foreign diplomat William Wilkins, Carnegie resolved to better himself in a fashion that Horatio Alger might have charted for one of his protagonists. He took French lessons, read the classics, refined his table manners, and studied the likes and dislikes of the American leisure class until he felt at ease among his new neighbors.

			Meanwhile, with the outbreak of the Civil War, Carnegie’s old boss Thomas Scott was summoned to Washington, where he was appointed assistant secretary of war. To help with the charge of moving men and matériel expeditiously across the North’s network of rail lines, Scott summoned Carnegie, whose brief but vivid experiences in a panicked Washington convinced him that private enterprise was far more capably organized and directed than government. His disdain for government may have insulated him from guilt regarding later charges that the Pennsylvania Railroad, among others, had gouged the United States for transportation costs of matériel and was thereby profiting from the war.

			Although those charges, which ultimately led to a congressional investigation, were indisputably true, the results of the inquiry proved fruitless. In any case the scandal derived from policies put into effect by men much higher in the railroad’s hierarchy than Carnegie. For his part, Carnegie had already pledged his allegiance to the railroad and charted his course: He simply turned a blind eye to the matter.

			Besides, other matters distracted him from what he considered a stain solely upon his employer’s record. In the fall of 1861, shortly after his return from Washington, Carnegie was approached by a group of businessmen (including one of his new Homewood neighbors, iron manufacturer William Coleman) who persuaded him to visit a region north of Pittsburgh where a new substance known as oil had been discovered in quantities so plentiful it was bubbling to the surface of the earth and running freely down the surface of the area’s streams. Until then, oil had been of little practical use except as a nostrum believed to cure a wide array of vague ailments, from the vapors to ague. When its by-product, kerosene, proved useful as a substitute for whale’s oil in lamps, however, the rush to tie up the rights to oil lands was on.

			Carnegie took one look at the mad scene in Pennsylvania’s new oil country and made his decision. Parlaying his interest in the sleeping-car company, he was able to raise the necessary cash and join a group of investors to found the Columbia Oil Company. It was another in a series of timely decisions: by 1863 he was receiving nearly $18,000 in yearly dividends from “black gold.” In addition, the new company also recapitalized, and shares for which Carnegie had originally paid ten dollars were suddenly worth fifty dollars.

			It was a lesson that Carnegie would not forget. When another such venture presented itself in 1862, he did not hesitate. The incidence of sabotage on the North’s rail lines had greatly increased with the advent of the Civil War, with wooden trestles and bridges being particularly vulnerable to arson, and Carnegie’s old mentor Scott approached him with the notion that he might take advantage of his contacts in and around the Pittsburgh iron mills and railyards to assemble a group that could make bridges of a substance far more difficult to burn.

			The new company, Scott explained, would enjoy a virtual lock on new bridge-building operations for the Pennsylvania Railroad, a privilege that might require the submission of judiciously calculated bids, but one certain to yield generous profits. Carnegie was eager to act on yet another gilt-edged tip. The Piper and Shiffler Company (which would later become the Keystone Bridge Company) was formed early in 1862, and to Carnegie it was the investment that turned out to be “the parent of all other works.”

			By 1863 Carnegie was earning more than $45,000 a year from this and all his other investments, compared with a mere $2,400 from his railroad salary
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