

  
  HAYMARKET CHICAGO’S BLOODIEST DAY


  
     August Spies is under arrest. He was captured by the police at 8 o’clock this morning. The anarchist and incendiary editor of the Arbeiter Zeitung—who was the first one to address the meeting at Desplaines and Randolph streets; who occupied the wagon from which, it is charged, the dynamite bomb was thrown which did such bloody work last night; who was one of the speakers at the mob-meeting on the prairie near McCormick’s Monday afternoon; whose words inflamed the mob until it was ready to burn down the great factory—had the temerity to appear in the editorial rooms of his paper this morning.


  ~ CHICAGO DAILY NEWS, MAY 5, 1886




  CARTER HARRISON III HELD A MATCH STICK BETWEEN HIS FINGERS. HE flicked his wrist.


  And in the darkness, its flame illuminated the face of Chicago’s mayor.

  Standing near the crowd that had gathered at Haymarket Square on Des Plaines between Lake and Randolph, Harrison lit his cigar. He also suspected that, with the sudden burst of light, he’d made his presence known to the man standing atop a wagon, speaking to the crowd as rain-clouds gathered overhead.


  August Spies.


  This was May 4, 1886. The day the city’s struggle between classes erupted into the “bloodiest day of Chicago’s history.” The day forever tied to Spies, Albert Parsons, Samuel Fielden, Louis Lingg, Adolph Fischer, George Engel, Oscar Neebe, and Michael Schwab.
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  A day still steeped in controversy over 130 years later.


  A half-century had nearly passed since Chicago became a city on the banks of Lake Michigan. Thirty-four years after that, fire ravaged the business district to the south and nearly destroyed all of the city’s north division. The fire took 200 lives, left 98,500 people homeless, and cost $190 million in property damage. But a decade after the Great Chicago Fire of October 1871, the city rebuilt with “better and handsomer buildings so that scarcely a vestige of the calamity remains,” according to the fledgling Chicago Daily News. The population also soon doubled.


  Still, trouble brewed in 1886 as members of the city’s working class fought for an eight-hour workday. Industrialists called their demand “a body blow to the American way of life.”


  A labor demonstration outside the McCormick Reaper Works turned fatal on May 3 of that year, devolving into bloodshed near Blue Island and Wood. Members of the crowd allegedly turned, with sticks and stones, upon hundreds of non-union workers trying to leave. The demonstrators surrounded the factory. A bullet hit a police officer on duty at the gate. The crowd surged forward.


  It took a squad of roughly fifty police officers to break up the riot, in which several people were wounded.


  The workers then made their way home with a police escort, still suffering from harassment. A crowd on West 17th Street reportedly grabbed a police officer with a cry of “Let’s hang the copper!” One man found a clothesline and tied it to a lamppost. The officer pulled away just in time to run, dodging gunfire and leaping into a nearby patrol wagon.


  That night, following the McCormick riot, a mysterious horseman could be seen dashing over the Randolph Street bridge, then tossing copies of a flyer into a crowd along Lake Street.


  “No one knew him,” the Daily News wrote. “Nor could anyone be found who knew whence he came.”


  The now-infamous circular read as follows:


  
     REVENGE! WORKINGMEN, TO ARMS!!! Your masters sent out their bloodhounds, the police; they killed six of your brothers at McCormick’s this afternoon. They killed the poor wretches because they, like you, had the courage to disobey the supreme will of your bosses. They killed them because they dared ask for the shortening of the hours of toil. They killed them to show you, “free American citizens,” that you must be satisfied and contented with whatever your bosses condescend to allow you, or you will get killed!


  You have for years endured the most abject humiliations; you have for years suffered unmeasurable iniquities; you have worked yourself to death; you have endured the pangs of want and hunger; your children you have sacrificed to the factory-lords; in short, you have been miserable and obedient slaves all these years. Why? To satisfy the insatiable greed, to fill the coffers of your lazy, thieving masters! When you ask them now to lessen your burden, they send their bloodhounds out to shoot you, kill you!


  If you are men, if you are the sons of your grandsires, who have shed their blood to free you, then you will rise in your might, Hercules, and destroy the hideous monster that seeks to destroy you. To arms we call you; to arms!”




  Carter Harrison III, Chicago’s twenty-ninth mayor, had appeared on horseback near the scene of the McCormick riot. Then he learned of yet another circular, which called for a gathering at Haymarket Square. The mayor didn’t want a repeat of the McCormick incident, and he told his chief of police to break up the Haymarket meeting should things head in that direction.


  He later explained, “I went there myself, thinking my orders would be better carried out.”


  Roughly two thousand answered the flyer’s call on May 4. Later, Harrison would describe them as “laborers or mechanics, and Germans, I thought, and some Poles and Bohemians.” They all waited to hear speeches by Spies, Parsons, and Fielden, who didn’t begin speaking until nearly nine p.m. When the mayor arrived, Spies was already atop a wagon, addressing the crowd.


  History would remember Spies, the fiery-tongued editor of the German workers’ paper, Arbeiter Zeitung, as the author of the “Revenge!” circular. At the Haymarket, Spies mentioned McCormick and his claim that Spies had been responsible for the bloodshed at the factory.


  “I reply to this that McCormick is an infamous liar!” Spies said.


  People in the crowd yelled, “Hang him!”


  “No,” Spies said. “Make no idle threats. There will be a time, and we are rapidly approaching it, when such men as McCormick will be hanged. There will be a time when monsters who destroy the lives and happiness of the citizens will be dealt with like wild beasts. But that time has not yet come. When it has come you will no longer make threats, but you will go and do it.”


  As Harrison listened, one of Chicago’s citizens approached the mayor with a warning.


  “You are known here,” the man growled.


  “I am glad of it,” Harrison retorted.


  Parsons, a writer and reformer from the South, spoke next. He complained that the working class, on average, performed ten hours of work for two hours of pay, keeping just fifteen cents of every dollar produced.


  Harrison called it “a very tame speech.” In fact, he even told the police to stand down—he expected no trouble. Later, when his experienced politician’s ear concluded Parsons would be wrapping up soon, he decided to turn around and head home.


  But the meeting wasn’t over. Fielden had something to say.


  He encouraged the crowd to “throttle and kill the law,” according to the Daily News.


  And that’s when the police stepped forward, in spite of the mayor.


  “Here come the bloodhounds!” Fielden exclaimed. “You do your duty and I’ll do mine!”


  Chicago Police Department captain William Ward gave the famous order: “In the name of the people of the state of Illinois, I command you to disperse!”


  Fielden retorted: “We are peaceable.”


  Then came a hiss. And a glow.


  And finally, the terrible, sullen roar of a dynamite bomb tossed into the crowd.


  Mangled men fell groaning to the ground. Smoke filled the Haymarket and gunshots rang out as a melee erupted. People scattered. The Daily News said the police used their revolvers and batons “so freely as to fill the air with groans of the wounded.”


  Still, the Chicago Police Department remembers this as “the most devastating day” in its history. The lives of eight officers would be lost. The first was Matthew Degan. The Daily News called him a man “of gigantic stature, weighing almost three hundred pounds,” who left behind a teenage son.


  Other officers who suffered fatal wounds that night included John Barrett, George Miller, Timothy Flavin, Michael Sheehan, Thomas Redden, Nels Hansen, and Timothy Sullivan.


  Police searched all night for Spies, Fielden, and others. Early the next morning, they finally confronted Spies inside the Arbeiter Zeitungs’s editorial offices. They found him with his brother, Chris Spies, and Schwab.


  “Are you August Spies?” demanded Detective John Bonfield.


  Spies, red-eyed and haggard, hesitated for just a moment before replying, “Yes, I am August Spies.”


  “Well, we want you,” Bonfield said.


  Bonfield looked at Schwab and Chris Spies: “And you too.”


  Police said they found copies of the “Revenge!” circular in the newspaper’s offices, as well as one calling for the Haymarket meeting. Soon, Schwab and the Spies brothers would be hauled into a City Hall inquest of Degan’s death, guarded by a half-dozen detectives. Fielden soon joined them, having been arrested at home. He limped from having been shot in the riot.


  “There is nothing bloodthirsty in his appearance,” the newspaper said of August Spies. He “was well dressed in black, wearing a short coat, linen collar and cuffs, low shoes and gray stockings. During the proceedings he leaned upon his left elbow, and kept his feet crossed. Much of the time he pulled the ends of his small mustache.”


  Chris Spies “sat at August’s right. He is a stocky, fair haired German boy with plump cheeks.”


  Schwab “had on a white shirt, but there were no cuffs on the sleeves. His appearance is that of the typical socialist. He is a tall, bony, ungainly German, with bushy black hair and long, rough black beard. He wears spectacles and dresses in black, his coat being long. Most of the time he sat in a limp attitude.”


  Fielden was described as “a red-faced, robust Englishman. He is a teamster, and looks like it. His clothing was cheap and worn. His shirt was of blue calico. He wore neither collar nor cuffs. He sat nearest to the witnesses. He did not move often, but at times the contraction of his eyebrows showed that his wounded knee pained him.”


  Chris Spies denied knowing anything of the Haymarket meeting. He said he had been in the Arbeiter Zeitung offices just a few minutes before his arrest—and it was his first visit there in six months. Schwab called himself an assistant editor of the paper. He said he had seen the Haymarket circular in its offices but didn’t know where it had been printed. Fielden said he had no idea who threw the bomb. He also said that, as he stepped down from the wagon at the Haymarket, he was shot in the knee and begged officers to dress the wound.


  “I don’t wish them to kill me by inches,” Fielden said. “The policemen don’t seem to recognize the fact that I am innocent until proved guilty.”

  
  Fielden called himself an anarchist. A juror at the inquest asked if he’d ever discussed the use of dynamite with Spies.


  “Oh yes,” Fielden said. “We have talked about dynamite. Who has not? We spoke of the assassination of the czar, or the attempt to blow up the house of commons, or something like that.”


  When asked if they discussed the use of dynamite in the United States, he said, “Yes, I have.”


  August Spies refused to speak.


  The guards returned the men to their cells. Thirty minutes later, the coroner’s jury held the men responsible for Degan’s death.


  The verdict said Degan died “from shock and hemorrhage” caused by a bomb “thrown by an unknown person aided and abetted and encouraged by August Spies, Chris Spies, Michael Schwab, A. R. Parsons, Samuel Fielding, and other unknown persons.” It misidentified Fielden.


  A Daily News reporter broke the news to Spies that he had been charged as an accessory to Degan’s murder. For a moment, Spies was speechless with emotion.


  “I don’t see how that can be,” Spies finally said. “How could they do that? I had nothing to do with the throwing of the bomb. Well, I suppose I shall have to prove that they were wrong. I think I can easily do that. I can show by at least a dozen that I disapproved of holding the meeting. If I had known how it would result I would have prevented its being held at all hazards. I didn’t want to go there to speak. I told Schwab so. I thought in the present excitement there might be trouble, and that it would not be beneficial either to me or to the cause. I went to the meeting and made a quieting speech. I said the time had not come for action. I said the meeting was not called to incite a riot. When someone called out ‘Hang McCormick,’ I said the time might come when that should be done, but it had not come yet. I told the people to organize and keep together, but that the time for action had not come. There was nothing wrong in that. This case has been made up against me.”


  In fact, the person who threw the bomb would never be found. But prosecutors were still preparing to put eight men—Spies, Fielden, Parsons, Schwab, Engel, Fischer, Neebe, and Lingg—on trial in one of the most significant cases in Chicago history.


  Prosecutors alleged the men were all linked to a conspiracy that led to Degan’s murder.


  The eight men insisted that they really faced trial for their political beliefs.


  •••

  
  Jury selection took weeks. Nearly one thousand potential jurors were questioned. Testimony finally got under way in mid-July, coinciding with the hanging of a man named Jim Dacey.


  Dacey had shot an alderman in the back of the head years earlier following a political spat. On the day some of the first witnesses were called in the Haymarket trial, the newsboys could be heard announcing Dacey’s execution. The Daily News took it as an ominous sign.


  Meanwhile, several police officers wounded in the Haymarket riot had gathered in the courtroom that day to hear the testimony. As the trial began in earnest, prosecutors showed jurors a huge map of the Haymarket to explain the positions of the police and the speakers that night.


  Then, Bonfield took the stand and recalled the confrontation that ended with the tossing of the bomb. Following the explosion, Bonfield insisted, “bullets were fired into us for perhaps a minute or so before a single shot was fired by the police.”


  “How many shots do you estimate were fired at you before you ordered the fire returned?” a prosecutor asked.


  “It would be hard to make an accurate statement,” Bonfield said, “but I should say at least one hundred.”


  The trial spilled into August. That’s when another key witness took the stand, drawing white-gloved police officers to guard every door to the courtroom. Additional officers patrolled the courthouse outside, refusing entrance to suspicious characters.


  “Curiosity is agog,” the Daily News wrote, “as it has been announced that the mayor of all Chicago will be the first witness called by the defense.”


  A police captain warned, “Should any one attempt to make trouble, it’s dead sure he can never escape.”


  Inside the courtroom, Captain William Black, the defense attorney, began with formalities and introduced the witness.


  Like other witnesses before him, Mayor Carter H. Harrison then went on to share his memory of the Haymarket riot.


  “I think Mr. Spies observed me,” Harrison said as he testified. “As I struck a match to light my cigar the full flame shone in my face and I noticed he modified the character of his speech at once.”


  “Do you recall any suggestion made by either speaker for the commission of violence?” Black asked.


  Harrison needed clarification. “Do you mean by ‘the commission of violence’ that violence was urged that night?”


  “Yes,” Black said.


  “There was none,” Harrison acknowledged. “If there had been I should have dispersed the meeting at once.”


  Of course, Harrison had left the meeting early. And State’s Attorney Julius Grinnell made that point when closing arguments got under way in mid-August. Grinnell asked for “the extreme penalty” for Spies, Fischer, Lingg, Engel, Fielden, Parsons, and Schwab.


  Pointing a trembling hand toward the seven, the prosecutor said, “Personally, I have not a word to say against these men.”


  “But the law demands they be punished,” he said. “They have violated the law, and you, gentlemen of the jury, stand between the living and the dead. Do your duty. Do not disagree. If you think that some of them do not deserve the death penalty, give them a life sentence, but do not disagree.”


  He added: “This is no pleasant task for me, but it is my duty. Do yours.”


  The crowd listening in the courtroom was still as death. Not a whisper or the rustle of a gown broke the silence. The men on trial sat upright in their seats.


  The judge explained the law to the jury. Amid his instructions, he said, “If there was an anarchistic conspiracy, and the defendants were parties to it, they are guilty of murder.”


  The jury finally retired to deliberate, handing down its verdict the next day. The news sent a young man hustling down the iron stairs of the courthouse toward a crowd gathered outside.


  Breathlessly, the young man yelled: “They hang seven!”


  All but Neebe faced the noose.


  •••

  
  That summer’s trial attracted several spectators. Many piled into the courtroom out of simple curiosity. But notable among them was the daughter of an expert chemist working for the James Kirk & Co. soap enterprise, a young woman who had graduated from Vassar College.


  Nina Van Zandt’s decision to attend the trial turned out to be a life-altering event. And it injected an unexpected bit of drama into a case with global notoriety. The Daily News said she had been invited to the trial by the judge, a friend of her family’s. Later, she wrote, “Having received what information I had concerning the prisoners from the newspapers, I was expecting to see a rare collection of stupid, vicious, and criminal-looking men.


  “I was greatly surprised to find that several of them, so far from corresponding with this description, had intelligent, kindly and good faces.”


  She added, “The officers of the court and the entire police and detective force were bent upon the conviction of these men—not because of any crime of theirs, but because of their connection with the labor movement.”
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  Once Nina got a look at the prisoners, she decided to visit them in the jail. There, she met Spies. She explained later that her “feeling of friendship” grew into “a strong affection.”


  Eventually, she decided she wanted to marry Spies—a man convicted and condemned to hang.


 
  The Daily News wrote of Spies’s approaching marriage to “a North Side Young Lady” on its front page.


  “The culmination of this strange love-making, which took place behind the bars of a prison, will probably take place next week,” the newspaper wrote.


  Spies objected to the treatment.


  “This affair concerns no one but two persons,” he complained. “Why is it that all this talk is started? For no other reason than that Miss Van Zandt has proved to the world that I am not the man my enemies have pictured me. She defies the whole world. She is happy, and so am I.”


  But reporters followed along as Van Zandt and Captain Black, the defense attorney, made their way to the county clerk’s office to get the marriage license. A clerk in the office reached for a blotting pad and a certificate.


  “You see it is rose-colored,” the suave clerk said, with a smile.


  “Very appropriate,” Van Zandt replied, with a laugh.


  Van Zandt watched eagerly as the clerk filled out an application. Then, she took off a yellow glove and raised her hand as he read the oath.


  The sheriff tried to put a stop to the whole thing the next day, insisting he would not let the couple marry in the jail. He labeled the affair “a silly infatuation of a self-willed and romantic young woman who cannot possibly comprehend the position in which she seems anxious to place herself.


  “I am surprised that her parents have even permitted the girl to visit the jail, and much more that they would consent to let her wed in prison a man who is sentenced to be hanged,” he said. “But since they will not attempt to save their own child from never-ending shame and disgrace, I shall see that she is at least given a chance to look before she leaps.”


  In fact, Captain Black said Nina’s life had already been threatened.


  When told of the sheriff’s decision, Spies told reporters, “It makes little difference.”


  Spies still believed that they would have their chance to live as husband and wife.


  •••

  
  A few weeks later, Nina Van Zandt published Spies’s biography. In a preface, she explained how she had become engaged to Spies. She also blasted a “mob of newspaper men” who “howled and raved when our proposed marriage became known.


  “Had I been ‘some obscure foreign girl’ not a word would have been said in condemnation of the marriage. But an American girl from ‘respectable ancestry and standing,’ following the voice of her heart—which course alone I hold to be moral—instead of the sound of dollars! ‘That’s unprecedented, scandalous—the girl must be silly! Must have read trash novels.’


  “Had I married an old, invalid debauch with great riches these ‘moral’ gentlemen who assail me now would have lauded me to the skies, and many of my Christian sisters and brethren would have said to their sons and daughters: ‘Very commendable! A very sensible girl.’”


  Van Zandt wrote, “I prefer the censure of these ‘moral’ people.”


  In the end, Spies and Van Zandt married by proxy. The move left some—even Van Zandt’s mother—wondering whether their marriage was legal.


  But Nina once bristled when she was addressed as “Miss Van Zandt.”

  “Excuse me, sir! Call me Mrs. Spies . . . I am August’s legal wife.”


  •••

  
  It took more than a year after the conviction for the men to make their way to the gallows. The Illinois Supreme Court shot down their appeal on September 14, 1887, handing down a written opinion that spanned more than two hundred pages.


  Back at the Cook County Jail, dispatches promptly announced: “Anarchist cases affirmed. Execution Nov. 11.” The Daily News said the prisoners took the news “with Spartan fortitude,” betraying not a single quivering muscle.


  Parsons reportedly got word through a fresh edition of the newspaper that still smelled of ink, then declared the news a lie.


  His wife, Lucy, also didn’t believe the reporter who gave her the news at her home on Milwaukee Avenue.


  “I will not believe it until I see the official seal stamped on the documents with my own eyes,” she said. “I do not believe in newspaper rumors.”


  The US Supreme Court refused to intervene. So, in their final days, some of the men wrote letters seeking mercy from Governor Richard Oglesby. In a letter written November 6, 1887, Spies acknowledged that “the press has succeeded in creating a sentiment of bitterness and hatred among a great portion of the populace, that one man, no matter how powerful, how courageous and just he be, cannot possibly overcome. They hold that to overcome that sentiment, or the influence thereof, would almost be a psychological impossibility.”


  He went on to note that at trial, prosecutors wanted one head above all others—his.


  “If a sacrifice of life there must be, will not my life suffice?” Spies wrote to the governor. “The state’s attorney of Cook County asked for no more! Take this, then, take my life—I offer it to you, so that you may satisfy the fury of a semi-barbaric mob, and save that of my comrades!”


  Parsons took a sarcastic approach, noting in his letter from the “dungeon” of the Cook County Jail that his conviction had been upheld simply because he had been “present” at the Haymarket. So were members of his family. He therefore asked the governor to postpone his execution—until his wife, two small children, and a family friend could also “be arrested, tried and condemned to die upon the scaffold in company with their equally guilty husband, father and friend.” He called his suggestion “a complete vindication of the ‘majesty of the law.’”


  Lingg demanded “either liberty or death.”


  •••

  
  The day before the execution, a Daily News reporter lumbered up the iron stairway leading to the jail’s storm door and rapped on the big metallic gate. He arrived a few minutes before nine a.m. A janitor recognized him and let the reporter inside, giving him the opportunity to gaze at the condemned men.


  Quiet ruled. Not a being stirred.


  “Nothing more peaceful could be imagined than the ‘anarchist row,’” the Daily News wrote. “A stranger would never imagine that in the little line of cells in front of him were caged seven men who were waiting to die on the morrow. So far as could be made out by the gray twilight of the November morning the anarchists appeared to be still in bed.”


  Parsons gazed through the bars of his cage. Fielden read the morning paper. Spies was lying on his right side. He seemed to be cleaning his fingernails. Near his bed, a bouquet of withered flowers on a little wooden table covered with a snowy cloth still offered their aroma.


  Schwab and Engel slumbered, their breathing faintly audible.


  Then there was Lingg, who was also lying on his right side, his face turned partially toward the grate of his cell. The muscles of his deathly white face twitched, and the reporter recoiled.


  “There was evidently some terrible struggle going on in that wild, troubled brain,” the Daily News said.


  Lingg hailed from the German city of Mannheim, where he trained to be a carpenter but eventually drifted toward socialism. He also became an enthusiastic supporter of firebrand Johann Most.


  Lingg arrived in America in 1885, staying just a few days in New York before venturing out west toward Chicago.


  The Daily News reporter wandered into the jail to see Lingg and the others for the last time before their execution. The reporter, having taken in some of the prisoners’ final moments, turned to step out. Then, he decided to take one more glance.


  “It was indeed a last look,” the Daily News wrote.


  A fixed, firm stare of determination spread across Lingg’s face.


  Clothed only in his nightshirt, Lingg stood and stepped softly across his cell. He lifted a bundle in one hand, a small object with the other, and stepped back to his bedside. Quietly.


  A sleepy deputy nearby didn’t seem to notice.


  Lingg placed the small object in his mouth, between his white teeth.


  He glanced around. Then he stood again, walking toward a small candle burning in one corner of the cell.


  Lingg grasped the candle in one hand and turned his face toward the wall. It looked like he was lighting the stub of a cigar. A little puff of smoke wreathed for an instant around his head, like a halo.


  A crash rocked the jail to its foundation, sending echoes through its iron corridors of the chaos that had filled Haymarket Square eighteen months earlier.


  Deputies rushed toward Lingg’s cell, where clouds twisted around the bars and hovered over a crumpled form on the ground. One deputy thrust his key into the door, threw it open, and in a moment reached toward Lingg’s body, facedown on the floor.


  Horror spread over the jailer’s face as he rolled the prisoner over. Lingg’s lower jaw had been blown away in the explosion. The jailer stood aghast as blood rushed from Lingg’s mouth. The prisoner’s hands twitched. More deputies arrived, and together they lifted Lingg’s body into a bathroom, leaving a trail of blood behind them.


  The deputies placed Lingg on a pallet, tucking white pillows under his head that soon turned a deep crimson.


  “It was all so sudden,” one official said. “And so unlooked for.”


  A county physician arrived and gazed down in shock. Lingg’s chest rose and fell slowly as the doctor examined him and horrified deputies shrank away. Meanwhile, Lingg’s compatriots stood in their cells, stunned.


  Parsons cried out, “Give me one of those bombs. I want to do the same thing.”


  At once, a jailer ordered each cell searched. Three deputies quickly entered Parsons’ cell and took him to the jailer’s private office while the search commenced. Parsons waited in the office, shivering with excitement, until deputies felt satisfied there was no contraband. He was returned to his cell. Each prisoner had a turn. The deputies found nothing.


  The turnkeys did find the device Lingg had used in an attempt to beat the gallows, though. They found a small fulminating cap, a little over an inch long. It’s not clear how Lingg smuggled it into the jail, though. The sheriff thought Lingg might have tucked it into his hair. Lingg “had hair enough on his head to hide a baseball,” the Daily News wrote. More importantly, the newspaper said his hair had not been searched.


  Doctors did their best to keep Lingg alive, shooting brandy into his body every two minutes and surrounding him with hot water bottles. His injuries were so severe that surgeons could do little more than stitch up pieces of torn flesh here and there. Part of his tongue had been blown away, and the rest forced down his throat, so they tied a string to the stub and held it tense to keep his airway free.


  Meanwhile, Captain Black rushed up the steps of Chicago’s criminal courthouse toward police captain Michael Schaack. Black had just returned from a meeting with the governor in Springfield in a last-ditch bid for clemency. He thought he might have had some success.


  “For God’s sake, Schaack, can this be true?” Black cried in front of a Daily News reporter.


  “No doubt about it,” Schaack replied, thrusting his hands into his pockets and jingling his keys.


  “Is he hurt severely?” Black persisted.


  “I guess he is dying,” Schaack said.


  “My God,” Black said. “And we might have saved even him.”


  The reporter asked Schaack to comment on the suicide attempt.


  “It is terrible,” Schaack said. “I haven’t seen Lingg yet. But I suppose there is no doubt that he has taken a dose of his own medicine. And that it was a pretty strong pill.”


  Indeed, the effort inside the jail to save Lingg’s life may have seemed futile. But hope lingered that Lingg would live just long enough to join his compatriots on the gallows.


  At some point, Lingg signaled to his doctors with his right hand. They gave him a pencil and paper. In German, he slowly scrawled the words, “Lift me up. I can’t breathe.”


  They lifted him. They kept working. Noon arrived. Lingg continued to breathe.


  Lingg finally died at 2:45 p.m.


  •••

  
  Black was correct to expect some mercy from the governor. Before the execution could be carried out, Oglesby sent word that Fielden and Schwab should be spared and instead spend the rest of their lives in prison. However, Oglesby refused to alter the fates of Spies, Fischer, Engel, Parsons, or Lingg.


  Lingg, of course, had taken matters into his own hands.


  Spies and Nina Van Zandt parted ways in the jail office around 6:30 p.m. the night before the hanging.


  “With the other wives of the doomed men, I stood for seventeen hours in a corridor . . . waiting to see my man,” Van Zandt said later. “Around me women were fainting, screaming. Finally somebody dragged me into my husband’s cell. I was dazed. I don’t remember much. I think I sat on his knee . . . Finally, as I was taken away, August ran after me and said, ‘Oh, my God, Nina!’


  “I remember being in his arms, but I don’t think I ever told him good-bye.”


  She became determined to see him again.


  The next morning, as the execution neared, reporters spotted a cab arrive at the door of Van Zandt’s home on the southwest corner of Rush and Huron. The yellow curtains of her weather-stained brick home had all been drawn. The driver of the cab leapt down and waited. Eventually, the door of the house opened and Van Zandt stepped outside with her mother. Both seemed in anguish, though Van Zandt’s mother almost seemed worse off. Together, they climbed into the cab. It settled onto Huron before turning south at Dearborn toward the county jail—where the four men were set to hang.


  The jail was heavily guarded the morning of the execution. All passage along the bordering streets was cut off, and stout ropes marked the boundaries, including at Clark and Michigan Street. There, sixteen men armed with rifles and revolvers guarded the entrance to the jail. More stood guard on the north side, on Illinois between Clark and Dearborn.


  Despite the security, Van Zandt and her mother urged the cab driver onward. He followed their commands, and a game of chicken began. Nina Van Zandt’s cab continued toward the jail.


  Finally, an officer stepped forward and aimed his musket.


  That was apparently enough motivation for the driver to halt. A lieutenant then approached the cab and gently explained to the women that they could not go any further. They could not enter the jail.


  The cab’s driver turned it around. Nina Van Zandt broke into tears, falling upon her mother’s shoulder as they rode home.


  Later, from outside her home, reporters could hear her sobbing.


  Lucy Parsons also tried to get in. Dressed in deep black with her children and a female companion at her side, she insisted even after being ordered to turn around. The Daily News wrote that police made “every effort of gentle restraint, persuasion, argument and entreaty” to convince her to relent. Eventually they arrested Lucy and her children, who were taken in a police wagon to a nearby station and led to the basement.


  “They’ll keep us here till their murdering spree is finished,” Lucy Parsons spat. “Then they’ll likely let us go.”


  •••

  
  Inside the jail, three of the condemned men asked for twenty minutes each to make speeches on the gallows.


  The sheriff did not answer the request.


  Eventually, the men were told their final hour had arrived. Quickly, they were gathered together and marched toward the wooden gallows.


  Hundreds of people—reporters, politicians, and other witnesses—took their seats. The crowd hushed to a whisper. The chief bailiff asked the gentlemen to remove their caps. Footsteps could be heard. And finally, a group of white-robed figures began to appear on the gallows.
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  First was Spies, his hands bound firmly behind him, beneath the shroud. Next came Fischer. Then Engel and Parsons. Each took their place beside a noose. A bailiff approached and began to strap their legs and ankles together and passed the nooses over their heads.


  Everyone expected to hear the men speak. Instead, an officer quickly covered the face of each man with a white cap, starting with Spies. But Spies cried out: “The voice you are now about to strangle will be more potent in the future than any words I could utter!”


  The next muffled voice came from behind the shroud of Fischer: “This is the happiest moment of my life!”


  Next came the harsh, loud voice of Engel: “Hurrah for anarchy! Hurrah!”


  Then, the crowd waited expectantly for Parsons. But while the other men struck a defiant or celebratory tone, Parsons’ eventual voice sounded dreary and reproachful.


  “May I be allowed to speak?” Parsons said. “Oh, men of America, may I be allowed the privilege of speech even at the last moment? Harken to the voice of the people—.”


  A sharp cracking noise interrupted him.


•••

  
  Six years later, Illinois had a new governor, John Altgeld. He pardoned Fielden, Neebe, and Schwab in June 1893. And in doing so, he sharply criticized Judge Joseph Gary, who presided over the trial, for finding that words of the convicted men had led some unknown person to toss the Haymarket bomb.


  To Altgeld, that logic meant prosecutors had to prove, beyond a reasonable doubt, “that the person committing the violent deed had at least heard or read the advice given to the masses, for until he either heard or read it he did not receive it, and if he did not receive it he did not commit the violent act in pursuance of that advice, and it is here that the case for the state fails.”


  Judge Gary retorted, “It doesn’t make any difference to me what the governor does or says and I don’t care a continental.”


  But some of the jurors who heard the case felt differently. One of them called it “an outrage on American citizenship.”


  “If Gov. Altgeld had given the pardon as an act of mercy it would have been different,” he said. “It would be bad enough in that case, for I feel very strongly against having the pardoning power in any way connected with politics.”


  But, the juror complained, Governor Altgeld deemed himself “the judge and jury.”


  And that, the juror said, “is an outrage.”


  




  NEWSWORTHY EVENTS


  1890: Chicago is chosen to host the World’s Fair.


 
    Chicago Gets It. Congress Finally Awards to This City the Great World’s Fair of 1892.


  ~ CHICAGO DAILY NEWS, FEBRUARY 24, 1890




  1893: Carter Harrison III begins his fifth term as mayor; The World’s Fair is held in Jackson Park.





  ASSASSIN THE MURDER OF CARTER HARRISON


  
     Carter Harrison, mayor of Chicago, was shot and killed last evening by an assassin in the hallway of the Harrison mansion at the southwest corner of Ashland and Jackson boulevards.


  The murderer is under arrest. He gives his name as Eugene Patrick Prendergast.


  ~ CHICAGO DAILY NEWS, OCTOBER 28, 1893




  CHICAGO OVERCAME A MASSIVE CALAMITY IN THE GREAT FIRE. IT endured international headlines born of the Haymarket riot. But then, in 1890, it landed the honor of hosting the World’s Columbian Exhibition, a great fair meant to showcase the world’s progress in art, industry, and invention.


  Carter Harrison III returned to the mayor’s office the month before the fair’s opening in May 1893. Freshly inaugurated after a six-year absence from the role, he promised “to present Chicago to the world in a gala dress.”


  “It will be my earnest endeavor to keep the city clean, not only in its heart, but throughout its entire dimensions,” Harrison declared, “so that the people of the world can come here and say to us: ‘The young city is not only vigorous, but she laves her beautiful limbs daily in Lake Michigan and comes out clean and pure every morning.’”


  Proud as Harrison may have been, deadly threats still lurked on the streets of his “clean and pure” metropolis by the lake.


  One of them, an odd little stranger, would soon come calling for Harrison himself.


  The fair ran for six months in Jackson Park. President Grover Cleveland participated in the grand opening ceremony on May 1. Though the day began with dark and dismal weather, clouds eventually gave way to sunshine, transforming the park into a dazzling jewel. A 110-piece orchestra played, 700 flags were unfurled, and the president pressed a single key to start the machinery in the Palace of Mechanical Arts.


  The fair claimed a total attendance of more than twenty-seven million people, though that number fell below expectations somewhat. A day set aside to commemorate the Chicago Fire purportedly drew roughly 762,000 people alone—“the largest civic gathering of people the world has ever seen,” the Daily News would claim in its almanac the following year.


  Still, bad-mouthing by newspapers from New York would be blamed for depressing attendance. After all, New York City had lost the fair to Chicago years earlier.


  “That city never recovered from its humiliation in being defeated in its efforts to secure the location of the Fair by Chicago, and this spirit manifested itself in articles belittling the Fair and ridiculing the city of Chicago,” the Daily News wrote in its almanac. “Toward the close of the Exposition, when its great and wonderful success was acknowledged the world over, some attempt was made to correct the impression they had created, but it was too late to be of any benefit. During the first half of the Fair it was a ‘Chicago Fair,’ but, of a sudden, when it became recognized as a credit to the United States and was the marvel of the world, it became ‘Our Fair.’”


  It all began to wind down near the end of October. And, on October 28, Harrison spent his day helping entertain more than one thousand officials from about seventy other cities. By five p.m., he returned to his home at the southwest corner of Jackson Boulevard and Ashland Avenue.


  He ate dinner around six o’clock. Then he retired to a back room to rest on a couch—until someone came to his door about two hours later.


  The knock was not unusual. Harrison had been a prominent politician for more than a decade. Not only did he spend eight years as mayor, he also spent time on the county board of commissioners and in Congress.


  A journalist later recalled how he had once paid an unannounced visit to Harrison—then a private citizen. Harrison had given this journalist a frosty reception at first, but his friendly nature soon asserted itself. The politician got comfortable in a large upholstered chair, propped his feet up, and puffed on a large briarwood pipe while he entertained his guest.


  Before the visit ended, another stranger wandered into the Harrison home.


  “They follow me everywhere,” Harrison complained. “Come into my home, as you see, without knocking. They bother the life out of me and every one of them assumes that I am under obligations to him or her. You have no idea of the persistence and insolence of some of these people.”


  When the doorbell rang on October 28, 1893, Harrison’s maid opened the front door. On the other side, she found a small, clean-shaven young man.


  He said, “I want to see Mayor Harrison.”


  “You can’t see him. He is asleep.”


  The odd little stranger persisted. “I must see him. My business is very important.”


  Eventually, the maid gave in. She let the stranger step inside Harrison’s mansion, leaving him in the hallway while she roused the mayor. Slowly, Harrison began to lumber toward the hall. And the maid left the men alone.


  Moments later, servants downstairs would hear Harrison tell his visitor, “I tell you, I won’t do it!”


  That’s when the man drew a revolver and opened fire on the mayor of Chicago.


  The first bullet pierced Harrison’s abdomen. He reeled backward. The second bullet entered his body just above the heart. The third struck him in the left hand.


  People heard the shots and came running. William Preston Harrison, one of the mayor’s sons, had been upstairs. He rushed to the stairway and startled the gunman, chasing him out the door and into the street. Neighbors saw the gunman wave his revolver as the mayor’s coachman opened fire and began to chase him down Ashland Avenue.


  Back inside, the mayor told his son, “I’m shot. I can’t live.” He asked for his fiancée, Anna Howard.


  “Where is Annie? Send Annie here,” Harrison said. But he would never see her face again.


  Word soon spread. Crowds gathered. Police stood guard.


  The mayor died at 8:27 p.m.

  
•••

  
  It didn’t take long to find the mayor’s killer. Patrick Eugene Prendergast quickly gave himself up at the Des Plaines Street police station. Two days after the assassination, a Daily News reporter observed Prendergast at the jail. He was freshly washed. And the Daily News said he was sitting in the same cell in which Louis Lingg had committed suicide.


  The reporter called him an “ill-looking fellow.”


  “Prendergast still wore the soft hat, drawn over his eyes in stage-villain style,” said the Daily News. “His long face had a resolute expression. Thick lips, a protruding jaw, small, restless eyes, hollow cheeks and the bewildered air which the murderer wears at most times lends strength to the insanity theory, for certainly there is but little intelligence shown in his countenance.”
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  Fellow prisoners picked on him. Local politicians made excuses to drop by and look at him. As for reporters, he growled that he’d been bothered by them ever since his arrest.


  He admitted that he’d slept well. That he’d just had breakfast. But he reminded the reporter, “This is a jail. I have never been arrested before. This is my first experience.”


  Born in Ireland, Prendergast arrived in the United States at the age of five. He attended Catholic schools, became a recluse, and studied law and taxes. By October 1893, he had become a newspaper distributor. But he had his eye on a better job.


  Prendergast would insist that he had helped secure Harrison’s return to City Hall. In return, he expected to be named Chicago’s corporation counsel. When he didn’t get his reward, he decided to shoot the mayor.


  People thought him insane.


  When confronted in the jail by the reporter for the Daily News, Prendergast refused to talk about the assassination. He simply wrote the words “not guilty” on a slip of paper, handing it to a guard.


  Beyond that, he would say only three words about the crime:


  “I was justified,” he said. “I was justified.”


  •••

  
  Three days after Harrison met his assassin inside his home, his body rested there in a plain, red cedar casket.


  The mayor’s family gathered inside for a private service while Chicagoans of all walks of life gathered outside. Eventually, a procession led the body to City Hall. As the casket was delivered through the doorway, one hundred musicians from the Chicago Music Society played Felix Mendelssohn’s funeral march and “Nearer My God to Thee.”


  A parade of Chicagoans filed past Harrison’s casket in a corridor filled with flowers as it lay in state. They still clamored for a glimpse of him the next morning, even as his casket was removed for the funeral. Crowds along the processional route swelled from building to curb.
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  The casket made its way east on Washington, then south on Michigan Avenue, then west along Jackson, until it neared the little Church of the Epiphany at Adams and Ashland. The federal courts closed that morning, and the US flag flew at half-staff outside the Adams Street entrance of the post office.


  Wherever the mayor’s black-and-gold hearse passed, eyes glistened with tears. Behind it stepped a thoroughbred mare—saddled and bridled, but riderless. Many Chicagoans had seen it carry Harrison into dangerous situations, like labor riots, the Daily News wrote.


  “To see the noble-looking animal today led lonesomely behind the hearse of her master was a sight that not many witnessed unmoved,” the newspaper said.


  Chicago buried its mayor in Graceland Cemetery.


  •••

  
  A day after the funeral, Prendergast drew spectators of his own—in a courtroom.


  His limbs shook. His hands trembled. As he was led into the courtroom, he spoke only to his guard.


  “Keep close to me, jailer,” he pleaded, fearful of the curious crowd. The jailer put his body between the prisoner and the gallery.


  Then Prendergast faced the judge. But his tongue had become so parched he could barely speak. His first whispered words could not be heard.


  “What do you say?” the judge demanded. “Are you guilty or not guilty? You are charged with murder.”


  The clerk read the indictment.


  “Patrick Eugene Prendergast, you are charged with the murder of Carter
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