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individual. Unionism properly organized and conducted,
will result in great good to the nation, to the laborer and to
the employer, but wrongly conducted, as my experience
teaches me to believe, an overwhelming majority of labor
unions are at present, it will destroy everything it touches
precisely as fire destroys paper.

I have no quarrel with any labor leader. The law has
written “finis” to the activities of those with whom I was
associated in a plot to destroy, and the law is supreme.
But it has left me an industrial wreck upon the shores of
human endeavor, and to me will be led scores of others to
share my lot if the policies of destruction and the power
of the labor bosses is allowed by the laboring men to go
unchecked. It is not enough that the labor bosses shall
obey the law; members of the unions must make the bosses
work for the union and not for themselves. If you are not
willing to do your best to see that they do this, and to see
that your fellow members also do their best to secure the
same end, then in the name of God, don’t join a labor
union.

This is the only edition of this work authorized by me.

Los Angeles County Jail,
Los Angeles, Cal.,,
February 25, 1913.

The National Dynamite Plot

[ am not yet 39 years old. 1 was horn at Bloomvilic,
Ohio, and when I was four vears of age my mother died. T
have a sister two years my junior. We were reared, chiefly,
by my mother’s father. He was a blucksmith.

I left school in 1883, when I was ten years of age. Two
years later I went to work in a stone quarry and for the
next seven years I followed this work at Bloomville, being
employed by L. H. Trance & Sons, and Keller & Geiger.

While engaged at this work I learned the use of dynamite,
an accidental training, which resulted years later in my
selection by persons of whom I had had no previous knowl-
edge, as an instrument of destruction and to light a fire
of class hatred which, had it been allowed to run its course,
would have resulted in disasters greater than I care to
contemplate.

When I was nineteen years old I went to Tiffin, Ohio,
where my father had a stone quarry, and there worked for
him. Later he closed the quarry and embarked in the ice
business. For some time I drove a delivery wagon for him
and at the outbreak of the Spanish-American war I enlisted
in Company “E”, Second Ohio Volunteers, and served
eleven months, being mustered out at Macon, Ga., without
having seen active service. I have an honorable discharge.

After the war I went to Milwaukee, where I lived with
my uncle, George Behm, my mother’s brother. He was
a Jocomotive engineer, employed by the C. M. & St. P. It



was he who called upon me at the Los Angeles county jail
and tried so hard to have me repudiate my confession of
guilt in the dynamite cases, though he knew that I was
guilty. Had I done so, nothing but ill could have come of
it for me as well as for my family.

Upon my arrival in Milwaukee I secured work in a stone
quarry, but some time later went to the Allis Chalmers
shops in West Allis, a suburb of Milwaukee, where the
firm of Writer & Connelly were erecting steel work. This
was my first experience in this kind of work.

I was running a hoisting engine on this job which was
an open one. There were many union men working, and
agitation to organize the job was strong. In the spring of
1902 T joined the hoisting engineers’ union. The agitation
for a closed shop was finally successful and in October the
job was organized. This was my first acquaintance with
union methods. They did not impress me greatly, but I
joined, and paid my dues. It would have been inconven-
ient, and probably dangerous, to say the least, to do
otherwise.

From West Allis I went with the same company back to
Milwaukee to erect a plant for the gas company. While
employed on this job I became a member of the Bridge &
Structural Iron Workers’ union, joining Local No. 8, Mil-
waukee, and being given card No. 5063. I now had two
union cards and, as it will be shown, this fact was another
serious accident in my life, for it lead indirectly to the
dynamite plot.

After leaving Milwaukee I went to Chicago and there
I married with Miss Emma Swantz. The wedding took
place at Melrose Park, May 8, 1901. Of this union there are
two children, a girl now aged nine years, and a boy who
will soon be seven years of age.
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It will be seen from the foregoing that during the years
prior to the dynamite plot, which resulted in paralyzing
every big construction plant in the country, frightening
the little ones into unionizing their work and causing the
deaths of over a score of men, I was a normal American
citizen. I married young. I became a good workman and
was never long without employment. I was sober and
industrious and when later H. C. Hockin, international
organizer of the B. & S. I. W,, and J. J. McNamara, inter-
national secretary of the same organization, put about my
neck the rope that was ultimately to ensnare us all, my wife
stood loyally by me, discountenancing the crimes but shield-
ing me because I was her husband and the father of her
children. This she did until we were caught. Then, thanks
to the machinations of the union officials, she turned against
me and joined my uncle, George Behm, in unsuccessfully
“third degreeing” me in the Los Angeles county jail. I
wish to say here that this was the only ill treatment I have
received since my arrest. To no one else do I owe a harsh
word. '

An ironworker’s job is uncertain in point of duration.
When the job upon which he is employed by the contractor
is finished he must seek new work. Therefore it is fre-
quently necessary for a man in my trade to travel from city
to city seeking work. Such was my experience until I
returned to Chicago in May, 1905.

In Chicago I experienced a phase of unionism which I
disliked. Heretofore union methods had meant little to me.
1 had seen the officers work for the union, as they expressed
it. Frequently their “work” was brutal. They bullied men
into joining the union and those who would not were almost
certain to find themselves in frequent fist fights in which
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the odds were against them to such extent that they had no
chance to escape a beating.

Now, however, I was to encounter the real thing in
unionism—the union boss who sets his power above that
of the government, his personal desire above the rights
of the men he is directing, and his pique above justice. 1
witnessed a piece of work by F. M. Ryan, president of
the I. A. of B. & S. I. W,, recently convicted of com-
plicity in the dynamite plot and who is now out on hail
pending appeal. There will be many appearances of Mr.
Ryan in these pages.

Shortly after my arrival in Chicago I found myself out
of work and applied to Oscar Daniels & Company for work
as a bridgman or hoisting engineer, having cards in both
organizations. 1 left my address care of William O’Brien,
care Bridgmen’s Hall, Chicago, and got a call from Dan-
iels to go to South Bend, Ind,, as a hoisting engineer. When
I was told this by O’Brien I learned that Ryan, then busi-
ness agent of the Chicago local, wanted to see me.

I entered Ryan’s office and he asked to see my bridg-
man’s card. I gave it to him and he found it correct, with
dues paid in advance.

“You carry an engineer’s card also?” he said.

I told him that I did, out of the Milwaukee local. He
became angry and shouted that I should not have the job
at South Bend. ‘

“You can’t hold two cards,” he declared. “The engineers
are protesting against bridgmen running engines, and I'm
going to stop it. You'll have to give up one card or the
other.”

Here was the heated iron of unionism run wild and
become anarchic, branding its victims with a vengeance.
The very soul of unionism, as I had understood it, was the
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holy right of a man to work. The leaders declared that
they were elected to see that men had jobs. They denounced
the employers who would not unionize their shops as
despots who sought to deprive the workingman of his
right to labor. I, who had two cards and no job, however,
must not work.

Of course, I could have thrown up the bridgemen’s card
and working under the engineer’s card, taken the job. There
were two reasons why I did not do this. One was that I
would have incurred the enmity of F. M. Ryan and perhaps
some day a bucket of red hot rivets or a ton or so of iron
would have fallen onto my head from ten stories above.
Then, too, the bridgeman’s card gave me employment at
better wages.

The next place I secured employment was at the Illinois
Steel Company’s plant at South Chicago. My family was
then residing at 414 South Sangamon street, Flat C-14,
which apartments my wife and children are still occupying.

It was on this job that I saw again the iron hand and
ruthless heel of F. M. Ryan in their unmasked nakedness.
It was the strike that Ryan called on this plant in the
Spring of 1907. The strike is still in progress.

There was no reason for that strike. There was no jus-
tice in the order taking the men from their jobs and the
men said so then and they said so as recently as two years
ago,”which is the last time I had definite information from
the outside world.

A word about this strike.

Lacking a grievance, Ryan created a reason for the
strike. The Illinois company that year refused to sign a
contract. They had refused to do so every year. They
had never signed one, and the contract had been for years
presented to the company merely as a matter of form.
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Every union man on the job was satisfied with conditions,
pay and hours. The union was satisfied, but Ryan was
not. And Ryan had the authority. He declared that unless
the company signed he would call a strike. The company
replied by pointing to its past record for fair dealing. The
shop was manned exclusively by members of the union.
None other could get a job. The company had been paying
wage scale and hiring only union men. ‘“Johnny” Jones,
who had the confidence of both the company and the men,
was yard superintendent, and the company agreed to let
his word be supreme in the hiring of men. Ryan demanded
a signed contract or a strike. The company refused to
sign and declared that if the union went out it would
stay out. Ryan called the strike and it is in progress yet.
The union will never get into that shop again.

So much for the justice and the effectiveness of Ryan’s
leadership. Ryan, however, is a man of iron. This made
easy his rise to the berth of international president of the
ironworkers, and at this writing he is out of jail on bail
fighting for re-election to that office with a splendid chance
of winning. _

When the Illinois strike was called; many of us in Chi-
cago were forced out of work. With Freddy Zeiss, a friend,
I secured a job in Detroit with the Oscar Daniels Company.
Here begins my career as a dynamiter for the international.

It will be seen from what has gone before that accident
has had a great deal to do with my life. The accident of
Ryan. It was a calamity. It seemed to have been fore-
ordained, and before the storm I have bowed my head.

The calamity started when Ryan took away my engin-
eer’s card. This prevented me leaving Chicago. Had I
left it is probable I should have escaped the meshes of the
plot which Ryan, McNamara and the others were even
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then concocting. With the engineer’s job gone I fell back
upon the bridgemen’s job and then Ryan took that from
me by calling the strike. I left for Detroit and at Detroit
Hockin was waiting for me. He had, doubtless, been
posted by Ryan. At any rate, he knew of my knowledge of
explosives and he demanded that knowledge in the service
of the union! And behind him I found Ryan the iron-
handed, and McNamara and the others. And there was
no escape this side of the grave.

I do not say this in extenuation. Perhaps I should have
chosen the grave. But life is the last thing man quits
naturally and it is the thing he will hold to at the cost of
everything else. The average man, I mean. And I am
only an average man, with the average man’s desire for
life and pleasure, for the welfare of his wife and his chil-
dren, for health and work and a home. These were staked
against death and T chose to live.

Unionism or a regard for unionism had but little to do
with making up my mind to enter the dynamite plot. Hockin
had all to do with it. It is to my shame that Hockin and
Ryan and J. J. McNamara could get no other tool than me,
save J. B. McNamara, to do the work in a satisfactory man-
ner. But it is to the welfare of the country that this is the
case, for had McNamara had all the men he wanted to carry
out his plans of destruction there would have been more
steel buildings in ruins in the United States than there are
now standing.

Zeiss and I arrived in Detroit on May 13, 1907, and went
to work on the Ford building the following Monday. We
were both on the derricks. Harry Anderson was foreman
of my gang and Zeiss was under “Big Andy” Anderson.
Axel Peterson was superintendent of construction, and a
man named Tripps was timekeeper.
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H. S. Hockin, since convicted of conspiracy in connection
with the dynamite plot at Indianapolis, Ind., was at that
time secretary of Detroit Local No. 25, Bridge & Structural
Tron Workers’ union. On three days of each week he was
acting as business agent, the local not being strong enough
to support a regular business agent for the full week.

Detroit was then an open shop town and the non-union
men were in the majerity. Naturally Hockin was provoked
at this, for Hockin was ambitious. Hockin saw in the inter-
national offices at Indianapolis a chance to shine as a na-
tional labor leader and he set out to “do something” for
the union that would result in his election as an international
officer.

Dynamite was to be his means and I was to be his tool.

Hockin visited where I worked every day, usually at noon.
The day after I went to work, he scraped an acquaintance
with me, introducing himself. After that we conversed
each day. He constantly complained about the “scab jobs”
in town, and painted bright hopes for the future.

Early in June one of the men on the job, I never knew
his name and had never spoken to him, asked me if I was
going to attend the regular meeting of the union, to be held
that night. It was not my custom to go to the meetings,
but because this man told me something unusual was to
take place I went. I thought that this unusual event was
the election of delegates to the International convention
of Bridge & Structural Iron Workers. This convention
was scheduled for New Orleans, but was later changed to
Indianapolis. Hockin was elected as one of the delegates.

For me this was not the unusual event, however. This
was the fatal night of my life—the turning point. Hockin
got me.

Before the meeting ended the same man who had induced
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me to attend, told me that after the regular meeting the
executive board of the local would hold a meeting and that
the members of the board wanted to see me.

At this meeting Hockin and two other members were
present. I asked what was wanted of me. Hockin replied
at length. He said the board was desirous of unionizing
several Detroit jobs then operating under the open shop
method. He explained at some length the operations of
several “entertaining committees” he had sent out, but de-
clared their efforts had resulted in no good to the union. I
should explain here that the duty of those committees was
to lure non-union men away from their jobs and brutally
assault them. There was nothing said about not killing
them, in fact. It was a means of coercion on the part of
the union, to organize the non-union men, but it did not
work well among bridgemen, who are pretty used to hard
knocks. Hockin concluded his explanation with the state-
ment that he had to do something.

This was true. He had to do something or lose his job.
There was a great deal of dissatisfaction among union men
over the country at conditions in Detroit at that time. This
feeling had its center in Chicago, where members of the
union had been taxed $1 per month for two consecutive
months to aid the Detroit local in its fight against the
open shop. This had led to expressions of disgust, although
men in Detroit were paying fifty cents a week for this
purpose. So great was the feeling that the Detroit union
had threatened to issue transfer cards to all Chicago men
working in Detroit, and forbid them to work there. This
method of “aiding” a union man is not an unusual pro-
ceeding, of course, and when such conditions arise, news
of them leak to the outside and assist in keeping level-
headed men out of labor unions. This the labor leader

17



realizes. This Hockin had realized to such extent that he
was desperate. And in that desperation lay the germ of
a plot which, had it been allowed to run as far as the men
at its head would have run it, would, in my opinion, have
destroyed the government and created a true condition
of chaos and anarchy. Nor have the unions been purged
of the idea yet, although the same executives are no longer
at hand to carry on the work.

I asked Hockin what there was that I could do. I was
only a member of the union, you see, a man who took but
little interest in its affairs, although I lived up to the rules
at all times. I did not see where I could be of service to
the local.

“I am told you know how to handle dynamite,” replied
Hockin.

This startled me. A number of explosions had occurred
in various parts of the country and I had heard the union
blamed for them. But I took no interest in the stories and
no stock in the tales. I did not realize then that the open
shop was a serious menace to unionism or, what is more
important, that unionism as conducted by most lead-
ers of the movement in the United States is today a serious
menace, not only to the existing government, with its glor-
ious and patriotic traditions, but a menace to all government
and all liberty of the individual or even of the masses.

“I want you to use the dynamite which I am going to
procure as I direct you to use it,” said Hockin. “I’'m going
to show these fellows just what the union is. I want this
job the Russell Wheel Foundry Company is putting up for
the Detroit Gas Company, blown up.”

This staggered me. I looked at the three men and even
at that stage I felt that I was a cornered rat. These
men had the power to take the bread and butter from the
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mouths of my children and I knew it. I wondered if they
would think of that. They c},ld. |
“Why did you choose me?”’ 1 asked. e ce o e
“Every other Chicago man has done some hmg L
on the entertaining commlttegs or in szﬁ_rtn’? other way,
“It’s up to you to do your part. )
w%‘sl’ﬁ(lﬂgée yIc;[uS atpthe }j’ob tomorrow,” said Hockin when 1
replied that T would think the matter over. IIIefththe hal}
in a cold sweat and that night I slept little. In t e.mgnt
ing I had come to no decision, and he who hesitates 1sh sI.
At noon Hockin came to the job and asked me Iw en1d
would do the work. He took it for granted that v};ztou
do it. T asked him what I had to expect if } got ca}‘ljg -
“Stand pat and keep your mouth shut,” he sai) o
et a lawyer and the money for your defense and bail, an
’ fit.”
w?‘lll’rge;.f};g;ldogft; leak,” I objected, seeking desperately to
find a way out. But there was no way. And to conv(linie
me that there was no danger of a leak, Hockin sto}(l)_p;e1 o
dragging in the mire the badge of brotherhood whic uv;rl(;
both wore, and in which I have always taken too m
ride to ever use in such trouble as has befallen me. d
P “We’re both Knights of Pythias,” Hockin replied, aql
you ought to be willing to trust a brother. Everything \3\7111{
be all right. You will be well paid. There will be noers“;
You get ready and I'll get the dynamite and let you kno
WI}I(?}rllii r?v;;aagg;f dark alley plotting and there was noge
of the dramatic about it. That was to enter later, thhht 1§
appearance of J. J. McNamara. This conversatxonlé;v%s fzin
on a Detroit street at the noon hour, and I flatly to oc

1d not do the work. ) .,
th%%{lg;o;n take away your card and have you blacklisted,
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he snarled. “I'll keep you off of every union job in the
country, and I'll spread the report that you were fired from
the union because you dynamited those other jobs and
the union won’t stand for dynamiters. Of course, they can'’t
prove it on you, but you’ll be arrested and put to all sorts
of trouble and the open shop people will have nothing to
do with you. And I'll brand you so no decent man will
work beside you in any kind of work.”

Hindsight is a splendid quality, but how fine it would be
if we could reverse its action, I see now a number of
things which I might have done then and escaped. But I
could not see them then. I could only see my wife and
children hungry and myself tramping about the country,
vainly hunting” work or, finding it, holding it only for a
day or so, to be kicked out as a degenerated thug with the
instincts of a tiger. Seeing this and only this, I yielded.
But I promised myself that, the job once accomplished, I
would leave Detroit, get away from Hockin and thus es-
cape being mired with him in the pit he was digging for
himself. For it was easy to see that he had become ob-
sessed with the idea of explosion and that, should I per-
form the work in a manner to accomplish real damage, and
escape without suspicion, he would carry into effect a pro-
gram of destruction which would find an echo in every
part of the country. I foresaw exactly what did happen,
and I tried to escape a part in it. Why I could not will
appear shortly.

A few days later Hockin told me that he had been un-
able to get the dynamite and said I would have to get it.
I never knew, but it is easy to guess, that Hockin decided
that so long as I was doing the work I might as well do
all of it, and thus he would keep his hands free of stain in
case I was caught.
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i from day to day, asking him where I was
toIggtUtth}:ndjyizmite. Tﬁ’is puzzled him for awhile, but on
June 22, 1907, he told me to go to the quarry in .Blo%m—
ville, Ohio, where I used to work, and buy thlrtyl—{‘ve
pounds. I never knew what trouble Hockin took looking
into my early life, but he knew it in detail. .

I asked him how I was to transport the dynamite.

“Put it in a suit case and take it with you on a passenger

in,” he said.
tr:%ll‘r}ll’is 1‘cl:onversation was held on Saturday, June 22, 1907,
and I left Detroit that evening, Hockin giving me $20 fo(;
expenses. I arrived in Bloomville a few hours later, ar(lj
from my cousin, Philip E. Prouse, who conducted a hard-
ware store, bought the fuse and caps. I then secgredﬁan
order from Nat France, owner of the quarry for thirty-five
pounds of dynamite. My uncle, William Behm, drove me to
the quarry and William Carey, in charge of the magazine,
delivered the dynamite to me. The use of dynam1tfe.1s
so common in that section that nothing is thought o }ﬁs
sale, although I told F;ance I wanted it to kill fish with.

cle the truth. )
! t\?&l’?t}rln}t,hindlyenamite in a suit case I left Bloomville that
afternoon and arrived in Detroit that evening. On MOI:I—
day, June 24, 1907, I went to the job as usual, leaving the
explosive in my room, which I shared with Fred Le1ss(,j,
and at noon Hockin came to me. I reported to him an
tendered the balance of the expense money he had given
me. He told me to keep it. In the light of later expen;
ence, this generosity on his part is inexplicable, 1fxfcep
upon the theory that he was excited. He got it back from
over again. .

m(i Oa‘g;i:ntild himgthat I had gone as far as I intended
to in the matter and that he must send a man to my room
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that night to get the dynamite. He said that he would see
me again as I came off the job in the afternoon.

As I was leaving the work he accosted me and said:

“I want that job pulled off tonight and you've got to do
it. Set some in the boiler, under the hoist and some in the
air compressor. There is no watchman and you’ll have
no trouble. I'm janitor of the Elks’ Club and they have
a banquet tonight. The banquet will be over at 1 o’clock
in the morning and I'll be busy then. Set the explosion
between 1 and 2 o’clock. That will give me a good alibi.
Your money will come in a day or two. If you are caught,
stand pat.”

I had no trouble in executing his orders, but as I set the
explosion in the boiler I noticed a little door which led
from the kitchen of a restaurant into the alley, just oppo-
site the boiler. I was afraid that some person would come
out of that door just as the explosion went off, so I rolled
a garbage barrel in front of it, arranging the barrel so that
the door could not be opened from the inside. Then I led
the fuses to one point, each cut for thirty-five minutes,
and lighted them. I then went to my room, four blocks
away and was in bed when the explosion occurred.

This dynamite was 60 per cent nitro-glycerine and I had
set four sticks in each charge, leaving the remainder in my
room. The explosion did a great deal of damage and was
in every way what Hockin termed “a good job.”

I heard the fire department’s apparatus answer an alarm
that was turned in because of the explosion and later in
the morning heard the newsboys calling their papers with
the story of the explosion. I looked out at the window and
saw a policeman at each corner of the block. 1 was cer-
tain that I had been detected and that the house was sur-
rounded. Because of this I cut the fuse and dynamite into
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i+ and flushed them down the toilet. The caps I
:crur;iuwbi}cths rille and hid in the building on which I was work-
m%n our way to work Zeiss and I heard talk of the ex-
plosion on all sides and he wanted to go to the place ﬁpd
cee the wreck. I was afraid to do this. I had told 1ri1_1
nothing of my connection with it but now said, as thoug

ng:

Ol‘(‘II’lgl tell you all about it later.” He merely laughed. ,
During all that day 1 worked with a vacant mind.
could not collect my ideas and thought continually of the
crime I had committed. A number of strangers were pry-
ing about the building all day and I suspected them todbe
detectives. I learned later that they were such. The day
seemed a hundred hours long, but it ended at l'ast, fmd
taking the caps I had hid I threw them, one at a time, into
the Detroit river. Thus all of the evidence save what they
may have found at the scene of the explosion was de-
Stronr(::i‘d every paper, and learned that Hockin had been
arrested. He was released shortly afterward, his alibi bei

ing too strong to shake. It will be remembered that
had told my uncle, William Behm, the truth abou.t the use
to which the dynamite was tdo kllae put. I sent the news-
him and he destroyed them. )
pa})eriz\fvo sought an opportgnity to leave Detroit and tﬁus
get away irom Hockin, whom I feared. Therefore, when
word came that men were wanted on a rush job at Ind}l:ilg-
apolis, I persuaded Zeiss to accompany me there. e
general contractor was the Central States Bridge Company
and a sub-contractor was doing the iron work. - -
On June 27 or 28, after lunch, I was ascepdmg the bulh-
ing when I heard a man on the ladder behind me ask why
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I hurried so. At the eighth floor he said: “Wait a minute,”
and joined me. He gave me a sealed envelope and said:

“There’s some money in it.”

It contained $75 in bills and a note in Hockin’s writing
which said: “Compliments of the executive board. More
to follow.”

On Saturday, June 29, Hockin visited the work and
asked me if I got the money. I then asked him for transfer
cards for Zeiss and myself and told him we were going to
Indianapolis. We got them and left that ‘evening for
Chicago. On July 1 we arrived in Indianapolis, only to
be told the contractors had been changed and the job was
an open shop. We met a friend of Zeiss’ who took us up
to the international headquarters of the Iron Workers’
Union and there I again saw Ryan, now international pres-
ident, and became acquainted with J. J. McNamara, then
international secretary and treasurer. The offices were in
the American Central Life building, rooms Nos. 422-24.
On the fifth floor of the building there is a big vault which
also belonged to the headquarters.

I suggested to Ryan that in as much as we had come in
‘response to a wire from him for men it was only fair that
headquarters should pay our fare to Indianapolis and back
to Chicago. He became angry in an instant and pointing
to a big safe he said:

“We ought to have that full of money for legitimate work
let alone paying the expenses of men looking for jobs.”

Zeiss and I returned to Chicago and on July 5 went to
work for Charles Volkmann & Co., and during the next
few months we had several jobs together. Then, in Sep-
tember, Zeiss had a bad fall, sustaining serious injuries.
He went to a hospital and I have not seen him since.

It was not until December that I again felt the iron hand
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he union and the fine hand of Ryan and Hockin, the
?a{ttter now international organizer. During that month, in
the absence of an engineer, I ran a hoisting engine for two
hours and was fined $25. I was foreman for Volkmann
then and refused to pay the fine. In order to keep me on
the job Volkmann paid it for me. Again appears an acci-
dent of fate. Had Volkmann not paid that fine I would
have been expelled from the union and esgaped the meshes
of the union leaders so far as the dynamite plot was con-
cerned. 1 was angry about the fine but there lurked in
my mind the idea that if I was expelled I would certainly
be done with the dynamite game. But the fine was paid
and I worked on. And early in Fel?ruary I heard from
kin. Truly, there was no escape tor me. '
H?t: was at t}}:at time that Paddy Mackin, then business
agent for the Chicago local, came to me and told me that
Hockin wanted to see me and would be waiting for me
that evening near my home. He and Mackin were both
there. We went to a wine room, w_here he told me that
he wanted me to dynamite a bridge in course of construc-
tion by the Wisconsin Bridge Company at Clinton, Towa.
He said that the watchman was “fixed” and that I was
expected by the international executive board to put a
charge of dynamite under the derrick car used in the con-
struction of the bridge. _ . '
I told him that I was done with that sort of thing. "I
said that I was sorry for the Detroit crime. It bothered
me and I feared arrest. ) B ,
?‘We’ve got the goods on you now,” he replied. “You've
got to do as we say or we'll jail you. Then where will
your wife and children be? You can’t lay down on us
now. The executive board has set aside $1,25 and expenses
for this job and for other jobs that youre gomng to do.
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You're going to do just exactly as we say, when we say
it, and as often as we say it, or you are going to jail.”

I was afraid to refuse but I told him that the money
he offered was not enough and he told me that it was all
I would get.

A week later he called at my house to discuss plans and
was introduced to my wife as Mr. Ping. When I objected
that I had no dynamite he told me to get it where I got
the other.

“Get a hundred pounds,” he said, “and you can use it
in the other jobs you'll get. If you are arrested, stand pat
and I'll protect you.”

He gave me $50 for expenses and I left for Tiffin, Ohio,
on February 13, 1908. I drove from there to Bloomville in
a livery rig, putting the rig in the stable of Frank Rutz,
and spent the night with my uncle, William Behm. My
cousin, Philip E. Prouse, had sold his hardware business
but I bought caps and fuse from his successor and on the
afternoon of February 14 got 100 pounds of dynamite from
Nat France’s magazine. I arrived in Chicago on the morn-
ing of February 15. I left there at noon and arrived at
Clinton between 4 and 5 o'clock. I registered at a hotel
as G. Grovie, according to Hockin’s instructions, and in
the evening looked over the work I had to do. The next
day, Sunday, I again inspected the bridge and the work,
and found that T would have to pay toll on a bridge in
order to get across the river to the derrick car I was ex-
pected to destroy.

On Sunday night it was biting cold. I took the dyna-
mite and went across the river. Waiting until 1 o’clock I
set a charge of fifteen sticks on each side of the hoist and
twenty sticks under the car. The work was not successful
from Hockin’s point of view. Only one charge on the hoist
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exploded. The dynamite was frozen and I had no way to
it before use. _

th?wdil(fl not want to face the toll man on the bridge so
soon after having crossed, so I walked four miles up the
river to another bridge, crossed therg, retqrned to Clinton,
got a train at 4 o’clock and arrived in Chicago at 9 a. m,
February 17. In the afternoon I returned to my job as
foreman. _ '

A week later Hockin came to my house and learning
that my expenses had been $40 said he would leave that
and the $125 pay with R. H. Houlihan, recently convicted
for complicity in the dynamite plot at the In’dxana_pohs
trial, and at that time secretary of the bridgemen’s Chicago
union. On the following Tuesday I went to the union
hall because it was meeting night, thus giving me an ex-
e. 2
Cu‘S‘A friend of yours named Ping left some money for“you,
said Houlihan, inviting me into his private office. “Why

es he owe you this?” .
do“IS might ha}lrve loaned it to him,” T replied and Houlihan
laughed. .

“That’s a good excuse,” he said. There was an order
prohibiting any member of the union from entering the
private office, but from that day forward I was always wel-
come in the place. Houlihan knew then what I was doing.

Having no interest in the meeting I did not remain, but
went home and gave the money to my wife. )

I again began to think how I could evade Hockin and
still work at my trade. Before I had reached a conclusion
Volkmann got a contract at Howell, Indlaqa, to tear down
a steel building and re-erect it at Evansville, near by. I
thought then that my problem was solved. I did not be-
lieve that Hockin would locate me there. I had not yet
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realized the extent of the determination of the interna-
tional executive board and Ryan and McNamara to have
the dynamiting done. If I had I would never have de-
ceived myself into thinking I could work as a union man
and hide anywhere in the world. I had been in Evansville
only two days when Hockin hailed me from across the
street,

“I never was so glad to see a man in my life as I am
you,” he said. He was excited and showed it. 1 ques-
tioned him as to the cause and he said:

“A man carrying a suit case filled with dynamite was
arrested in Clinton, Iowa, the other day and we thought
it was you. I must telegraph international headquarters
that you are safe.”

Less than a week later Hockin came there again and
wanted me to leave the job and go to St. Louis to dyna-
mite a viaduct. I told him that it was impossible for me
to get away from the job as it was a rush order and I was
in charge, with Volkmann depending upon me. He said
that he would arrange to have me receive a telegram from
Chicago saying that my aunt was sick and to have me
met by a man at Union station, St. Louis, who would
give me a note telling location of the work to be destroyed,
and of the dynamite.

Before I got the wire I got hurt and could not walk for
a day or two. The day I got the wire he telephoned to me
and I told him of my accident. This time the accident
worked in my favor but it was the only time. A week
later he came to Evansville and told me they had got an-
other man to blow the St. Louis work but that it had been
a failure.

The end of the Evansville work was the end of my peace
of mind. From that day to this the union has kept me in
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mental torment. I cannot here make this part of my nar-
rative too strong. I hope by this little book to be the
means of saving others similarly placed. Hockin and the
international executive board now had me bound hand
and foot. I had become their slave. I gave a lot of thought
to the subject. I pondered ways of escaping them. I dis-
cussed the matter with my wife. I could see no end save
jail or perhaps, should I even unintentionally kill some
one, a worse fate. But men with strong wills dominated
me and events proved that there was to be no escape. 1
had to go on and on to the end, and all because I had first
let Hockin threaten me into doing the Detroit work by
painting a picture of want for my family, and later black-
mail me into doing his bidding by threatening me with
exposure and punishment for the same crime. Now it was
too late to turn back, unless I could go to some one in
whom I could place confidence and tell him everything.
And I knew no such person. There was to be no looking
back now, if Hockin insisted.

When the work at Evansville was finished I returned
to Chicago and had been there but a few days when Hockin
demanded that I go to Buffalo, N. Y., and destroy some
girder spans in a bridge which the McClintock & Marshall
Company was constructing for the Lehigh railroad.

On June 28, 1908, I left Chicago for Buffalo, taking with
me what dynamite I had left. This I had buried in a vacant
lot near my house. I arrived in Buffalo the following day
and registered .at the Arlington hotel as Charles Clark.
In the evening while walking near Lafayette Park 1 spied
Hockin talking with a policeman. A drizzle was falling
but we went out to the bridge and looked it over. We
did not see enough to satisfy us, though, so returned the
next day. Hockin then said he wanted the bridge dyna-
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mited on the following night and that he would go to To-
ronto and wait. We stood on a foot bridge near the rail-
road bridge and he pointed out just where he wanted the
charge set. It was on top of a concrete pier, in the shoe
at the end of two girders.

In the evening of July 1, I took the dynamite from the
check room of the Union station, where I had placed it on
my arrival, and hid it and my automatic pistol near a board
fence some distance from the bridge. 1 climbed upon a
box car to see if I could get onto the pier that way. The
structure was for carrying trains over other tracks, of
which there were many under the bridge. As I stood on
the box car two men in the yards called to me. I went
down and they questioned me. I was practically under
arrest. I told them I was the watchman on the bridge.

“You’d better get back on the bridge, then,” they said.
“You're in a bad place here. A watchman was killed
among these cars a day or so ago.”

They went away and I got my gun and the dynamite.
A switch engine left a car directly under the bridge and
by this means I reached the top of the pier. I set the
charge and cut the fuse to reach the ground.

In all of my crimes of this character I never failed to
consider the getaway. This time I was a bit confused by
the difference in time between Buffalo and Chicago. For-
tunately, however, the mistake was in my favor and I only
had to wait a little longer than I had reckoned on. I fired
the fuse and was at the Union station when I heard the
explosion. I got the train and arrived in Chicago on the
evening of July 2. A few days later Hockin came to Chi-
cago-and paid me $125 and my expenses for the work.

A; day or so later I went to work on the construction of
the*La Salle hotel, George A. Fuller Company, contractors.
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Johnny Hunter was superintendent and George “Nigger”
Brown foreman of the derrick gang in which I worked.
I remained at peace there until October, when Hockin
came and told me I must go to Holyoke, Mass., where the
Shoemaker Company was erecting an over-street bridge
for the New York, New Haven & Hartford rallroad‘.

“I want you to get the big guy derrick they’re using, and
the material,” said Hockin.

By this time I had run out of excuses and had also lost
hope that any excuse I could give would have effect. But
as a forlorn hope I told him I had that job for all winter
and did not want to quit. His answer was ready.

“I'll fix it with Hunter so you can get away for the
trip and go back to work when you come home.” He did
this. Not a word was said when I returned to wqu,
though if I had disappeared from the job because of ill-
ness or for some other serious and honest reason I should
probably have had no job when I returned. But the job
was a union one and Hockin was international organizer.
That was reason enough. I don’t know what Hockin told
Hunter. Nothing was ever said to me about it.

I don’t remember where I got the dynamite for that
job. I have spent two years trying to recall its source,
but to no purpose. I had it buried in the vacant lot at
Van Buren and Sangamon streets, near my home, and
when I dug it up and got ready for the trip I saw that it
was weather-beaten and I believe now it was so old that
it would not have exploded had the cap been fired. I ar-
rived in Springfield, Mass., on October 14 and located the
bridge in Holyoke that day. On the next day I took the
dynamite to Holyoke and placed it, in the suit case, in the
base of a column. Then I returned to Springfield after
lighting the fuse. The next day I saw in a newspaper an
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account of an attempt to dynamite the bridge. Watchmen
whom I had seen at a fire near the derrick in which I was
to have set the charge had seen the smoke from the fuse,
investigated and prevented the explosion. I don’t believe,
though, that that dynamite would have gone off if it had
been let alone for it was in bad condition.

This is not to be considered a reflection on the bravery
of those watchmen who prevented the explosion of the
cap. They did not know the condition and they risked
their lives to undo the crime I had committed, and the
dynamite might have exploded. But however it is looked
at, the lives of three men were thus put in jeopardy be-
cause Hockin and the international executive board of the
Bridge and Structural Iron Workers sought to punish a
company which preferred to deal with men direct instead
of through organizations. These lives were jeopardized,
too, through no fault of mine, save in the degree in which
I was responsible for my own act in placing the charge.
This incident taught me that however careful I might be,
I could not tell when an act of mine was going to lead to
murder, and this added to the burden of worry the increas-
ing number of crimes was placing on me.

I returned to my job on the La Salle hotel and later
Hockin asked me why there had been no explosion. I
showed him the clipping and he said the executive board
would not pay for the job, but would pay my expenses.

Shortly after this I left the La Salle job to go with
Volkmann as foreman on several small jobs and in March,
1909, was at Lockport, 11l., when Hockin hunted me up.

No town was too small for him to find if I were in it. If
ever a man had an evil genius, I had one in Hockin.

Before Hockin arrived, however, I had another caller
on a similar errand. Jim Cooney, then business agent at
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icago, wanted me to do some dynamiting for him. The
ﬁgifzgf which T had spoken to Hockin in Detroit had been
developed. Hockin must have talked, 'lodge.brother though
he was. 1 bluffed Cooney off by telling _hxm that I could
do work only for the international executive board. There
was no use in denying to him that I did dynamiting for
he convinced me in three words that he knew. It fright-
ened me, but my refusal did not even annoy Cooney. He
said that he would have to re-employ some safe blowers
he had used before. These men, I learned, were engaged
in some dynamiting in the name of unionism around Chi-
cago, but I know nothing of them or their work.

Late in March Hockin returned to Chicago and told me
to go to Boston and find Mike J. Young, business agent
of the Boston local, at the Labor Temple, 386 Harrison
avenue. I was to tell Young that my name was Clark and
that 1 had been sent by Ping. He would then give me
instructions. _ )

After 1 had finished the work in Boston, Hockin said
I was to go to New York and visit Frank C. Webb, a mem-
ber of the international executive board, at his home on
One Hundred and Twenty-third street near Third avenue.
I'was to use the same names and give the same account
of myself and Webb would give me instructions concern-
ing the dynamiting he wanted done. This was aimed at
a structure in Hoboken, N. J. I told Hockin I had no dyna-
mite and he said:

“Go to Joliet and buy it.” He advanced me $50 and I
bought two cases of 40 per cent dynamite of twenty-five
pounds each. With this in two suit cases I left Chicago
on March 26 and arrived in Boston the following day.
Leaving the suit cases at the depot parcel room I hunted
up Young and we rode on a street car to the Boston opera
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house, then in course of construction. He told me that
that was the job he wanted dynamited. Four derricks were
employed on the work and after looking it over I told
Young I did not believe I could do much damage. He
was determined to have the explosion and told me to set
the charge under a big girder over the stage. At 3 o’clock
in the morning we turned in. I told Young on leaving
him that I thought I could set the shot that pight. He
told me that he had sent $50 to Webb in New York, think-
ing that I would stop there first. He said that this had
been done because he wanted me to be sure to visit Boston.

In view of the overwhelming evidence brought against
Young and Webb, as well as the others, at the trial of the
dynamite plot cases in Indianapolis recently, this fact of
the money is not especially important. I ‘insert it here,
however, to show the determination of these men to de.
stroy property and the eagerness with which they awaited
my coming to do their work. It was at this juncture that
the work of dynamiting surpassed in importance, as the
labor leaders saw it, any other work they could do. From
this time forward, as will be shown, it was the sole idea
of the international executive board to destroy. Destruc-
tion was, of course, limited to non-union work, but the de-
sire to unionize work was secondary to the desire to de-
stroy property, and so far as I was able to judge, none of
the leaders cared whether the destruction of property en-
tailed with it the destruction of life.

McNamara and the others claimed that they were wag-
ing a war. In a sense they were. I mean that they really
thought they were making real war. But it was a diseased
thought in diseased brains, lacking justification and with-
out benefit to any person in the world.

On the night of March 27 T set a suit case containing
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- ounds of dynamite in a stair wall on the sec-
gvrrgnf;zoﬁvgf%he opera hguse and cut a fuse to burn thlrty};
fve minutes. Then I went to the depot intending to catc
a train, but was delayed and missed_ it. I was at the depo;
when the explosion went off. 1 registered as Charles Clar
at the United States hotel and th§ next morning went }tlo
New York and found Webb at his home. I checkfi;l the
suit case with the dynamite at a railroad station at Forty-
third street and Lexington avenue and Webb and I welrllt
by the Twenty-third street ferry to Jersey City. There he
showed me a big bridge which th‘e Penn Steel Comfpanzlr
was erecting and said he wanted it destroyed. I refuse
to do this, for Hockin had told me the job I was after wa;
in Hoboken. The next morning we went to Hoboken an
en route there he gave me the money Young had sent.

At Hoboken I found that the work to be destroyed was
an inclined viaduct for a street car company. It was bel;
ing erected by McClintock & Marsl’iall. About theIwo-r
were a dozen or more of watchmen’s shanties and sivg
that it would be difficult to do my work undetected. We
went so far as to point out a spot between the air cor}rll—
pressor and boiler, saying that was where he wanted t ;
blast placed. I told him I would have to set it where
CO% returned to New York and after getting my suit case
I bade Webb good-bye. As we were about to separate
Webb urged me to remain in New York and work for the
local, but Hockin’s orders to me hgd included a declaratl_on
that I was to take work of this kind only through the };n-
ternational executive board. I found out later why that
w;flls'arrived in Hoboken at dusk and after some skirmishing
got onto the bridge and determined to set the charge on a
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pierhead about midway of the bridge. A column set on
this pier and the steel lacings were so close together that
I had to push the dynamite through one stick at a time.
This required some time, during which half a dozen watch-
men passed within a few feet of me. I cut fifty feet of
fuse, lighted it and was at the ferry depot when the ex-
plosion took place. A policeman in the ferry house ran
out when the shot came. There was considerable excite-
ment and a report was circulated that the gas plant, which
was near the viaduct, had blown up.

As yet I knew nothing of the damage I had done, but I
was too nervous to stay near that ferry. A car was leaving
and I got on it without knowing its destination. It landed
me at Jersey City at 4 o’clock in the morning of March 31.

Herein appears a peculiar coincidence which in a meas-
ure enabled me to escape. While in New York with Webb
I had bought a ticket to Chicago by the Pennsylvania road
and had asked about trains which would take me by the
famous Horseshoe curve in daylight. They told me that
that train left Jersey City at 5 a. m. The street car I had
taken blindly had enabled me to connect with the train I
wanted.

Hockin was so anxious to know the result of my work
that he found it impossible to wait for my arrival to get the
news. Accordingly he frequently gave me orders to tele-
graph him results. On this occasion I was to use the name
“Ping” and wire “Sold Stock Boston (with date), Hoboken,
(with date).” This wire I sent from Pittsburg on the night
of March 31 and the original telegram in my handwriting,
was put in evidence at the Indianapolis trial, together with
the testimony of the girl who took it from me.

At Mansfield, O., I left the train and went to Bloomville
for a short stay, then going to Chicago, arriving there Sat-
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i1 3, 1909. A few days later I got a telegram
?r‘:riyl’-loAcirilrll at Detroit, asking me to meet him at the M.lch—
igan Central depot at Chicago the next day. He arrived
with a woman whom he said was his sister. She was en
route to Pasadena, Cal. He paid me for the two crimes,
but deducted the $50 which Young had sent to erbb for
me. I protested at this, saying that I was under the 1mpr1::_s-
sion the money had been a present from Young. Hockin
became angry and said I had no right to take money {ro}rln
anyone save the international, through him. Again ?
threatened me with exposure or blacklisting and ag.amh.
knuckled to him. I fearedhthat he had me hopelessly in his

er and decided to let the money go.
po]Vf)vuring the next ten days I was idle. This gave me mu;h
time to think over what I had done, and the more I thought
the more despondent I became. I talked it over with my
wife and told her I would give anything for a ffiend in
whom I could confide. T said that the strain was killing
mie and that sooner or later I would get caught or killed.
She asked me if it was that serious and I explained the
details of one or two of my crimes to her. She then tolIdf
me to quit, but she could not tell me how I was to quit.
I had known anyone who would have given me protec}tlm_n
I would have hunted him up and confessed then and t (el1e
and thus stopped the whole thing and prevented the n.uijr‘ er
of those twenty men in the Los Angeles Times buil 1}§1g.
But I could do nothing, or, at any rate, I did not see then
do anything.

th?&olni(:);tlllc\lavho eer livgd wanted to reform as I wanted to.
But everywhere I turned I found a union boss leering at
me. By this time business agents and other labor leaders
throughout the country were familiar with what was going
on. I had seen proof of this in Young and Webb. I knew,
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therefore, that should I refuse to do their work and try to
hide T would be instantly turned over to the police. By
doing this the labor leaders could have made great capital,
as they would have thus been able to show their sincerity
in denouncing violence. They could have convicted me as
the dynamiter and the public would have praised them
for succeeding where the great private detectives and the
police had failed.

On April 15 T went to Evanston, I1., to work for Volk-
mann, who was constructing a bridge over the sanitary
drainage canal for the C. M. & St. P. railroad. In June
Hockin came for me.

Had a beam fallen on him by accident I suppose I should
have been morally responsible, for that was just what I
was wishing would happen when I saw him. But no acci-
dent took place, and he told me he had several pieces of
dynamite work for me.

I threatened and pleaded with him to let me alone. I told
him I wanted no more of his work and that I would not
break my contract with Volkmann. He merely laughed
at me and that added to my fury.

He told me at that time of the invention by one of the
union men of a clockwork device by which an explosion
could be set at any hour to take place at any time within
twelve hours. This, he said, gave the man ample time to
get hundreds of miles away from the scene before the ex-
plosion occurred. This was the celebrated clock machine
which J. B. McNamara used in destroying the Los Angeles
Times building and killing twenty men working there. Both
J. B. and I used these machines exclusively after their
invention.

The clock used was a small Tattoo alarm, from which
the alarm clapper and the silencer was removed. To the
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inding key of the alarm was soldered a small L-shaped
;)v;er::(‘i:ln(ﬁ erss. The clock was attached to a light board
or cardboard. To this board was also affixed a dry bz;lt-
tery. To one battery post was connecteq a wire to t (cie
other end of which was soldered a small piece of brass an
this was also attached to the board in such a manner that
when the alarm key unwound as the alarm went off, the
brass soldered to the key came in contact with the brass
fixed to the wire, thus making a circuit. The other post
of the battery was occupied by a wire from the fulminat-
ing cap. The other cap wire was wound around the ring

lock. )
Of“t\?\;e’i'e also got the pure quill now,” continued Hockin,
“nitro-glycerine. We bought some from a well-shooter in
Indianapolis and tried it and the clock out on some material
stored on a siding at Steubenville, O. It worked ﬁn,e. We
set six explosions and five of them went off. We,l,l have
no more smoke from fuses to attract attention now.

The hellishness of Hockin’s schemes are perhaps made
more apparent by a proposal he made to me with regard
to the work we were on, which was unlonngd. Wq were
setting the concrete piers, and Volkmann, while bidding on
the steel work, had lost the job to the Wisconsin Bridge
Company, a non-union outfit, whose bridge at Clinton, Ia.,
I had damaged in my second explosion. Hockin wanted
to send out some of the “soup,” as he, 11ke_ a yeggman,
referred to nitroglycerine, and I was to set it within the
pier so that we would have a charge all ready when the steel
work got far enough advanced to make it worth our while
to destroy. L

I prom};)tly told him that I would go to jail right then
rather than be a party to such a scheme; that the nitro
was almost certain to explode as the workmen set the steel

b
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and that thus any number of men might be killed or injured.
This time I convinced him I meant business, and he dropped
the subject. :

We finished the job on July 15, 1909, and before we got
through the Wisconsin Bridge Company moved in its tools.
Among these was the derrick car which I had damaged in
the Clinton, Ia., explosion. I was shown where the unex-
ploded (frozen) dynamite was found, and told that the
explosion blew the engine to pieces.

Much has been and is still being said about the efforts
made by the International executive board of the bridge-
men’s union to stop the explosions and arrest the dynamiters
of that period. It is doubtless a fact, despite all the evidence
that has been brought forward, that thousands upon thou-
sands of labor union men throughout the country still be-
lieve that the story of the dynamite plot is a fabrication from
end to end. This regardless of the fact that over 40,000
letters and telegrams touching upon the plot were found
in the offices of J. J. McNamara at Indianapolis. Some of
these could have been “framed,” it is true, but how other
letters and telegrams could have been created in this man-
ner no one has tried to explain. These have been evaded,
instead by bombast, and promises of a “show-up” of the
prosecutors and detectives connected with the case. The
“show-up” is yet to come,

I mention these things here because at the time I was
solemnly inspecting the derrick car I had damaged months
before, at the command of Hockin, international organizer
and member of the international executive board, I was
also shown a copy of the Bridgemens’ Magazine, of which
J. J. McNamara was editor, offering a reward of $500 for
the capture of the Clinton, Iowa, dynamiter. By such
simple methods did the leaders of labor delude their fol-

40

lowers at that time and later. And similar methods are
o
i day. )
" qusear?;f lgsson is to be learned by the Amercian people
from the dynamite plot, it is that v1ol'er1ce in labor unions
r?:st cease if the nation is to stand. Violence in such ptl)acizs
m unAmerican; it is destructive of government and li elr y
. d none realizes better than I to what suiccess in our un(her—
f:z?king would have led. McNamara and Ryan, had the'}{
been supreme after the dynamitingd would kzlz}ve_ Z)treé tc;}ue
i r, dissip
- lence and their greed for gold and power, e
}?121111‘8 of this country and the hapl‘;mess and prosperity of
i ople as a hot sun dissipates a 10g. ' )
ltS’lPlfe I?)ridge was set without dlfﬁculty.d Th(e1 nlterngtlolr)lsl
i ter, wanted to destroy 1t, bt

executive board, I learned later, : LA

i f this fear that Hockin

:d not dare, and it was .becguse of t
i;gnted to get the glycerine in the piers so that we cou]f
have blown the bridge without darcllge{) ?f de(ﬁectt;ortx. E{l.dié
i learne elieve a
McNamara and Hockin, I d, e e s
cis, business agent of the Chicago local, ;

g;;nof the open shop people, and bezgusq to‘f this were

i 1 job in his district.

d to try to dynamite any job in his i '
afrﬁ;te in }ll\Toverf‘lber of 1909 1 was in Chicago with but
little work, when Hockin paid me a visit. Nothing c;lllline
of that, but on December 5 I received a telegram i;orr\l’erléré

irectin i lis. I was now on the
directing me to go to Indianapo ; :
to be my sole occupa
of what for the next two years was 2 !
iti i the morning
i dynamiting. I arrived in I_ndnanapo is on 1
l([)lforllsec}émber 9tT1 and met Hockin at }txhe L.odrra‘x‘?e 1'1;?1‘(;1‘120
2 : b2 0
“We're going to Muncie, Ind,, e said,
quarts of nbitroglycerine, and we must find a place ’t1c1> ?)tl(;r\;
it. We're going to open a big campalgn, and we
’em all sky high.”
emWe arz,iveg at Muncie at noon of December 9, and
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shortly afterward made arrangements to rent for $5
per month the house at 227 Ebright street, owned by a man
named Franklin. We paid the rent for three months, giv-
ing as our principals the firm of Watson & Sons, of Cleve-

piano box into the house and Hocki
a number of boxes to exact]
can.

We put up at the Braun hotel, Hockin as Charles Miller
and I as Charles Clark. When we returned to the hotel
Hockin greeted a stranger and a moment later introduced
me to J. B. McNamara, the man destined to become infam-
ous as the destroyer of the building of the Los Angeles
Times. He was the inventor of the infernal machines we
used from that time forward.

“Do you know this man ?” Hockin asked me.

“No,” T said, “but I know a man in Indianapolis who
looks a whole lot like him

“Who is that?” the stranger asked.

“J. J. McNamara,” I said.

“He’s my brother,” replied J. B.

That night J. B. told me of causing four explosions, miles
apart, at practically the same minute, Naturally T was im-
pressed with the effectiveness of the device and carefully
studied the operation. That it is the most effective infernal
machine ever devised, T have been told by a number of de-
tectives and powder experts. Its greatest value to us, how-
ever, lay in the fact that it gave us ample time for getting
away after the shot had been set, thus reducing our chances
of capture and almost totally removing suspicion.

J. B. told me of using the machine to damage the Wis-
consin Bridge Company’s bridge at Green Bay, Wis.; a

n had a carpenter make
y fit a ten-quart nitro-glycerine
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j ndianapolis, and a number of other
j Spreﬁlzeiigrsl g)cx)'lc))ua(; (I)f(ilis wpork as an inventor and also
crlmed& namiter, and laughed at the narrow escapes he had
asda I¥Ie told me that while looking over a big bridge built
E; McClintock & Marshall at Bea%/}elr, P}?.,dh‘ctzwael;‘([le I—Zczcal?tr;
had been arrested as vagrants. They ha ye 1
i i idden on the river, but nothing susp
o mg:_%}ll}e’icfré%isgnc; and they were released. Of course,
o uld not have done for them to set the explosion, so the
5 cht was abandoned for the time. Later Hockin used
prOior about this bridge, an idea of his own, as a reason
?01§ tu¥ning traitor and keepin'g the Erectors’ Assoc;at;cz:r;
informed of what we were JdollgngMW§;§aiin;2§l?e%is?ered
i ional organizer. J. B. Mc ;
zi 't!}]liell:llzgloﬂnder%he now familiar name of J. B. Brlz:le.th
The next morning er }llareg;ired lt}éir&icl;i%efh:nndrovz
house for the reception of the nitro-gly d ghen droye
i iles into the country to meet the well shooter,
3§sntlcl>lehsave the nitro-glycerine on his wagon for us. h\é\/r'z
drove through De Soto, three miles from Muncu}, \;vcer-
J. B. told me he had had at one time forty quarts od g }(rjee
ine buried. I was much interested when we passed a ineg
hole in the ground to learn that it was all that rerilta ned
of what had once been a n1tro;tgLyc§ré2§nfz(f:§§:);he vy
blown up and was then just as it ha e
i s to more fully realize the power of this
lsall(‘:c);: thg:laI learned that not a vestige of the 1nfern}?larsnaé
chine remained after our explosions. Not so dmuf1 =4
clock wheel or a piece of ;vrlre was ever found whe
i d been successful.
exgloss}llchl'thc?istance beyond the site of the facth)_;y 1\(ye 111]1;5
Charles Keizer, the well shooter, from whomf O% mInde_
bought the glycerine. He was a sales agent for the
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pendent Torpedo Company, of Findlay, Ohio. He had a
wagon with the “soup”. Hockin, after paying him, went
back in his rig to Muncie, with orders to us to hurry.

I asked the well shooter a good many questions about
handling the stuff. He told me that one could never tell
when it was going off. He said that sometimes it would
stand considerable jar, while at other times the slightest
shock would set it off. He showed me that the cans have
two corks each and explained that it was always safer to
pull both corks at once, as the inrush of air when one cork
was pulled caused a friction that had sometimes been fol-
lowed by explosions. We covered the boxes with horse
blankets and thus moved the stuff to the house where we
locked it in the piano box and then we all returned to
Indianapolis. I arrived in Chicago on December 11.

In the fall of 1909 an ironworker named Jim Hull planned
with me to go into the contracting business and as a pre-
liminary we began buying tools. Some of the tools we
thus secured had been stolen and I was arrested. Hull
was not suspected and I never mentioned his name, so that
he escaped arrest and drifted out of my life. T was released
on bond, retained Attorney Charles Erpstein, paid him
$100, had my wife get $200 from Hockin and returned to
work in Chicago. Later I pleaded guilty on my attor-
ney’s advice, although I was not guilty, and was given a
sentence of thirty days in the Cook county jail. I served
ten days and was released. I don’t know now why the
release was given me.

In the meantime, before the case came to trial, Hockin
came to Chicago and asked me about the case. This was
early in April of 1910. He said he wanted me to dynamite
the Mount Vernon car shops at Mount Vernon, Ill, in
course of construction by McClintock & Marshall. He said
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i he watchmen and
lored the premuses, located t .
?ﬁarigec;{c?b would be easy. OnC}?' telegram gll"?cllngt?fgli‘i?
i lis, received at icago on I 3
frorr}l Ilrgdlaigail())oi went to Indianapolis, arriving there at
f%rlm éunda)’/. T registered at the Lorraine hotel VIthell;
‘i had a r