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    MOTHERS ARE HELPED


    Happiness of Thousands of Woman Due to Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound and Mrs. Pinkham’s Advice (adv’t)


    —South Bend Times, 1905


    Hilda pushed her plate away, ham and eggs untouched.


    Patrick put down the Tribune. “Are you not feelin’ well, darlin’?” he asked cautiously. “I thought young Kevin was givin’ you less trouble these days.”


    “Kristina is behaving well,” said Hilda, frowning. “Except for kicking me every night. I am not ill. It is too hot to eat.”


    If Patrick sighed, he did it inwardly. “You’ve got to eat, me love. Don’t forget you’re feedin’ two. Eileen could bring you some ice cream, or some strawberries and cream, or—”


    “I do not want to eat, Patrick!” Hilda pushed her chair back and rose from the table, with some difficulty. She felt, and was sure she looked, enormous. She grasped the back of the chair while she found her balance. “I am hot and tired and my back hurts, and I do not want to do anything. I will go upstairs and lie down in front of the fan.”


    Patrick got up to help her, but she fixed him with such a glare that he subsided. His sigh this time, as she left the room, was audible.


    Eileen, when she came into the dining room to clear the table, looked at Hilda’s plate with a frown. “Sick again this morning, Mr. Patrick?”


    “She said not, just hot and out of sorts. She’s gone back to bed. You’d best look in on her later in the mornin’ and see if you can get her to eat somethin’.”


    “It’s starvin’ the babe, she is!” Eileen was near tears. “I could see why she didn’t want to eat while she was bein’ sick every day, but now she’s better, Mrs. O’Rourke and me, we cook things we’re sure she’ll like, her favorites—used to be, anyway—and she won’t so much as taste them. She doesn’t eat, barrin’ outlandish things like sauerkraut and sardines, and them pretzels she can’t get enough of. And I’m sure she hasn’t spoken a good word to me since—well, for months, and her who used to be so nice to me!” The tears were very close to the surface now.


    Patrick rose and patted her on the arm. “Now, Eileen, it’s nothin’ personal. She’s uncomfortable and doesn’t quite know what to do with herself, this bein’ her first and all. And it is hot, right enough. This is a bad summer to be havin’ a baby.”


    There had been heat waves throughout the Midwest that June of 1905, after record cold the preceding winter. Hilda hadn’t minded the cold so much. She was Swedish, after all, born on a farm in Dalarna, where the winters were bitterly cold and dark. Northern Indiana seemed almost tropical by comparison. In any case, the cold lessened her nausea. The heat was a different matter. If Dalarna had ever been really hot and humid in summertime, Hilda claimed she could not remember it. And even if it had, she had not been pregnant at the time.


    “It’s bound to cool off soon,” Patrick continued. “It can’t stay this hot forever. She’ll feel better once we get some rain.”


    Eileen sniffed. “I hope so, sir.”


    So did Patrick.


    * * *


    “You look tired, me boy,” said Mr. Malloy when Patrick walked into the office on the top floor of Malloy’s Dry Goods.


    Patrick took out a handkerchief and wiped his brow. “Not nine o’clock yet, and it must be ninety in the shade. And I didn’t get much sleep last night.”


    “Hilda a bit restless, is she?”


    Patrick mopped his brow again. “Restless isn’t the word, Uncle Dan. Downright fratchety, she is. Nothin’ suits her. First she was sick. Then she was sick and her—well, she felt sore. Then she started feelin’ better, but the baby started kickin’ her and wakin’ her up. Now the baby kicks harder, and gets hiccups, and it all wakes her up. And when Hilda’s awake, I’m awake. She’s hot and tired all the time, and her back aches, and she can’t find food to suit her, and Uncle Dan, I’m about to lose me mind! I don’t remember me mam actin’ like this with me brothers and sisters.”


    “By the time you were old enough to notice, your mother had other children to keep her busy, Pat. You got to remember, no woman knows how to do it the first time. Hilda’s likely scared, too.”


    “Hilda? She’s never scared of anything.”


    “She’s never faced anything before that she thought she couldn’t get out of. Even when those villains kidnapped her, while she was working to save my hide, she reckoned she could get away—and she did. But there’s no escaping this predicament you got her into. She doesn’t know what to expect, and I’m sure she’s heard all the horror stories. That’s a rare spunky woman you’ve been lucky enough to marry, Pat, but of course she’s scared, though she’d never admit it.”


    Patrick licked his lips. They were salty with sweat. “To tell the truth, I’m scared, too. Women do die havin’ babies, sometimes.”


    Dan Malloy acknowledged the fact with a nod. “They do. But not often nowadays, not when they’re strong, healthy specimens like Hilda. Stop worrying, boy. You’ll forget all about the nuisances once the baby’s here.”


    “I don’t know, Uncle Dan. Seems as if the Hilda I married has changed into somebody else. I’m not so sure I even know her anymore.”


    The day grew even hotter under a relentless sun. There were few customers in the store. The ladies who might have been interested in new ribbons or laces or handkerchiefs or parasols were sitting on their porches sipping lemonade, and the men who might have bought these things for their wives or lady friends were sweltering at their jobs. All the windows in the store were open wide to catch the least hint of a breeze, but there was no breeze. Several electric fans produced a good deal of noise, but little relief. Upstairs, the offices seemed so airless it was hard to breathe, and even harder to concentrate on work. By noon, Patrick’s collar was so damp and limp he had to go home to exchange it for another.


    He found Hilda in the parlor, reclining on the couch, fanning herself. She was wearing the silk kimono Aunt Molly had given her, and (Patrick strongly suspected) nothing whatever under it. He was a little shocked. A lady simply did not appear downstairs nearly naked.


    “Do you not want to be upstairs, with the electric fan?” he said, after he had kissed her.


    “It is too hot upstairs. And the fan buzzes so, it makes my head ache.” She sought a more comfortable position, allowing the kimono to slip a trifle and confirm Patrick’s suspicions.


    “Then I’ll bring you somethin’ to eat, and we’ll have our lunch together.”


    “I am not hungry.”


    Patrick said nothing, but stalked out of the room.


    He returned shortly with a tray. Eileen followed, carrying a small table that she set down in front of the couch.


    “Patrick! I said I was not hungry.”


    “I know what you said.” He put the tray down. It contained a large bowl of jellied consommé, a green salad, some bread and cheese, and a tall glass of iced lemonade. “You will eat this.”


    “I do not want it.”


    “But you will eat it.” Patrick had an Irish temper, and it had finally broken its restraints. “I’m not havin’ our child suffer because you’re not comfortable. Eat.” His voice was not loud, but it was pure steel.


    He pulled the chair away from the writing desk in the corner, sat astride it, and glared at his wife.


    Hilda glared back. Patrick’s jaw set even more firmly.


    Hilda had a temper of her own, even when she was not pregnant and perishing with heat. For a long moment she considered throwing the consommé at him, but the parlor carpet was new. Even in her fury, her housewifely thrift couldn’t quite allow her to ruin a fine piece of Axminster. Moreover, she knew that when his anger reached this stage, she was not going to win.


    She scowled, sat up, and took a tiny spoonful of soup.


    Once she began, she found that she was, after all, ravenously hungry. She ate everything on the tray, while Patrick kept a vigilant eye on her, now and then taking a bite of the large ham sandwich Eileen had provided for him.


    “I hope you are happy now,” she said acidly when she had finished. She was not going to allow him the satisfaction of knowing she had enjoyed her meal.


    “I will be happy when you have eaten your ice cream,” he said sternly. He was not going to allow her the satisfaction of knowing he had softened. Not yet.


    When Eileen had brought in bowls of strawberry ice cream and they had both eaten their fill, he came and sat beside her. Taking her hands, he said, “Darlin’ girl, I’m sorry I had to go all hardhearted like that. But I have to make you look after yourself. You were starvin’ yerself and little Kevin before me very eyes.”


    “I am not starving K-Kristina,” said Hilda in a wobbly voice, and suddenly burst into tears. “It is just that I am so fat, and I am so hot and tired, and I want this to be o-over!”


    Once more bewildered and apologetic, Patrick patted and soothed and finally rang for Eileen. “Mrs. Cavanaugh is tired, Eileen. Can you help her up to bed? And turn on the fan, unless it will keep her awake.”


    “I will give her a cool bath, sir. That’ll make her more comfortable. Up you get, ma’am.”


    Still sobbing, Hilda allowed herself to be helped off the couch and up the stairs. Patrick stood irresolute, wondering whether his presence upstairs would make matters better or worse, until the clanging of fire bells interrupted his thoughts. Once a fireman, he still responded to the summons like an old fire horse. This hot summer the sound was all too familiar. Fires started easily and spread quickly from one building to the next. He started out the front door to see if he could figure out where the fire wagon was going, but a shout from Eileen called him back.


    “You can’t go back to the store lookin’ like that, Mr. Patrick!” She tossed a fresh collar down to him from the landing, and grinned. “Don’t fret, now! She’s had a good meal, and a good cry, and she’ll sleep as soon as I’ve cooled her off a bit. And it’s only another two or three months!”


    Patrick crossed himself and raised his eyes to heaven. “May the blessed saints be praised, and may we all survive it, Eileen.”
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    FASTEST TRAIN IN WORLD ON LAKE SHORE...IS DESTROYED AT MENTOR, OHIO


    —South Bend Tribune June 22, 1905


    The heat continued. A thunderstorm two nights later served only to increase the humidity without bringing cooler air. The rain helped douse a few small house fires, but others were more serious. A local bank was nearly destroyed. The general feeling was that arson might have caused that fire, since the bank was rumored to be on the verge of collapse, but with the bank records destroyed, nothing could be proved.


    Hilda’s temper did not improve, nor did her appetite. Doctor Clark, when he had examined her, came downstairs with a grave face.


    “She’s fretting, lad,” he said when Patrick had seated him in the parlor. “No, thanks, no whiskey. I’ve other calls to make, and anyway whiskey warms me. I wouldn’t say no to some lemonade.”


    Patrick rang the bell. “But is the baby all right?”


    “Baby seems fine. Good strong heartbeat, and growing like a weed. I take it you are forcing her to eat?”


    Patrick frowned. “I’ll not say I’m forcin’ her. But—well, what’s a man to do? I’ll allow I’ve lost me temper a time or two and pushed her a bit.”


    “Good for you. Keep it up. She’s on the thin side, herself, though the baby’s just fine—a bit big for this stage, if anything. The body will see to that, you know. If there’s not enough food for both mother and baby, the baby gets the lion’s share. But it’s not her nutrition I’m worried about, so much as her nerves. They’re in a bad state.”


    Patrick nodded dolefully. “She’s fair drivin’ me to distraction, and that’s the truth. I don’t know what to do for her. I don’t mind tellin’ you there’s times I’d like to take her and shake some sense into her. Nothin’ I say or do is any help, unless I downright lose me temper, and then she cries.”


    “Hmm. I don’t suppose you’ve talked to her mother?”


    Patrick snorted. “Her mother and me, we’re not on speakin’ terms these days. I was beginnin’ to talk her around, make her think the Irish weren’t all bad, and maybe I was good enough for her precious daughter. But now Hilda’s takin’ this baby so hard, Mrs. Johansson thinks I’m the devil himself to get her into this state. She won’t even come to see Hilda if I’m here.”


    Doctor Clark nodded. He knew all about the acrimony between Hilda’s Swedish family and Patrick’s Irish people. “Your mother, then. Or your aunt. Hilda needs a sensible woman to talk to.”


    Patrick brightened. “My mother doesn’t like Hilda any more than her mother likes me. But Aunt Molly, now...”


    The next day, June 22, the first day of real summer, brought with it increased heat, a horrifying newspaper headline, and a visitor. Eileen was serving breakfast, and Aunt Molly, after the barest tap on the screen door, let herself in and marched into the dining room.


    “Don’t be silly, my dear,” she said to Eileen’s stammered apologies. “You were busy, and I’m family. Do get me a cup of coffee, there’s a good girl. Hilda, how are you?”


    Hilda muttered something and bit the tiniest possible corner off her piece of toast.


    Molly Malloy was not a person to be ignored. “Perhaps you didn’t hear me, Hilda. I asked how you were.”


    “I am well, Aunt Molly.” It was the merest murmur of a reply, meant to satisfy courtesy, not to convey meaning.


    “You don’t look it,” retorted Molly. “Your hair looks like it’s housed a nestful of mice, and what are you doing downstairs in a kimono?”


    “You gave it to me,” said Hilda, a tiny hint of anger touching her voice.


    “I did that, but not to wear down to breakfast. But never mind. Patrick, have you seen this headline?”


    She thrust the front page of the Tribune under his nose. He pointed to the copy folded beside his plate. OPEN SWITCH HURLS TWENTIETH CENTURY FLYER FROM THE TRACK read the two-column head. Datelined Cleveland, Ohio, the story included gruesome details of the number of dead and injured, the fire that burned many of the wooden cars, the last statements of the dying. Patrick was not the sort of husband who forbade his wife to read the paper, but he had already decided to keep this one from Hilda’s eyes if he could. In his opinion it was the sort of thing that could mark an unborn child.


    “Yes,” he said to Aunt Molly, with a significant glance toward Hilda.


    “And what do you propose to do about it?” demanded Molly.


    “Do? What do you mean? What can I do about a train wreck?”


    “A deliberate train wreck, Patrick. Have you read the story? The switch was left open on purpose. Those twenty-one people were murdered, Patrick Cavanaugh, and Mr. Malloy was very nearly on that train!”


    “Uncle Dan? But he’s in Chicago.”


    “He is, but he was to have left yesterday evening for New York. But for the grace of God, he would have been in one of those sleeping cars that burned.” Molly crossed herself.


    “What happened?” asked Hilda. Patrick and Molly turned to her like puppets on a single string.


    “Nothin’ you need concern yourself with, darlin’ girl,” said Patrick at the same moment that Molly said, “An accident, but an accident-on-purpose. You’d be interested.”


    “Molly!” said Patrick. Molly and Hilda ignored him.


    “It’s just the sort of mystery you like to solve, Hilda,” said Molly, accepting a cup of coffee from Eileen and sitting down at the table. “No clues at all, and a great deal at stake. You know, of course, that there have been a great many train wrecks of late, and even the Pinkertons haven’t any clues to who’s behind them.”


    “I did not know,” said Hilda. “I have not felt well enough to read the newspaper.”


    “Nonsense! You’re expecting a baby. It’s a perfectly normal state of affairs, not an illness. The trouble is, you have nothing to do but feel sorry for yourself. You need a task, something to interest you.”


    “But I can do nothing! I cannot go out in this condition, only to church. I cannot even have guests in. Polite society—”


    “Pooh to polite society! When have you ever cared about such a thing, Hilda Cavanaugh, you who come down to breakfast in a kimono? You flouted all the rules by marrying my nephew, and the more I love you for it. Now you’re making him unhappy, because you’re neglecting yourself and your child, and I won’t have it. It’s time you pulled yourself together, young woman!”


    The doorbell rang. Eileen, who had stayed just outside the dining room to listen, went to see who was calling at an hour when there should be no visitors, let alone two.


    “But Aunt Molly!” Patrick managed to get a word in. “Hilda hasn’t been at all well. I don’t want her overworkin’ herself.”


    “Overworking! May Jesus, Mary, and Joseph defend us! She’s been doing nothing for six months, and it’s time she bestirred herself. I was working in the back of the shop alongside Mr. Malloy right up until the pains started with my first, and never felt better in my life.”


    The discussion was interrupted by the entrance of a tall woman who looked strikingly like Hilda, though her coronet-braided hair showed silver mixed with the gold. She strode ahead of Eileen, ignored the other people in the room, and unleashed a torrent of Swedish directed at Hilda.


    “Du, Hilda! Lyssna på mig! Ingen gott kommer från att du sitter där hela tiden och tycker synd om dig själv! Du är—”


    “Mama! Speak English!”


    For the first time, Mrs. Johansson noticed Mrs. Malloy. Mrs. Malloy smiled, without much hope of the smile being returned. Mrs. Johansson nodded, stiffly. Neither held out a hand.


    “I am sorry to—to break in,” said Mrs. Johansson in her halting English. “I yoost said, I must speak to Hilda. It is about the train crash.”


    This time Aunt Molly’s smile was warmly genuine. “Why, Mrs. Johansson! That’s why I came, too. Hilda’s so good at solving problems, and the train wrecks are a big problem.”


    Mama looked surprised, but unbent a trifle. “Yes, and my son, Sven, he goes on the train sometimes, for Mr. Studebaker, and it would be very bad if he would be hurt. And Hilda, she sits and does nothing—”


    “Now if that isn’t just what I’ve been saying! Mr. Malloy travels by train a good deal, by that very train that was wrecked last night that he would have been on if it hadn’t been for a meeting that went way past its time, and what I think—” she paused for breath “—what I think is that Hilda needs something to take her mind off her—er—discomfort, and this would be the very thing. Now sit down, do, and let’s talk Hilda into it.”


    Eileen brought fresh coffee for everyone, and they talked, Mama breaking from time to time into agitated Swedish that Hilda had to translate.


    Hilda argued vehemently that she didn’t want to get involved in anything as dangerous as hunting for a train wrecker, that it might be harmful for the baby, that in any case she was prohibited by her condition from being seen in public. While she argued she ate cold ham and boiled eggs and toast and jam, and drank coffee with thick cream in it, without noticing what she was doing. Patrick noticed, and winked at Eileen.


    “You wouldn’t have to go out, child,” said Aunt Molly. “Not that it would hurt you any if you did. Gracious, women have been having babies since time began, and there’s nothing indecent about it.”


    “You are right, Mrs. Malloy,” said Mama. “It is foolish to say that a woman carrying a child must not be seen.”


    “Mama, most of the rules of society are foolish. But they are rules, and the real ladies in South Bend are not friendly with me anyway. They would like me even less if I broke the rule.”


    Aunt Molly shook her head. “My dear girl, the real ladies, ladies like Mrs. Studebaker and young Mrs. Oliver, admire you greatly. It’s only the social upstarts and those who don’t know you who turn up their noses. Let them, I say.”


    But Hilda shook her head just as firmly. “No. The rule is foolish, but I will not break it. When little Kristina grows up, she will be a society lady, and I do not want people to turn their noses up at her.”


    “Then,” said Molly, “use your boys, your ‘Baker Street Irregulars.’ They’ll have heard more about what’s going on than the police, or I don’t know boys.”


    “Yes,” said Mama, “and Erik, he is not in school, it is summer, and his yob—job—does not take all his time, only the afternoons. He can ask questions for you.”


    “And Mr. Malloy can talk to the businessmen in town, find out what the gossip is among the railroad men.”


    “And I can ask around among the servants,” put in Eileen from the corner, and then blushed. “Sorry, ma’am. I didn’t ought to’ve been listening.”


    Suddenly Hilda grinned. “Why should you not? I always did, when I worked at Tippecanoe Place. What is the good of being a maid if you cannot hear and learn interesting things?”


    “Then it’s settled,” said Aunt Molly. “You will organize our search, tell us what you need to know, and we will be your eyes and ears while you provide the brains.”


    “Now, hold your horses a minute!” Patrick, not quite sure how things had spiraled out of control, looked at the women warily. “It’s all very well, you two wantin’ Hilda’s help over this business. But Hilda’s right, it’s foolish to think that she could do anythin’ about a criminal like a wrecker. If the police and the Pinkertons haven’t found out who it is, is it likely that one woman can do anythin’ at all? Especially a woman who’s—a woman in her condition? And it could be dangerous, besides. I’ll not have her gettin’ into trouble and maybe hurtin’ herself and my son.”


    Three women began to talk at once. Patrick finally put his hands over his ears. “All right. All right! Aunt Molly, you were sayin’?”


    “I don’t think, Patrick dear, that it could do any harm for Hilda to put her excellent mind to work on the problem. She need not involve herself beyond that. Who knows? She might come up with an idea or two that would be of help to the official investigators.”


    Mama nodded energetically. “That is what I say, too. She is young and strong. It will not hurt her to t’ink about it.”


    Patrick looked at Hilda.


    “I will decide,” she said briefly, and reached for a cinnamon bun. “Eileen, is there more coffee?”


    Patrick showed the two guests out. “Mind you,” he said in a low voice as he opened the screen door, “I’m still not sure this isn’t a fool idea. But I don’t want you to think I’m not obliged to the both of you for givin’ Hilda somethin’ to think about. That’s the best meal she’s had in weeks, and there’s a sparkle back in her eye. Not that she shouldn’t have had that right along. I can’t understand why she’s been so down in the dumps.”


    The two women looked at him pityingly. “A man would not understand,” said Mama, and Aunt Molly nodded agreement. “You have never borne a child.”


    Patrick couldn’t argue with that.


    Aunt Molly’s carriage was waiting on the street. She turned to Mama. “May I take you home? It’s far too hot to walk anywhere.”


    “Thank you, but I go to work.” Mama straightened her back and lifted her chin.


    “Then I’ll take you to work, and we can talk on the way.” Molly tucked Mama’s hand into the crook of her arm. “Wilson’s, isn’t it? I hope they’re managing to keep the place more or less comfortable in the heat. Mr. Malloy’s store is well-nigh unbearable these days.”


    Patrick watched as the two climbed into the carriage and clattered away down the brick pavement. He shook his head in awe. If Molly had begun to bring Mrs. Johansson around toward a truce, it was almost a miracle. And Hilda’s revived energy—well, he might have to think again about their wild scheme.
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    RUSSIAN DISTURBANCE TO REACH CRISIS SUNDAY


    —South Bend Tribune, January 21, 1905


    Hilda sat at the breakfast table after everyone had left, thoughtfully nibbling at another cinnamon bun and drinking coffee. She was hot and uncomfortable, and the baby seemed to be dancing a jig. She had every excuse for going back to bed.


    On the other hand...


    She put down her coffee cup and rang the bell. “Eileen, is there a cool dress I can still wear?”


    Eileen nodded eagerly. “I let out the bodice of your white lawn, ma’am, and put gussets in the waist. It’ll fit you still, and it’s lovely and cool.”


    “No corset,” said Hilda decidedly. “And as little underneath as is decent. And Eileen, before you help me dress, ask Mr. O’Rourke to take the carriage and find Erik and bring him to me. He is probably still at home and in bed.”


    “Yes, ma’am.” Eileen fairly danced out of the room. This was more like the mistress she knew and loved.


    It took Mr. O’Rourke a while to find Erik. He had not been in bed. Too hot to sleep, he had risen at dawn and gone to the river to fish. That was fun, but cleaning the fish afterward was not. So he was happy to postpone that chore, leave his catch on ice at home, and go with Hilda’s coachman.


    “You smell of fish,” was his loving sister’s greeting when he walked in her door. “And your feet are dirty. Why do you not wear shoes?”


    “It’s too hot. And I was fishing—what do you expect me to smell like? Anyway, Mr. O’Rourke told me you wanted to see me right away. I thought maybe something was wrong.”


    “Nothing is wrong. Please go to the scullery and wash your feet. I do not want mud on my new carpet.”


    Resentfully, Erik went, and returned in a fever of curiosity. “So what did you want me for?”


    Hilda chose her words carefully, having given the matter some thought. “Mama and Aunt Molly have asked me to try to learn what I can about the train wrecks that have happened in the past weeks, especially the one yesterday.”


    Erik nodded. “The Twentieth Century Flyer. Goin’ seventy-five miles an hour, she was, and hit an open switch. She flew, all right—off the track and into a ditch, engine and cars and all. Then the engine caught fire, and—”


    “That is enough, Erik. I have read the newspaper. It was horrible. The police and the Pinkertons are working to find the man who did this, and I am sure that I cannot be of any real help to them.”


    “Why not? You’ve helped ’em before, haven’t you? Solved cases for ’em when they didn’t have no idea where to look.”


    “Did not have any idea,” Hilda corrected automatically. “But that was when I could get about and talk to people. Now I cannot.”


    “Why not? You can still walk, can’t you?”


    Hilda winced. A farm boy knew all about obstetrics, at least with regard to cows and sheep and horses, but at fourteen, and the youngest in his family, Erik was perhaps unaware of social prohibitions. Obviously he didn’t understand that pregnancy was not to be discussed.


    “It is expected that I stay home for the next few months, except to go to church,” she said, and changed the subject. “That is why I need your help. If I am to please Mama and Aunt Molly, I must at least pretend to seek information about the wrecks. Have you and your friends talked about them?”


    “O’ course! Nothin’ much else goin’ on here when it’s so durned hot.”


    “Erik! Your language!”


    Erik grinned. “Patrick says ‘damned hot.’ I heard him.”


    Hilda gritted her teeth. “Then he should not. And anyway what a grown man says and what you may say are different things. But what have you heard about the train wrecks?”


    “There’s a lot o’ talk, but none of it means much. Some say it’s hoboes doin’ it, makin’ trouble ’cause they get thrown off the trains.”


    Hilda frowned. “That does not sound reasonable. Most hoboes are peaceable men. And they know how to stay away from the train guards, so they will not be caught.”


    Erik nodded. “That’s what I say, too. Nice guys, hoboes. They only steal when they have to.”


    Erik knew something about hoboes, for they had once saved his life. They were not, perhaps, the most suitable companions for a respectable boy, but she shared his opinion that most of them were “nice guys,” though she would never have expressed it in that slangy way. “What else do your friends say?”


    “Stupid stuff, mostly. One of ’em—well, Ben, you know him—he says his father says it’s probably the railroad men doin’ it themselves, to collect on the insurance.”


    “Oh! But that is a wicked idea! To kill so many people, just for money!”


    “Yeah, and stupid. Them railroad men—”


    “Those railroad men.”


    “—those railroad men are rich as kings. They don’t need the insurance money. Now, Andy, he says he’s heard talk it’s anakiss—antikris—”


    “Anarchists?”


    “Yeah, like the ones in Russia. You know, blowin’ stuff up and killin’ kings and stuff like that.”


    Hilda hadn’t read the newspapers carefully of late, but she had the notion that Erik’s summary was somewhat less than accurate. However... “Why would they want to destroy trains? I believe what they want is to have a better government in Russia. What does that have to do with American trains?”


    Erik shrugged. “Dunno. That’s what Andy’s heard, though.”


    “From guests at the hotel?” Hilda knew Andy well. He was a bellboy at the Oliver Hotel, the finest in town, and often overheard interesting conversations.


    “Guests, and town people who come to the hotel for dinner. Important people.”


    “Hmm.” Hilda thought for a moment. “Erik, when does Andy get off work, do you know?”


    “Supper time, or thereabouts.”


    “And you will be at work yourself then. Do you think you could leave for a few minutes and go and ask Andy to come and see me on his way home?”


    “Sure. The firehouse is only a couple of blocks from the hotel, and the horses won’t miss me for five minutes. But can’t I come, too?”


    “No, you must not leave your work for so long. But if you come back tomorrow morning, I will tell you what Andy tells me, and we can make some plans.”


    “Okay, I guess. Well, I reckon I better get back and clean my fish before I go to work.” Then he brightened. “Say, Hilda, can Mr. O’Rourke take me home? And I saw them cinnamon buns in the kitchen. They look awful good. Can I have one?”


    When Patrick came home for lunch, he found Hilda in the parlor, dressed and with her hair braided properly. She was sitting in an overstuffed chair, surrounded by a pile of newspapers.


    “Patrick! You are home. Good. What do we do with old newspapers?”


    “Here, now! Do I get a kiss, darlin’ girl?”


    He bent over her and got a perfunctory kiss before she questioned him again. “Newspapers, Patrick. I can find them only as far back as two weeks ago.”


    “Blessed if I know what we do with ’em. Use ’em to light the fires, I suppose, or in summer to wrap the garbage. Why?”


    “I am looking for the accounts of the uprisings in Russia, but I cannot find anything.”


    “And why the sudden interest in Russia?”


    “Andy says—you know, Erik’s friend Andy—he says there is talk that Russian anarchists are behind the train wrecks. It does not seem likely to me, but I want to read about the uprisings before I talk to Andy, and he is coming to see me this afternoon.”


    “So you’re serious about this train wreck business? Hilda, I told you, it’s maybe dangerous!”


    Hilda’s eyes flashed. “You told me also that it was foolish for me to think I could do anything. I am smart, Patrick. You know I am. I can sometimes find out things other people cannot. And how can there be danger when I never leave the house? Be sensible, Patrick! And find me those newspapers. There would be copies at the Tribune and Times offices, would there not, if we do not have them?”


    Patrick sat down, heavily. He was extremely dubious about this whole endeavor. But—here was his Hilda back, the eager, bright-eyed, strong-willed woman he adored, ordering him about in her usual imperious fashion, looking healthier and happier than she had since January.


    He sighed. “I’ll see what I can do about the papers, darlin’. Now what about me lunch?”


    Patrick called in at both newspaper offices on his way back to the store. He was finding it useful, in more ways than one, to have money. Patrick Cavanaugh, fireman, might have received scant attention at the busy offices. Patrick Cavanaugh, partner in a prosperous business concern that advertised heavily, was shown every courtesy. Certainly there were extra copies of papers, back several months. Would Mr. Cavanaugh like to take them with him? Oh, of course. Well, then, a newsboy would be dispatched to the Cavanaugh home as soon as the relevant issues were compiled. No trouble at all, sir. Thank you, sir.


    The papers arrived, several pounds of them going all the way back to January, and Hilda settled down to learn about unrest in Russia.


    There was a good deal to learn, none of it agreeable. It seemed, at least at first, to have much more to do with labor unrest than with anarchism. A massive strike in St. Petersburg in early January had led to a fearful bloodbath, when thousands of striking workers and their families, presenting a petition to the czar, were attacked by the Russian army. Hilda read in horror about screaming men—and women and children—in the thousands, trying to flee gunfire and the murderous hooves of cavalry horses.


    With a shudder, Hilda read on. It came as no surprise to learn that, on February 4, the Grand Duke Sergius, uncle to the czar, had been assassinated, blown to bits by a bomb placed in his carriage in Moscow. Spurred on, perhaps, by this success, the strike movement grew, spreading to rural districts and causing great disorder.


    After that, the situation in Russia seemed to calm down for a while, or at least the unrest ceased to inspire the editors of the South Bend Tribune and Times, who moved other news to the front page. Russia’s ongoing war with Japan took pride of place in the foreign news columns, the tide turning now to favor one country, now the other.


    Hilda wasn’t interested in a war on the other side of the world. She leafed quickly through several issues, making a face as she looked at the pictures of gorgeous spring and summer fashions. She could afford that sort of clothes now. If only she could wear them!


    There was a bright side, however. Those lovely dresses absolutely required a corset, and Hilda had, at least for a while, the perfect excuse for not wearing the detested garment.


    Reluctantly she turned back to the news columns, and when she came to May—oh, dear! How could she have been so unaware of what was going on in the world! For in May the strike violence broke out in America, and not only in America, but in Chicago!


    Chicago was only a few hours from South Bend by train. Uncle Dan went to Chicago all the time, and Sven sometimes, to the Studebaker Repository on Michigan Avenue. Violence there was violence close to home, far too close for comfort. Surely it couldn’t spread here—not in such terrible form, at least.


    The trouble this time, she read, had begun with a strike by garment workers at Montgomery Ward, the big mail-order company. In sympathy, the big, powerful Teamsters’ Union refused to haul goods for Montgomery Ward. Hilda found herself unable to follow the confusing details, but the accounts sounded as though matters had got entirely out of control. Teamsters stopped their wagons in the middle of intersections, bringing all traffic to a halt. Policemen tried to bring order, but rocks were thrown and clubs came out and—Herre Gud! thought Hilda. It was as bad as St. Petersburg, or nearly, and right there in Chicago. She put down the papers, sick from the details, but she couldn’t help remembering other episodes, violent ones, in the past.


    The fact was, labor unrest was nothing new. Neither was anarchist sentiment, the anarchists often making use of the strikers’ legitimate grievances to further their own ends. Only a few years ago the anarchist Leon Czolgosz had come to South Bend, shortly before he assassinated President McKinley. John Bolton, coachman at the Studebaker family’s Tippecanoe Place where Hilda had worked at the time, had met him, and so had some of Hilda’s friends. And the next year, the Anthracite Coal Strike had gone on for months and had brought great suffering to much of the country.


    Hilda was, generally speaking, on the side of the workers. She knew about poverty; her family had been desperately poor on their farm in Sweden. She knew, too, that America, where immigrants had thought to find gold in the streets, had its own brand of dreadful poverty. Friends had told her about brutally long working hours in filthy, unsafe conditions, about children working for a few pennies a day in near-starvation while their bosses lived in fine houses and grew fat on luxurious food.


    Hilda and her family were some of the fortunate ones. They hadn’t experienced those terrible conditions once they came to America. The Studebakers, by whom several of them were or had been employed, were fair to their people, and the Wilson Shirt Factory, where Mama worked, was at least clean and the management humane. But even in South Bend, Hilda knew, some men and women, yes, and children, too, lived in great poverty. She had seen some of their homes, not very far away from her own. Hilda could understand the fierce compulsion to better one’s lot in life, to force employers into treating their workers like human beings.


    Now, of course, having married Patrick, with his good job and fine paycheck, Hilda had no money worries. She even had servants of her own.


    A thought struck her. She took a damp handkerchief out of her sleeve, wiped her brow, and reached for the bell-pull. When Eileen appeared, Hilda gestured for her to sit down.


    Warily, Eileen sat, on the very edge of a hard chair.


    “Eileen, do you get enough to eat?”


    “Yes, ma’am.” The girl’s voice was questioning.


    “And does Mrs. O’Rourke let you get enough sleep?” The cook, Hilda knew, was something of a tyrant.


    “Yes, ma’am. ’Cept these last few nights, it’s been too hot to sleep.”


    Hilda slapped the arm of the chair. “Hot! Of course! I should have thought. I will ask Mr. Cavanaugh to buy another electric fan and put it in your room.”


    “There’s no need for that, ma’am. I’m ascared o’ them electric contraptions.”


    “They are quite safe, Eileen, although they are noisy. But if you put cotton in your ears, you can sleep well. And you must get your sleep. You work very hard. Is the work too hard, Eileen? Do you need help?”


    “I can do the work, ma’am! Is Mrs. O’Rourke sayin’ I’m shirkin’? ’Cause it’s a lie, if she is.” Color was rising in the maid’s face.


    Hilda realized she had gone about this the wrong way. “No, Eileen. I am sorry. I did not mean to worry you. It is just that I have been reading about all these strikes, and I wondered if I am good enough to the people who work here. I know what it is to be a servant.”


    Eileen’s anxiety found relief in tears. “Oh, ma’am, you’re the best mistress in town. Leastways, now you’re back to yourself. You took me away from that awful job I had before, and you treat me like I was your own daughter, and I’d niver want to go noplace else.”


    “Anyplace else, Eileen. Well, then, bring some lemonade for both of us. I want to talk to you about these strikes.”


    “Mrs. O’Rourke needs me, ma’am, to do the vegetables. But I’ll bring you the lemonade, and welcome.”


    “Very well. But tell Mrs. O’Rourke—ask Mrs. O’Rourke to come in for a minute when she can.”


    Time was when Hilda would have marched into the kitchen to get her own lemonade and speak to the cook. She knew better now. Mrs. O’Rourke was an excellent cook and housekeeper, but was very protective of her domain. The master and mistress of the house invaded it at their peril.


    Hilda sat and waited for the lemonade and the cook to arrive.
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    ALL WATCH GOMPERS


    Both Sides in Strike Have Eyes on Leader


    —South Bend Tribune, May 17, 1905


    Yes, ma’am?” Mrs. O’Rourke’s face wore what was nearly a scowl, and her voice said clearly what her words did not: that she was in the middle of preparations for supper, that the kitchen was hot and she was tired, and that she certainly had no time for a talk with the lady of the house.


    Hilda heard all of the unspoken dialogue. “Mrs. O’Rourke, I know you are busy, and I am sorry to take you away from your work. I wanted to ask, would you and Mr. O’Rourke like an electric fan in your bedroom? And perhaps in the kitchen? I will ask Mr. Cavanaugh to get them, if you wish.”


    The cook hesitated. She disliked accepting favors from Hilda, who was, in her opinion, still just a housemaid pretending to be a grand lady. But this heat wave had gone on forever, it seemed. The kitchen was hot and she, Mrs. O’Rourke, was neither as young nor as thin as she used to be. “Not in the bedroom, ma’am. Mr. O’Rourke can’t abide a draft. But in the kitchen, now...”


    “Good. You will have it tomorrow. And would you please send Eileen to me as soon as she is free after supper? Thank you, Mrs. O’Rourke.”


    Having thus assuaged her conscience and staved off, she hoped, any threat of rebellion and uprising in her own household, Hilda sat back with her cool drink to wait for Andy.


    Andy had been one of Hilda’s chief sources of information for some time, now. A little older than Erik, he had worked at the grand Oliver Hotel since it opened, to help support his family. Although he had but little formal schooling, he was bright and had taught himself to read and write. He and his friends at the hotel were Hilda’s “Baker Street Irregulars,” her eyes and ears on the world. Especially now that she was confined to her home, Hilda needed Andy’s help.


    He arrived just as Hilda was beginning to look for Patrick’s return. The day was at its hottest, and Hilda was lying on the couch in a fitful nap when Eileen came in and spoke softly to her. “He’s here, ma’am. That boy. He says you want to see him.”


    One day, Hilda thought drowsily, she would ask Eileen why she disliked Andy. “That is fine, Eileen. Show him in. And would you bring us a fresh pitcher of lemonade, please?”


    Eileen sniffed, but did as she was told.


    Andy came warily into the parlor. It was nothing like as grand as the lobby of the Oliver, but the hotel was Andy’s domain. There he wore a snappy uniform and had some status. Here he was only a poor boy in shabby clothes, calling on a lady. No matter that she had been a servant. She was a lady now, and an obviously pregnant lady at that, and Andy felt shy. He was still more uneasy when Eileen returned with a tray with lemonade and fine glasses and a plate of cookies. He wasn’t used to being waited on.


    “Sit down, Andy. Do you have time to stay for a few minutes?”


    “I got to get home soon, ma’am. Ma’ll be needin’ me.”


    “I will give you some lemonade then, to cool you, and I will be quick. Andy—what is your last name? I have never known it.”


    “Mueller, ma’am.” He stood, twisting his frayed cap in his hands.


    That explained Eileen’s attitude, then. The Irish and the Germans in South Bend didn’t mix. Hilda would have to talk to her about that. Later.


    “Andy, I need your help. Did Erik tell you what I am doing?”


    “He says you’re lookin’ into the train wrecks, ma’am, and what I say is, you hadn’t better. Sorry if I’m not bein’ perlite, but that’s no business for a lady to get herself mixed up in.”


    “Sit down, Andy, and have a cool drink. You are not impolite, and it is kind of you to want to protect me, but what harm can come to me here in my own home? And I need to find out what I can, because my mother and Mr. Cavanaugh’s aunt have both asked me to. Now, I want to know what you have heard.”


    Reluctantly, Andy sat and accepted a glass. “Ma’am, I’ve heard enough to know this is pretty risky business, no doubt about it. Some men was talkin’ in the lounge just last week. They never pay me no mind, just like I didn’t have ears or somethin’.”


    Hilda nodded. “I know. It was like that for me, too, when I was a servant. It made me very angry, but it was sometimes useful. What did these men say?”


    “They’d been drinkin’, see, and they wasn’t watchin’ their words. One of ’em, he says, ‘It’ll do the trick, you mark my words. Every railroad man in the state’ll sign on soon as they hear of it.’”


    Hilda frowned. “That does not make sense to me. What did they mean?”


    Andy squirmed in his chair. “It’s not for me to say, ma’am.”


    “Andy! This is me, Hilda! Why will you not talk to me? You used to tell me everything. Are you no longer my friend?”


    “Well, see, it’s like this, miss. I ain’t forgotten how good you’ve been to me. But these men—they’re nasty. I seen a lot of men, in and out of the hotel, what you’d call gentlemen, and the other kind. And these guys, they give me the willies. I reckon they’re gangsters, or the next thing to it, and I don’t want nothin’ to do with ’em. Nor I don’t want you havin’ nothin’ to do with ’em.”


    Hilda looked at him thoughtfully. He was as pale as his sunburned complexion would allow. “You are frightened.”


    “You bet I am! And I ain’t usually scared of nothin’, you know that.”


    “I know you are brave. Can you tell me why these men frighten you?”


    “It’s nothin’ you can put your finger on, miss—ma’am.”


    “Call me ‘miss,’ Andy, as you used to. It is more friendly.”


    “Yes, miss. These guys—it’s just sort of the way they talk. Not loud, but kind of hard, like they’re used to gettin’ their own way. And they dress fancy, but not like real gentlemen. Too fancy, sort of. And—I dunno, miss. I think any one of ’em’d kill you as soon as look at you, and that’s the truth.” He looked at her anxiously.


    Hilda frowned and bit her lip, and suppressed a small yelp as the baby kicked her, hard.


    “Miss?”


    “It is nothing. A little trouble with my stomach.” Too late she remembered that the stomach was not mentioned in polite society, any more than a baby’s movements. Perhaps Andy didn’t know that either.


    “Andy, did anyone know that you were coming here today?”


    “No, miss. Leastways, I didn’t tell nobody, and this house is on my way home, sorta. And I gotta be gettin’ along, miss.”


    “Yes. There is one more thing I need to know, Andy. No, two. Do you think these men are anarchists?”


    Andy shook his head slowly. “I don’t rightly know what they might look like, miss, but the pictures I seen of that guy, the one who killed the president, you know?”


    Hilda nodded.


    “Well, these men don’t look nothin’ like him. He looked kinda wild-like, you know? These guys look fancy, like I said.”


    “I understand. But then why did you tell Erik you thought it was anarchists who planned the train wrecks?”


    “That wasn’t me, miss. Some of the other boys, they got to arguin’ about it. The bell captain, he told ’em to shut up, ’cause they were gettin’ to talkin’ too loud. But I never thought that.”


    “Could they be union organizers, do you think? The troubles this year in Russia and in Chicago started when the police tried to stop the unions.”


    “Maybe, I guess. Only I’ve seen some of them union men, when they come through town, Mr. Debs and Mr. Gompers and them, and they didn’t look like—well, I dunno. And I gotta go, miss, really! Ma’ll be worryin’ about me.”


    “Take the cookies with you. And come back tomorrow, if you can. I need you to ask the other boys some questions, and to keep your eyes open.”


    But, Hilda admitted to herself when he had gone, she knew very little she hadn’t known before. And she had, at the moment, no idea what to ask the bellboys to do.


    And who were Mr. Debs and Mr. Gompers?


    She asked Patrick when they sat down to supper.


    “You’re slippin’, me girl. I thought you read the papers. Pass the potato salad, would you, darlin’?”


    “I remember something about someone named Gompers when I went through the papers today, but I did not read very carefully.” Hilda passed him the bowl of salad, after taking a second helping for herself.


    “Samuel Gompers is only the leadin’ union man in the whole country, that’s all. He’s president of the American Federation of Labor, and he’s fought for the rights of the workin’ man for years. Last month he went to Chicago to try to make both sides see reason and settle the strike, but it’s still goin’ on, last I heard.”


    “They are not still killing people on the streets?” Hilda’s tone was horrified, and Patrick hastened to reassure her.


    “Not that I’ve heard, darlin’ girl. Why are you all of a sudden so interested in Gompers, and strikes, and all?”


    “Patrick! Do you not read the newspapers?” She flung his taunt back at him with a mischievous grin that reminded him of his beloved Hilda, the one who had seemed to be missing for the past several months.


    He beamed back at her. “That I do, darlin’, but I still don’t see what you’re gettin’ at. My brain never did work as fast as yours.”


    “Ja, I am smart, but you are smart, too. You know it was a strike that began the riots in Russia, and strikes have begun riots in Chicago, and where there are riots other things may happen, things like train wrecks.”


    He frowned. “You’re not sayin’ union men—”


    “No! I believe in unions. But when there are crowds and riots, things can happen that were never meant to happen. Things get—what do you say when there is no control? Gone from the hand?”


    “Out of hand?”


    “Yes! That is what I meant. Things get out of hand, and then angry men can get ideas to use the confusion and turn it into madness.”


    “Hmm. Somethin’ in what you say.” Patrick thoughtfully cut up his ham.


    Hilda smiled again. “Yes. So tell me now about Mr. Debs.”


    “Now him you should know for sure, me girl. Eugene Debs is—”


    “Oh! Eugene Debs. I did not think of him—Andy just said his last name. Of course I know who he is. He wanted to be president!”


    “Still wants to, is my guess. He’s not made the grade in two elections, so far—barely made waves, in fact. But he’s a sticker; he’ll try again. And he’s a union man, too, and a pretty fiery one. Has a lot to do with the railroads—Hilda! With the railroads!”


    Hilda’s eyes widened. “But he would not—not a man who could maybe be president—would he?”


    “Dunno, darlin’ girl. I don’t think he’d go so far, but...wait, let me think a minute.” Patrick put down his fork. “There was somethin’ a long time ago. I was only a boy, meself, and hadn’t been in America long enough to hardly know which way was up, but there was a strike or a riot or somethin’, havin’ to do with the railroads, and Debs was in on it. I’ll have to ask me mother, or Uncle Dan. They’ll know.”


    Hilda looked down at her plate and found it empty. “Patrick, I would like some of the slaw, please, and some more ham.” He passed her the dishes, and she helped herself. “I am wondering about Uncle Dan,” she said when she had swallowed another several mouthfuls.


    “What about him?”


    “He is...Patrick, do not lose your temper, but he is a rich man with many people working for him. He is a very good man, but is he...does he...what does he think about unions?”


    Patrick had stopped eating in surprise. Hilda was not known for hesitancy in speech, or in thought or action, for that matter. “What d’you mean by that?”


    “Patrick! I mean what I asked! What does Uncle Dan think about unions?”


    That was more like Hilda. Patrick shrugged. “More or less what everybody thinks, I guess. He thinks they can do good where they’re needed, and harm when they get too big for their britches.”


    “Does the store have a union? No,” she added as Patrick opened his mouth, “I mean, do the workers at the store belong to a union?”


    “No need. Uncle Dan pays fair wages and treats the shop girls right. I guess the delivery-men might belong to the Teamsters. I never asked. Why d’you want to know?”


    This time she looked him straight in the eye. “I want to know if he will be fair when you ask him about Mr. Debs and the railroad.”


    If Patrick’s mouth hadn’t been full, he might have hit the ceiling. By the time he had swallowed his food, he had also swallowed most of his anger. Here was Hilda, interested at last in something besides herself. She had eaten a large supper. She was acting normal.


    And she was over six months pregnant, and should not be upset. “Dan Malloy is always fair,” he said briefly.


    “Oh! And we must also be fair. I nearly forgot. Tomorrow when you come home, I want you to bring two more electric fans. Eileen needs one in her room, and Mrs. O’Rourke needs one for the kitchen. I want them to be happy and comfortable.”


    “Don’t want to risk a strike in your own home, eh? I’ll get ’em. If we have any left, that is. They’ve been goin’ like beer at an Irish picnic, these hot days. Some cherry pie, darlin’?”
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