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Generally, men judge by the eye rather than the hand, for all men can see a thing, but few come close enough to touch it. All men will see what you seem to be; only a few will know what you are.

—Niccolò Machiavelli,
The Prince



BOOK I
THE TEMPLE OF MUSIC
You will never stamp out anarchy any more than you can keep down the waves of the sea with a broom. You may kill an anarchist but you will never kill an idea.

Emma Goldman
Chicago Tribune
September 11, 1901


I
A
T FIRST LIGHT a carriage stopped on the towpath above the Erie Canal. Four men climbed out and walked single file across a footbridge, Captain Lloyd Savin leading two uniformed police officers and Pinkerton detective Jake Norris, who followed a ways behind, his head lowered as he gazed down at the water. He had recently arrived from Washington, D.C., and this was the first time he’d seen the canal. He expected it to be wider. Though it was August, a raw wind blew in from Lake Erie, a reminder that in Buffalo winter was never far off, and an occasional drop of rain tapped on the hard dome of his bowler. He took great pride in his hat, which had white satin lining and cost him five dollars.

On the far side of the canal a barge, the
Glockenspiel
, was tied to a pier in front of a brick warehouse; it was a shallow-draft, broad-beamed vessel, a good seventy feet in length, designed to negotiate the low bridges that spanned the canal. The four men descended on a narrow plank to the deck and went astern, where two other uniformed policemen stood over the body, which was covered by a frayed blanket.

Savin didn’t appear interested in the body; instead, he approached the man who was standing in the open pilothouse door. “This your boat?”

“It is.”

“Your name?”

“Bruener. Klaus Bruener.” He had a heavy German accent and was easily over six feet tall. His nose was large and crooked, no doubt broken several times, and his hands were enormous.

Savin took a pack of Turkish Delights from the pocket of his raincoat and lit a cigarette. He had a perpetual grimace as though he were enduring constant pain. “Where’d you find her?” He flicked the matchstick into the canal.

Bruener nodded toward the footbridge. “Floating under there. We are just coming in from Rochester when my son spots something from the bow. So he climbs down and pulls her out.” He smiled, revealing brown teeth. “Don’t think the boy ever touched a naked woman before. Kind of upsets him—more ’n that she be dead. If you take my meaning.”

Norris cleared his throat to get Savin’s attention, and then he asked Bruener, “Where is your son now?”

Bruener tugged on his wool cap a moment. He looked like he wasn’t going to bother to answer, but then something seemed to make him reconsider. “Below in the cabin.”

Savin went to the blanket now and lifted one corner. Norris was trying to determine whether his hesitance was because he didn’t want to see what was underneath or he wanted to hold the moment of anticipation a moment longer. When Savin tossed the blanket aside, he glanced down at the woman’s body, and then looked away as he drew on his cigarette.

“It was dark,” Bruener said. “He might not a seen her if it wasn’t for the hat.”

She was only wearing a yellow felt hat, pulled down snug on her scalp. Her flesh was pale blue and bruises stood out on her arms, neck, and face, which was badly swollen.

“Look at them nipples,” one of the policemen whispered. “Big as fried eggs.”

“She called herself Clementine,” Bruener said.

“You knew her?” Norris asked.

Bruener nearly smiled. “Worked in the house run by Big Maud.”

“She come down here a lot to work the barges?” Norris said.

“You might say that,” Bruener said. “She knowed a lot of canawlers.”

Norris gazed up at the small group of men who had collected in front of the warehouse. They stood watching, hands shoved in the pockets of their jackets and bib overalls. The country was full of such men, day laborers who laid railroad track, constructed buildings, loaded goods on and off boats and wagons. Just by looking at them Norris could tell which ones had only recently arrived in the United States. Some Washington politicians believed that it would take a good war to prune the immigrants.

Savin took off his felt hat and shaped the indented crown with his forefinger; it was a surprisingly intimate, sensual gesture, and when he saw Norris watching his hand he winced. His black hair was heavily oiled and so smooth against his scalp that it might have been painted on. Like Norris, he understood the advantage of dressing well—tailored suits, a topcoat, and leather shoes that take a regular polish. It was the first thing Norris had noticed about him, along with the fact that the man smoked cigarettes almost constantly. He was several years younger than Norris, who was thirty-eight. Looking around at the other policemen, Savin said, “Anybody here buy sheet time at Big Maud’s lately?” The men stared off as though they hoped not to be noticed.

Savin put his hat back on and grimaced around his cigarette. “Now I want all of you to start knocking on doors—every house, every business from here down to Black Rock Harbor. Find somebody who saw or heard something.”

The policemen appeared relieved to get away from Savin as they rushed off the barge. He turned to Norris and said playfully, “Want to go, too, Detective? Try your hand at some mundane police work?”

“I’d rather talk to Bruener’s son.”

Savin looked as though he’d been insulted, but then he said to Bruener, “Get your boy up here.”

Norris went over to the body and leaned down for a closer look. In some places the skin was raw and bloody, but there were no cuts or gashes. The bruises were purple and black, and her left eye seemed to have collapsed in the socket. “Whoever did this used something that wouldn’t break the skin.”

“Like a fist?” Savin said.

Norris bent down closer until he was within inches of her face. “Look, in her hair.”

Reluctantly, Savin leaned over her as well. “I don’t know what that is—the doctor will tell when he shows up. It’s not hair, but something else.” He straightened up, took Norris by the arm, and walked him to the stern of the barge. Quietly, he said, “This is one?”

“Yes.”

“She get anything for you?”

Norris shook his head. “She only just started working for me.”

“When’s the last time you saw her?”

“Two days ago, in a café, the Three Brothers.”

Savin flicked his cigarette butt into the water. “So she was working for you down here—or was she just providing her usual services?”

“Both, probably. I asked her where she could find anarchists in Buffalo and she said anywhere—the saloons, the whorehouses, the churches, the slaughterhouses, the factories. But she said to try the canal first. It’s how people come and go from Buffalo.”

Savin nodded as he glanced at the body for a moment. Turning to Norris again, he asked, “Ever fuck her?” Norris stared back at him, and when he realized he wasn’t going to get an answer, Savin took out his pack of cigarettes. “Right,” he said. “You’re a real professional.”

“What I am is back where I started when I first got here from Washington,” Norris said. “I’ll need somebody else. Soon.”

“Another whore? Well, we’ve got plenty of those in Buffalo.”

“No. Not this time. I want a man—one that works down here on the boats, a canawler, as they call themselves. I need a canawler.”

Savin dragged deeply on his cigarette; he held the smoke down for a moment and then released it, saying in a tight voice, “I don’t know if informers and spies are ever going to help you catch anarchists.”

“They have in Washington.”

“This isn’t Washington, Norris.”

“On that we agree.”

Bruener and his son climbed up a ladder from below and stepped out through the open pilothouse door. “This is Josef, my son.”

Savin walked over to the boy, who was very lean, with a long, sullen face. He might have been eighteen. Warily his eyes drifted toward the naked body, then back to Savin.

“You pulled her out of the canal?” Savin asked.

The boy nodded.

“And you first saw her where?”

Josef raised a long arm and pointed toward the footbridge. Savin stepped closer to the boy. “You’re the loquacious one, aren’t you?”

“He don’t speak,” Bruener said. “Been mute since birth, and he don’t hear too good.”

“Isn’t
that
grand,” Savin said. “Can you tell me what
time
you saw her?”

The boy held up four fingers.

“Four this morning,” Savin said. “About two hours ago.”

The boy nodded.

Norris leaned against the stern rail of the barge. His hand touched something coarse and he looked down. Beside him was a cleat, with a dock line attached. The rope had to be as thick as his wrist, and he plucked at it with his fingers, pulling away hemp fibers, stiff, like bits of straw. “Savin,” he said. “I think I know what the killer used on her.”

Norris got up and went to Clementine’s body. Leaning down close to her face, he removed some fibers from her cold wet hair. Holding both samples out, he said, “Rope. Whoever did this beat her with a rope like that.”

“Maybe, Detective.” Savin appeared angry now as they watched a heavy man, carrying a black bag, walk gingerly across the footbridge. “But why don’t we let Dr. Rivard gather the evidence?” Savin went to the bottom of the plank and offered the doctor a hand as though he were a woman.

Dr. Rivard wore a pince-nez and was winded from the climb down to the boat. “In the future, Captain, I would prefer it if you would arrange that the dead bodies in Buffalo turn up on dry land,” he said. “I detest any vessel that floats—because I do not.” He alone laughed at his joke, and then he put his bag down on the deck and began to inspect the body.

One of the policemen Savin had sent up to the houses above the canal came back to the pier. “Sir, if I could have a word with you?”

“All right, Cullen.” Savin climbed the plank up to the pier and the two men talked quietly, their backs to the barge.

It began to rain lightly, each drop making a hollow sound on Norris’s bowler. He looked directly at the boy and said slowly, “Josef, how was she positioned in the water?”

The boy appeared nervous as he watched Norris’s mouth.

“Was she faceup?” Norris held his hand out, palm toward the sky, and then turned it over. “Or facedown?”

Josef nodded.

“And she was just like that,” Norris said. “No clothes, other than the hat?”

The boy nodded vehemently, his eyes growing wide.

“I wonder when her clothes were taken off,” Norris said. “Before or after she was dead.” Turning to the doctor, he asked, “I don’t suppose there’s evidence of sexual activity?”

The doctor said pleasantly, “We can find out.”

When Cullen left the pier again, Norris climbed up the plank and joined Savin. The rain was becoming steady.

“This is a lot of work over a whore,” Savin said as he lit another cigarette. “Dead ones aren’t much use to anyone.”

“I doubt she was killed because of her abilities as a prostitute,” Norris said. “Bruener has assured us she was well qualified. She must have learned something.”

“About anarchists?” Savin said skeptically. “But of course she was killed before she had a chance to report to you.” Norris only looked at him in the rain. “Why they sent you out from Washington, I don’t know,” Savin said. “Because the president is coming to Buffalo next month? What can you do here in a month? You Pinkertons aren’t …” Savin hesitated, and then he said, “You aren’t necessary.”

Norris understood Savin taking offense; in his position, he too would resent an outsider. With Savin, it was important not to ask for something, and he said, “It will be necessary for me to find another one.”
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