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        Sunday evening, October 2, 1881

        Beale Street, San Francisco

      

      

      

      Mrs. O’Malley put down her sewing as she heard a key in the door to the tiny two-room flat, smiling as her oldest daughter, Bridget, who everyone called Biddy, swept in.

      “Oh, Ma, you made my favorite, molasses cookies,” Biddy said as she hung her hat and cloak on the peg by the door and made a beeline for the plate of cookies cooling on the old wooden kitchen table.

      “Did you have a good time with Mr. O’Doyle?” Mrs. O’Malley asked quietly, not wanting to wake her four boys, who were asleep behind the curtain that turned a corner of the kitchen into a bedroom each night.

      Mrs. O’Malley had known and always liked Frank O’Doyle, ever since the young man and Biddy were young scamps tearing around the neighborhood together. She had heard he now had a good job clerking in his uncle’s grocery store north of Market. Her daughter hadn’t mentioned him for some time. As a result, Mrs. O’Malley was pleased when Biddy told her of her plans to spend the evening with him this Sunday.

      Recently, her daughter had started going out on weekends with two of the young women she clerked with at the Silver Strike Bazaar. As far as Mrs. O’Malley could determine, this meant Biddy walked around Woodward’s Gardens with her friends until some young men struck up a conversation with them and offered to treat them to dinner. Young men whose names and jobs remained a mystery. Biddy assured her this was a perfectly harmless way of spending an evening out, but Mrs. O’Malley worried.

      Biddy finished the cookie in two bites, then she said, “We went to the chop house on Folsom and Ninth. Not much else is open on Sundays. Frankie sprang for a full dinner with all the trimmings. Good thing it wasn’t raining so we could walk back here instead of taking the omnibus. Otherwise, I might be still so stuffed I wouldn’t be able to eat one of these cookies you made special for me. Oh, Ma, look what Frankie brought us.”

      Her daughter pulled a string bag out of her purse and showed her three large, slightly bruised onions, an oddly shaped turnip, and two small tins of sardines, saying, “The tins got a little banged up––look, they came all the way from France! He says as long as the cans aren’t punctured they’re still good, but his uncle doesn’t like to sell them that way.”

      “That was kind of him.” Mrs. O’Malley picked up the strip of dark pansy-colored satin she had been working on and began to sew the small neat stitches that created a ruffle for the bottom of a wealthy woman’s fancy dress.

      Biddy added, “I told him I wished he was still working as a butcher’s boy. A couple of pork chops would have been a treat. But then, every stray dog in town would have followed me home.”

      “Why don’t you put the sardines up on that top shelf? Your sister Alice has been going on about wanting something she calls high tea for her birthday treat––read about it in one of her books. I believe if I make scones with clotted cream and mash up those sardines and put ‘em on those little crackers you bring home from the Silver Strike, that might just do.”

      “That’s a smart idea, Ma. All four of the boys will turn up their noses at it, but it will make her feel special.” Biddy put the food away and then sat down on one of the benches around the kitchen table and reached out for a second cookie.

      “That’s the last one, Biddy. There’s just enough for everybody to have two for their school lunches tomorrow. That plus hard-boiled eggs and the last of the apples are going to have to do them. Always a bother when I get paid on Saturday night––with the groceries closed on Sundays. I’ll do the shopping tomorrow morning, if you can drop off the washing on your way to work.”

      Mrs. O’Malley worked nights, cleaning, for the Sisters of Mercy at St. Mary’s Hospital, a couple of blocks up on Rincon Hill. It was hard work that didn’t pay all that well, but it was a welcome blessing for a widow with seven children to feed. When her husband died four years ago, she had needed to be able to stay home during the day with the three youngest––Alice who was only four then, and the youngest of her two sets of twin boys, Callum and Connor, had just turned one. This was one of the only jobs that gave her that choice. She continued to do piecework as well to help pay the rent.

      Biddy nodded and then yawned. “Make sure I’m up by five-thirty, then. Gives me time to bathe and press my blue dress before I leave. Need me to work on the second ruffle for awhile before I go to bed?”

      Biddy had worked in the dressmaking department of the Silver Strike before getting her clerking job there last winter. She had asked Miss Minnie and Miss Millie Moffet, the two elderly dressmakers who now ran the department, if she could bring some finishing work home with her for her mother. After seeing a sample of Mrs. O’Malley’s work they had readily agreed. Biddy had been helping her out with piecework off and on since she was eight, but tonight was supposed to be her daughter’s one evening to just enjoy herself, so it was good of her to offer to help. That was Biddy, always willing to lend a hand.

      She said, “Thanks, dear. But I shouldn’t have any trouble finishing both ruffles before morning, so you can take them back and pick up some more. You know, if I don’t have something to keep me busy, the night just drags.”

      “If you’re sure. Then I guess I will turn in.” Biddy got up and stretched. She said, “Shall I get Callum and Connor up before I go, and is the kitten in with them?”

      “The kitten’s in the next room. Don’t let him out when you go to bed. I can’t have him snagging this material with his sharp little claws. I’ll be glad when he gets bigger and starts earning his keep. As for the boys, no need to get them up. They were both good about going to the privy before they went to bed, and I think they’ve finally figured out how to wake up enough to use the chamber pot.”

      “I hope so! I don’t remember the older twins, or either of my sisters, still wetting the bed at five.”

      “Poor things. You gave all the older ones such a hard time, they didn’t dare.”

      Biddy grinned and said, “I suppose the fact that I was the one who was going to have to put the sheets to soak may have had something to do with it.”

      Mrs. O’Malley looked at her daughter with affection. Only the Blessed Mother knew how the family would have survived without Biddy’s help, especially after her husband, Brian, died in seventy-seven. Even when he was still alive, making decent wages as a bricklayer, Mrs. O’Malley had needed to do piecework to help feed their growing brood.

      When the depression hit in the city in the mid-seventies, work for Brian became scarce. That’s when Biddy left school to take over minding her brothers and sisters and help Mrs. O’Malley sew in order to keep food on the table and a roof over their heads. Brian hated that both his wife and oldest daughter had to work, but it couldn’t be helped. Unlike some men, who just blamed everyone else and drank away their troubles, her husband had gone out, day after day, looking for any sort of work. When he did get a job, it was back-breaking and paid little more than pennies a day.

      Yet he would come home each night and pretend all was right with the world so that his family wouldn’t worry. Until the night, in the middle of making her laugh with some outlandish joke, he’d keeled over, dead. The doctor said it was apoplexy. Mrs. O’Malley knew he’d worked himself to death.

      She worried that Biddy was going to burn herself out the same way. She was so like her father, from her dark-red hair and merry blue eyes to her open face, broad smile, and generous heart. Maybe too generous.

      Mrs. O’Malley smiled at her daughter and said, “Off to bed with you. You have a long day tomorrow and no need for you to start off with too little sleep.”
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      Near midnight, Mrs. O’Malley carefully folded the completed ruffle and put it in her sewing box on the floor at her feet and enjoyed the peace and quiet. Even the usual noises from the street below had died down. After a moment, she stood up and went to the old chipped sink where she had put her baking pans to soak. She’d used up the last of her flour to make bread for tomorrow. That, plus a fry-up of the last of the corned beef, would cover breakfast. She hated when the shelves got this bare. Even with Biddy giving her nearly all of her wages, it was always touch and go when they got to the first of the month and she had to pay rent.

      After washing and drying the baking pans and putting them away, she took her purse from the bottom plank of the shelves next to the sink and took out two quarters. She stiffly climbed up on the chair that sat under the shelves so she could reach the old tea tin she kept on the top shelf as her savings bank. Biddy, a good half a foot taller than she, was the only one in the family who could reach this high, even using the chair. Pretty soon the older twins, Bri and Bennie, who at ten were almost as tall as Mrs. O”Malley, would be able to get up here if they wanted. But for now, as her dear father would have said, it was “safe as houses.”

      The older twins’ recent growth spurt was one of the reasons it was hard to make the grocery money last, but so far, she had resisted their pleas to let them go out to work. Her niece Tilly’s stories about the two boys who lived in the O’Farrell Street boardinghouse where she worked and their jobs selling papers hadn’t helped.

      The problem was that once she let them go out to earn money on weekends, they’d start to push her to let them leave school and work full time. And when the two boys joined up to get their way, they were hard to handle. Bri would go on and on about all the reasons he and his twin brother should be able to do something, and Bennie would just get louder and louder, as if sheer volume would win the argument.

      She continued to resist because she had promised herself they would finish grammar school. By then they’d be fourteen, and she hoped to get them apprenticed to a decent trade. Maybe if they went to a different school, they wouldn’t complain so, although she had to agree. Silver Street Primary, where they went now, was awful, with a run-down old building and over a thousand children crammed into drafty rooms, some of which were no more than outdoor sheds. Showed what the city politicians thought of the people who had to live in this neighborhood, which was a jumble of rooms for rent squeezed between the iron works, lumber mills, and breweries.

      When she moved to these rooms over a hardware store on Beale Street after her husband died, she had told herself the rooms and the job were only temporary. Working nights at St. Mary’s eased her mind since she was only ten minutes away from home in case there was a problem with the younger twins, who were only one at the time. The job working for the nuns also had the benefit of providing her meals from the hospital kitchen, which cut down on the food bills.

      Even now, when all of her children were school age, she felt working nights was best for the family. She got back home before five-thirty every morning, so she could supervise getting everyone up, fed, and out of the house. Then again, in the afternoon, she was there when the children got home from school, making sure they had a good supper before she went off to work at seven. During the day, while Biddy was off to work and the children were in school, she could do things like the grocery shopping, baking, and preparing dinner and still snatch the four or five hours of sleep that seemed to be all that she needed before going to work. And at night, both Biddy and Deirdre were there to watch their younger siblings.

      Getting enough sleep on Saturdays was more difficult. Yet even the younger twins understood that when she was in the back room with the door closed, they should try to be a little quieter. And on Sundays, her sister-in-law, Jeanne, was good about taking the whole lot of them home with her after mass so that Mrs. O’Malley could get some sleep. Although Sunday was her night off, she’d found that it wasn’t good for her to skip her daytime nap and sleep Sunday nights. When she did that, it seemed her whole body got turned around and she would start to nod off at work at night. That’s why she welcomed the piecework, like the ruffles she was working on tonight. It brought in money and kept her awake through nights like tonight.

      No, the job still worked; it was the neighborhood that didn’t. Seemed to get rougher by the day. Saloons on every corner and gangs of young boys…and girls…playing truant while their parents were at work. When all her children were young, she’d walk them to and from school herself to make sure they were safe and kept them indoors with her when they weren’t in school. But now the older boys and Deirdre balked at the idea of being treated like babies, and they insisted they could look after the little ones on the way to school. But she was more and more uncomfortable with the thought of fourteen-year-old Deirdre walking down these streets, passing by the tough men gathered in knots on every corner. And it was getting harder and harder to keep Bri and Bennie from envying the freedom of the young boys their age who loitered on those same corners.

      Well, that’s why she tried to put some money into the old tea tin every week, which she called her moving fund. Everyone else called it the accident fund—probably a better name for it because it was unforeseen events that explained why after saving for four years she only had a little over $10 in the tin. Accidents like Biddy having words with the Larkson Mills foreman and not bringing in any wages for three weeks until she got another job, or the time Deirdre accidentally let all the water in the stew pot boil away and they had to buy a new second-hand pot, or when Bennie and Bri ruined their winter shoes by turning them into sailing vessels during a torrential downpour.

      Sighing, she added this week’s quarters to the tin and slowly got off the chair, being careful she didn’t fall. She worried about the fact that, every once in a while, her knees would hurt so much from her work, ten hours of scrubbing and mopping, that one of them would buckle. She wasn’t fifty yet, but at the end of a long week, she felt a hundred. She supposed seven children would do that to you. Not that she didn’t thank the Saints every day that all of them had survived the early years of childhood.

      She went over and peeked behind the curtain at her boys. The elder set of twins, Bri and Bennie, had gotten their straight black hair from her, although her hair was now faded by threads of gray. Callum and Connor, the five-year-old twins, like Biddy, were the ones who had gotten the thick, curly dark-red hair of their father, along with a good many freckles.

      She leaned over so she could pull the blanket up over the younger twins. The oven had been banked down for hours now, and the kitchen was beginning finally to cool off. She hated that the boys were sleeping on thin mattresses on the floor. She had a horror of rats getting into the flat, which was the main reason she’d agreed to take in the young gray tabby. What she really wanted was to get the boys some iron bedsteads, get them off the floor, but that wasn’t practical with them sleeping in the kitchen. At least the girls, who slept in the back room, had real beds, although the mattresses were old and lumpy.

      She opened the door to where Alice, Deirdre, and Biddy were sleeping, the two iron bedsteads pushed together to make one large bed. The young kitten, a gray tabby who slept curled up against Alice’s chest, lifted his head, blinked at her and yawned, and then snuggled back down. She would have bet that it was Deirdre, the little mother of the family, who would have taken to the cat. But, no, it was Alice, her prim and proper seven-year-old, who had taken over responsibility for him, even being willing to clean out the sand in the box they had for him.

      Softly closing the door to the room, she thanked the Blessed Mother that every one of her chicks was alive and healthy. There were so many ways a child could die or go astray in this day and age, and so many of them she could see just by looking out the kitchen window overlooking Beale Street.

      Maybe, by some miracle, she’d get further ahead in her savings and move them to a safer place. Just fifty dollars would do it.

      There were decent flats for rent down Bryant, past Sixth, and the neighborhood schools were supposed to be real good––newer buildings and better teachers. In addition, once you got up past Fifth Street, there were fewer factories, so less noise and filth. If they moved there, her trip to work wouldn’t be but about four blocks longer, and the North Beach/Mission horsecars and the Omnibus were just a few streets away. Both would get Biddy to her job north of Market.

      Mrs. O’Malley had even seen some three-room places advertised…that didn’t cost that much more than these two rooms. With three rooms, the boys wouldn’t have to sleep in the kitchen. The problem was all the decent places in that part of town were rented unfurnished. Getting an old, second-hand stove and ice box alone could cost $15, much less the expense of getting beds and mattresses, and other furniture like a kitchen table and chairs. The only stick of furniture in this whole place that wasn’t part of the flat was the wardrobe that Biddy had found at a junk shop. And that would cost to move to a new place. The $10 in the tea tin just wouldn’t cover the kind of outlay that moving to an unfurnished place would cost. And she daren’t completely wipe out her funds or, sure as the day was long, a real accident would come along. Then where’d they be?

      Turning back to look at the small clock on the bottom kitchen shelf, she saw that it was nearly midnight. She shivered a bit. Time for a cup of tea and to get sewing on the second ruffle. The water in the kettle on the stove should still be hot. She went back to her chair next to the window to get her shawl, standing for a moment to look down on Beale Street. At this time of night, when everyone was either at work or home, the street was still and silent. Even the saloon down on the corner of Folsom wasn’t emitting any light or noise from its closed doors. If there was a moon, it was obscured by thick clouds. Looked like it might even rain.

      A flurry of motion across the street caught her eye. A man had stepped out onto the stoop of Mrs. Greeley’s lodging house across the way. All she could see was a dark shape in the light cast by the gas lamp a few yards away, then a brief flame of a match lit up a face with a large mustache. The rest of his head was hidden by a derby pulled down over his forehead, and a neck scarf bunched under his chin. Once the match went out, all she saw was the red glow of a cigarette. Last Sunday, just at this time, she had seen three men leaving Mrs. Greeley’s lodging house. She noted it because it was such an odd time to be going to work. Most night shifts started at seven in the evening.

      The shape of the man dissolved back into the darkness. Had he forgotten something?

      Another sign of movement down the block revealed the local constable, walking up from Folsom. His brass buttons gleamed as he passed under the gas lamp.

      Was that the reason for the man’s disappearing act? If so, what did that mean?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Tuesday evening, October 4, 1881

        O’Farrell Street Boardinghouse

      

      

      

      “Biddy, what are you doing here? Not that I’m not glad to see you, it’s been ages since you stopped by,” Kathleen Hennessey said, putting down her dishcloth to give her old friend a big hug. “And don’t you look fine! I love that blue, brings out the color of your eyes. That isn’t one of the Silver Strike Bazaar outfits, is it?”

      “Near as…Mr. Livingston lets us clerks buy clothes from the store at a small discount. Says it’s good advertising. Most of the girls buy the ready-made dresses, but even with the discount, the price’s too rich for me. I wait until a piece of material goes on sale…usually because it’s got a soiled bit. This blue wool was nearly half off. Then I use one of the designs I learned when I worked in the dress department and make the outfit myself. Of course, my mother helps.”

      “Well, it’s quite striking, isn’t it, Mrs. O’Rourke?” Kathleen said to the boardinghouse cook and housekeeper as she ushered her friend to a chair. “Did I ever tell you that Biddy’s mother is the one who first taught me how to sew? Not that I was very good back then, just enough to help keep my younger brothers from being in complete rags.”

      Mrs. O’Rourke smiled and said, “Miss Bridget, you are certainly a sight for sore eyes. I’m glad you stopped by. Now, can I get you something to eat? Don’t suppose you’ve had your supper yet, and I was about to fix a plate for Miss Laura, who should be home from work any minute.”

      “Do say yes, Biddy; you know Mrs. O’Rourke is never happy unless everyone is well fed. Tilly’s tidying up the dining room. She’ll be down any minute. She won’t want to miss you. You can stay and chat, can’t you?”

      Biddy said, “Oh, Mrs. O’Rourke, if you don’t mind, at least a cup of tea. But don’t do anything special. I can’t stay long. My sister Deirdre is doing a good job taking care of the smaller children after my mother leaves for work, but my older twin brothers, Bri and Bennie, can be a real handful.”

      Kathleen Hennessey had met Biddy O’Malley when they were quite young, living in the same lodging house. That was before Kathleen’s mother and father died and she went out to work as a servant at age twelve. After that, she hadn’t seen much of Biddy, until two years ago when Kathleen helped her mistress, Mrs. Dawson, investigate a shady trance medium. Turned out Biddy worked as a servant for that woman. Since that time, she and Biddy tried to attend mass at St. Patrick’s at the same time every couple of months so they could have a quick meal afterwards and catch up. Occasionally, they’d also run into each other at one of St. Joseph’s Parish dances, although Kathleen hadn’t seen Biddy at one of those since last spring.

      Kathleen’s fellow servant, Tilly, who was Biddy’s cousin, recently told Kathleen that her aunt was worried that Biddy was spending too much time with some of the girls she worked with. Kathleen had wondered if the problem with these girls was simply that they weren’t good Irish Catholics, or if there was a different reason for Biddy’s mother to be worried. Time to arrange to meet after church again, since there was no chance Biddy would open up in front of Mrs. O’Rourke.

      Just then Tilly came into the kitchen from the back stairs and stopped short, saying, “Biddy, whatever are you doing here? Is everything all right at home?”

      “Everything’s fine, that is, if the older twins haven’t managed to get themselves in trouble since I left home this morning. No, I’m here because Mother wants me to talk to Kathleen about getting her Patrick to look into something that’s worrying her.”

      Mrs. O’Rourke said, “Dearie, whatever does your mother want with my Patrick? Is it police business?”

      Patrick McGee was one of Mrs. O’Rourke’s nephews and Kathleen’s official beau. He was also working hard to rise in the ranks of the city’s police force, hoping eventually to be given a permanent place in the detective division. His aunt tended to give him a hard time, but Kathleen knew she was secretly proud of how he was following in her late husband’s footsteps.

      Biddy took the cup of tea Kathleen poured for her and thanked Mrs. O’Rourke for the thick sandwich she had fixed for her, saying the pickles on the side were her favorite.

      Then, after taking a bite of pickle, she said, “My mother thinks what she’s seen might be a police matter. But she isn’t sure, which is why she wanted to talk to Patrick before deciding what to do.”

      Tilly said, “Aunt Maureen didn’t mention anything to me when I saw her late Sunday afternoon.”

      Biddy said, “What she saw happened that night. You see, she thinks some men who have recently moved into the lodging house across from our place might be up to no good.”

      Kathleen said, “She’s still working nights at St. Mary’s hospital, isn’t she?”

      “Yes, and Sunday is her only night off, and generally she spends all Sunday night sitting by the kitchen window, sewing. The past two Sundays she’s seen these three men leave the lodging house right around midnight and come back around four. And she thinks that they’re doing something illegal in those four hours.”

      Kathleen stared at her friend, wondering if Biddy, who did like a good laugh, could possibly be joking. But the frown on her friend’s usually open face stopped her from saying anything beyond, “Why does she think that?”

      “According to Mother, it’s the timing that initially seemed odd. What job would start after midnight, but only last four hours? And she said all three of the men carried big bags over their backs…but two of the bags seemed empty, while one seemed partially filled. To her these bags made it unlikely that they were just heading off to a saloon after a day’s work. But what really got her to worrying was that this Sunday they seemed to be purposely trying to avoid being seen by the local patrolman when they left.”

      “What made her think that?” Kathleen asked.

      “She said it looked to her like one of them stood in the doorway for a few minutes but then ducked back inside as soon as the patrolman came into view. Then, a good five minutes later, that man came out, looked up and down the street, then motioned, and the other two men came out and then three of them hurried up Beale Street.”

      Mrs. O’Rourke said, “They were heading up towards Market?”

      “Yes. We live between Folsom and Harrison. She’s pretty sure they didn’t turn on Folsom, couldn’t see if they turned on Harrison, though.”

      Kathleen blurted out, “Between their unwillingness to be seen by the copper, and the bags and the direction they were heading, sure sounds like they could be burglars.”

      She turned and looked anxiously at Mrs. O’Rourke. Burglars were a touchy subject for the older woman after she tangled with a couple of them last summer.

      Mrs. O’Rourke nodded thoughtfully and said, “Well, I think that Mrs. O’Malley is right to be worried. By midnight, the streets would be pretty empty, and if you were robbing a place, especially a house, you’d want to be gone by four, cause that’s about when the first servants start to get up.”

      Biddy said, “That’s what my mother thinks. She’s been sitting at that window on Sunday nights, watching the neighborhood, for near on four years, so she’s got a good feel for what’s normal traffic and what’s not.”

      Mrs. O’Rourke said, “She’s just seen these three men the past two Sunday nights?”

      “Yes, but she asked Mrs. Greeley, who runs the lodging house, about them yesterday. Mrs. Greeley said the three men moved in three weeks ago. Sharing a room, which she thought was sort of odd, since they talked like they were big spenders. They said they were from back east, looking into investing in property in the city. She said they were very polite but that they were out and about, didn’t seem to keep any regular hours. She doesn’t do boarders, so they eat elsewhere.”

      Kathleen asked Biddy if her mother had told the lodging housekeeper about them going out late on Sundays.

      Her friend said, “Mrs. Greeley told my mother she must be mistaken, because she always keeps the doors locked after ten, and none of the men had asked for a key. Truth be told, I know for a fact that Mrs. Greeley is rather forgetful. In addition, she keeps her ring of keys on a nail by the front door. Wouldn’t be difficult for someone to make a copy.”

      Mrs. O’Rourke came and sat down at the table and said, “Could your mother see if there was anything in the bags when they returned at four?”

      “She says all three of the bags the men carried now looked full, filled with something really heavy by the way the men were hunched over. Even more suspicious, she said that before they went into the lodging house, they stopped by the narrow passageway between the house and the next building, which is a small ironmonger’s place. Mother told me it looked like one man was watching to make sure no one was coming down the street, while the other two disappeared down the passageway for a couple of minutes. When they reappeared, she’s pretty sure the bags were empty. That’s the pattern they followed both Sundays.”

      Kathleen said, “Hiding the loot?”

      Mrs. O’Rourke nodded and said, “Or maybe their burglary tools. Seems pretty chancy to hide anything valuable outside where someone else could find it. Biddy, I do think their behavior warrants being looked into. But the proper man to consult is the local patrolman, not my nephew Patrick.”

      Kathleen said, “Do you know the local man at all? You did say that your mother thought that the men were on the lookout for him. Do you think they knew when he would show up? Patrick says that they are all supposed to vary their routines when walking a beat, that way no one will know when they might show up.”

      Biddy said, “Mother’s never thought much of Officer Furstenberg, our local copper. She says you can set your clock by when he is going to turn up Beale Street every night. He comes by at seven, midnight, and then again at five. More importantly, she doesn’t believe he will take her seriously. She’s had a few occasions to ask for his help…and well, he’s not treated her with any respect. That’s why she wanted to talk to your Patrick, Kathleen.”

      Kathleen said, “I tell you what. Patrick’s said he would stop by this evening when he gets off work. I’ll tell him what you’ve told us, see what he says. Maybe he can start to look into things. He gets off work early on Friday, which is my evening off. What if we come around to your place about five? Would your mother have time to talk to him then, before she goes off to work?”

      “Oh, yes, that would be perfect. I know she won’t stop worrying until she gets to the bottom of whatever is going on.”
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        Friday, early evening, October 7, 1881

        O’Malley’s, Beale Street

      

      

      

      Most Fridays, which was Kathleen’s usual night off, Patrick would pick her up at the O’Farrell Street boardinghouse around seven. By this time, dinner at the boardinghouse would have been prepared and served, so little Tilly only had to handle helping Mrs. O’Rourke with the clean-up on her own. This schedule also left Patrick and Kathleen plenty of time to go out to dinner and go dancing afterwards before heading home. She tried not to stay out past eleven on those nights; otherwise she was too tired the next morning when she still had to rise at five-thirty to get the oven going. However, this evening she’d asked permission to leave at four-thirty in the afternoon in order to meet Patrick at the O’Malleys at five.

      Kathleen liked October in San Francisco––the warm days, the cold nights, and festivities of All Hallow’s Eve. She didn’t even mind the rain, which often blew in from the ocean. This afternoon, with the sun still above the dunes to the west, the walk down the three and a half blocks to Market had been so pleasant that she decided to walk the rest of the way to Beale Street. She always enjoyed the bustle of Market, liked peering in the shop windows, watching the carriages as they pulled into the center courtyard of the Palace Hotel. She even enjoyed inspecting the well-dressed men going down Montgomery to the Nevada Bank, wondering if any of them were one of the Silver Kings. Kathleen knew that her mistress, Mrs. Dawson, didn’t think much of the men like James Flood who made their millions in silver mining. She said they weren’t honest and treated their workers poorly. But Kathleen knew that Mr. Flood and his three partners had started out poor, and it made her proud to think that fellow Irishmen had done so well. She’d even heard rumors that James Flood’s wife, Mary, had started out a parlor maid!

      However, when she turned off Market, down Beale Street, she felt an uneasy chill. Looking around, she realized the large, two-story factories that lined Fremont and First Street, the next streets over from Beale, were blocking the setting sun. But the chill was more than physical. The men lounging in shadowed saloon doorways stared at her and made rude comments, a small knot of boys and girls planted in the middle of the sidewalk refused to move, forcing her to step onto the street to pass, and two old grandmothers checking out the bin of potatoes in front of a grocer’s looked at her with undisguised suspicion as she passed by.

      She suddenly felt conspicuous in her navy-checked polonaise, which was the Dawsons’ last year’s Christmas present to her, the nicest dress she’d ever owned. She usually reserved the outfit for Sunday mass, but Patrick had told her that after their meeting with Mrs. O’Malley he wanted to take her to one of the better restaurants in North Beach that he’d heard about. She hoped the O’Malleys wouldn’t think she was taking on airs.

      She found herself hurrying up, wishing she’d accepted Patrick’s offer to come by the boardinghouse to escort her to this meeting. Then she gave herself a mental shake. She had relatives that lived near Sixth and Mission, and if she remembered correctly, her own family had lived briefly on Fremont, before the Second Street cut had opened the area to the larger factories. And the hostility she felt from everyone she walked by had simply been because she was a stranger to the neighborhood—a stranger who was dressed far better than any of the women she passed. She wondered what it was like for Biddy to travel to and from her job at the Silver Strike Bazaar each day. She didn’t imagine very many of the people in this neighborhood worked, much less shopped, in one of the grand emporiums north of Market.

      As she crossed Folsom, she was relieved to see Patrick standing in front of a hardware store, halfway down the block, waiting for her. She noticed he’d changed from his uniform, which was rather a disappointment. She loved the way he looked in the dark navy suit––the long frock coat with its nine brass buttons and the large seven-pointed gold star prominently displayed on his chest. But she was pleased he’d worn his own Sunday-best suit, a black worsted that showed off his broad shoulders. While his tall-brimmed derby hid his lovely copper curls, his thick, highly waxed mustache gave him a distinguished air of seriousness that was immediately banished when he broke into his wide smile.

      She did love him so.

      “Well, my darling, aren’t you looking like you’re ready for some fine dining? Hope this doesn’t take long,” Patrick said. “Shall we go on up? Don’t want to hang around long on the street.”

      “Yes, let’s do. Biddy told me that the stairway to their rooms is behind the hardware store, so I think we need to go through here,” she said, pointing to a narrow opening between the hardware store and a shoe repair shop.

      Patrick took her elbow and helped her over one particularly large damp spot in the dark passageway, saying, “Besides the fact that I didn’t want to wear my uniform at Sergio’s tonight, I thought it better not to advertise my profession. Word of a strange copper in the area might tip off these men, if they are actually criminals.”

      As they neared the back of the building, Kathleen noticed the smell of a backyard privy. If you could call it a backyard. Apart from the privy, there wasn’t room to swing a cat, much less hang out washing. They must have to send all their clothes to a laundry. What an expense for a family of eight.

      When they got to the top of a set of weathered wooden stairs, she saw a box for mail affixed to the wall, with the name O’Malley neatly painted on its cover. There wasn’t any sort of bell, so as they stood on the narrow landing, Patrick rapped on the door with his knuckles.

      The door swung open, revealing a serious-faced girl, whose black curls, blue eyes, and small build strongly reminded Kathleen of a slightly younger version of Tilly. A white apron covered a dark green plaid dress that advertised what skilled seamstresses Mrs. O’Malley and Biddy were. This must be Alice, Biddy’s sister and the cousin Tilly described as bookish. Kathleen wondered if the dress had been put on especially for their visit.

      The young girl said, “Do come in quickly or Chester will try to get out.”

      Kathleen looked down and, seeing a young gray tabby peeking around the door frame, she scooped him up and said, “His name is Chester? Named for our new president? My, how he’s grown in two months. You’re Alice, aren’t you? Mr. McGee and I have come to see your mother. Is she available?”

      “Yes, she’s expecting you. Come right in. She will be with you in a moment,” Alice said politely.

      Kathleen moved forward, giving Patrick enough space to follow her and shut the door. Surveying her surroundings, she decided she had never seen such a small room hold so many people…and things. At a table that took up most of the center of the room sat two sets of identical twins. The older pair were boys with short black hair, about the age of her brother Ian, and the younger twins, no more than five or six, showed their relationship to Biddy by their freckles and curly red hair. The only obvious kinship between the two sets of twins were their blue eyes and their cheeky grins.

      To her left, an older girl, slender and dark-haired like Alice and the older twins, stood at a small cookstove, stirring something in a large pot. This must be Deirdre, who gave Kathleen a shy smile, before turning back to start dishing up what smelled like a delicious stew. After filling a plate, she handed it to Alice, who put a thick slice of bread on each plate before placing it down in front of one of the boys. Alice glared at one of the younger twins who started to eat as soon as he got his seat. He stuck his tongue out at her but carefully put his fork down.

      Continuing to take in the crowded room, she saw every possible space, horizontal and vertical, had been put to good use.

      Above the stove hung two small pots and a long-handled fork and spatula, and next to the stove stood a battered old sink with a faucet. Thank heavens it looked like this place had a cistern that supplied the O’Malleys with running water, because Kathleen hated the idea that they would have to go up and down those stairs to use a common pump in the backyard. Over the sink was a shelf holding an oil lamp that was the one source of light for the small room. Next to the sink stood a chair and above the chair were a number of shelves filled with various mismatched plates, mugs, and food canisters. From the ends of the shelves hung string bags that held potatoes and what looked like other root vegetables.

      Across the room, Kathleen spied an old wooden cabinet that appeared to be an icebox. This cabinet also acted as a table, holding a small vase of flowers, and was next to the one decent-looking piece of furniture in the room, a sturdy wooden high-backed chair with cushions. This chair, with a sewing basket on its seat, was next to the only window in the room, and Kathleen assumed this must be the window from which Mrs. O’Malley had observed the three men’s activities.

      “Would you like some stew, miss, sir?” Alice interrupted this thought with her question.

      “Oh, no, thank you, We’ve dinner plans, but that is quite kind of you,” Kathleen responded quickly. “It smells great.”

      “Deirdre made it. She’s quite an accomplished cook already,” Alice said. Then hesitating, she continued, “Would you like to sit down? I don’t know what’s keeping Mother.”

      While Kathleen was trying to think of what to say to this unnaturally polite child, Patrick spoke up and said, “Thank you, but we’re fine. However, if you don’t mind, I would like to take a look out your window. It looks out over Beale Street, doesn’t it?”

      Taking her nod as permission, Patrick avoided the couple of cloaks hanging on pegs to his right and went to stand at the window.

      Kathleen continued her inspection of the room and saw that the wall that must connect to the second room in the flat was equally crowded, in this case with a hip bath that leaned up against the wall, next to a stack of crates holding books and clothes. Higher up, multiple caps and jackets hung from two rows of pegs.

      Then there was a door that probably led to the second room in the flat.

      For a moment Kathleen was puzzled because there was a clothes line strung from the farthest corner of that door to the window where Patrick stood looking out on the street. Was the line to hang washing to dry? Then she saw that there was a curtain bunched up at the end near the window and realized that when the curtain was spread out, it would block out that part of the room from the rest of the kitchen. The two rolled-up mattresses in the corner indicated that this must be where some of the children slept at night.

      Kathleen marveled at how clean and well-organized everything in this room was, despite the fact that if you looked closer, the paint on the walls was peeling, the ceiling showed definite signs of water damage, and the floorboards buckled. And thinking about the sheer noise and energy, much less the mess, that the three children who lived in the O’Farrell Street boardinghouse could create, it was a wonder that a flat that held eight people, five of them no more than young children, wasn’t complete chaos.

      The door to the back room suddenly opened and Mrs. O’Malley appeared, welcoming Kathleen and Patrick and asking them to join her in the next room, where they would have more privacy.

      Kathleen hadn’t seen Mrs. O’Malley in years, and she was shocked to see the gray at her temples and the lines on her face. On the other hand, the woman was as neat and composed as ever, her plain black dress looked freshly ironed, and her hair was carefully arranged in an attractive coil at her neck.

      She had no doubt that Mrs. O’Malley was the one that had kept this family together, ensuring the children were healthy and happy, despite their surroundings. And if she thought that something was out of place in her neighborhood, something that might threaten her children, Kathleen, for one, was going to take her seriously.
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      Not surprisingly, the room that Mrs. O’Malley ushered Kathleen and Patrick into was smaller than the first and initially it gave the impression of being just one large bed. On closer inspection, she saw that the bed was made of two iron frames put together. Actually it was pretty roomy for three girls, two of them young, and she assumed this was where Mrs. O’Malley slept during the day.

      Looking around, she realized that the room seemed small in part because of the large pieces of furniture––a washstand, a dresser, and a standing wardrobe––that occupied the wall on the left of the bed. In order to access these pieces of furniture, the bed was pushed almost to the other wall. This left only a very narrow space to walk on either side.

      Despite the crowding, this room gave off a definite feminine air, with what Kathleen suspected were bargains Biddy had found at the Silver Strike Bazaar. Like the dark green chenille bedspread that matched the color of the curtains, which echoed the delicate green vines that decorated the basin and pitcher on the washstand. And while the washstand and other furniture in the room showed signs of great age, someone had painted the washstand a dark blue, which in turn matched the paper flowers that were woven around the small mirror that hung above it. There were even several colorful, hand-drawn pictures pinned above the dresser that revealed that at least one of the children had real artistic abilities. Alice?

      The wardrobe was quite large and explained how it was that Alice, Deirdre, and Mrs. O’Malley’s outfits looked newly pressed, and she supposed it was a necessity for Biddy, given her job as a clerk in a grand emporium. What she had difficulty imagining is the complicated dance these women must engage in each morning to get dressed.

      “Kathleen, please have a seat,” Mrs. O’Malley said, pointing to a chair wedged in the corner to Kathleen’s right. She continued, “Officer McGee, I’m sorry, but there is only one chair in here. I can have one of the boys bring in the kitchen chair for you.”

      “Not necessary, Mrs. O’Malley. I am perfectly comfortable standing,” Patrick said. “And call me Patrick. But, first, could you go to the window and point out the exact direction the three men took when you saw them leave?”

      Kathleen followed the two of them to the window as Mrs. O’Malley said, “The brown door on the building across the way leads into Mrs. Greeley’s lodging house. That’s where the first man was standing last Sunday when I noticed him. I saw his face when he lit a match. He wore a high-crowned derby and all I really made out was that he had a very large mustache. I could see him more clearly when he and the other two men stopped under the lamp on the corner of Folsom before crossing. One of the other two men had on a cap, and the other had one of those slouch hats. The man with the derby had on a long frock coat, while the other two wore short suit jackets.”

      “And Kathleen said that the men were carrying bags.”

      “Yes, the man with the derby had his bag slung over his shoulder, and it looked to me like there was something in it. But you understand, I only saw them clearly for the few moments they stood under the gas lamp.”

      “How big of a bag?”

      “Good size, like a burlap sack.”

      “And you saw that all three had something in these bags when they returned, around four o’clock in the morning?”

      “Yes, they gave the impression the bags were filled with something heavy, given the way they carried the bags over their backs.”

      “Hmm…Have you ever seen any of the men in daylight, ma’am?”

      “I believe I saw the man with the derby and the one with the slouch hat on Harrison this week when I was out shopping. I can’t give you much more of a description except to say that the mustache on the man with the derby was black…almost looked like he’d dyed it, and his nose appeared like it had been broken at some point. The other man looked younger and scruffier, and he had a sandy-colored, thin mustache. That’s about it. I didn’t want to stare.”

      Patrick said, “No, no, that’s good. You don’t want them to have any reason to think you have any interest in them.”

      “Do you think that I have something to worry about, Patrick?” Mrs. O’Malley said.

      “I haven’t found out anything that supports your suspicions yet, ma’am. But that doesn’t mean I’m not taking your concerns seriously. However, when I spoke to my sergeant about what you saw, he told me to talk to the two constables responsible for this neighborhood before I did any other investigating.”

      Kathleen suspected that what Sergeant Thompson had said was more along the lines that Patrick shouldn’t go haring off on some vague tip without consulting with the local men. Patrick’s ambitions had gotten him in trouble a few times with his fellow coppers, and Patrick’s aunt had cautioned him more than once that he needed to be careful about not stepping on the toes of fellow officers, men he might need help from some day.

      Mrs. O’Malley said, “I see. Were they any help?”

      Kathleen could hear the skepticism in the older woman’s voice.

      Patrick shrugged. “I talked to the constable who has the day shift, a Scotsman named MacGowan, and he always impressed me as a sensible man. He told me this morning that yesterday he took a look at the passageway and the small yard behind the lodging house. Didn’t see anything that looked like something the men could have stolen. He said the yard was just about ten feet by six feet, with weeds, a pile of bricks, and a dustbin. Not even a privy.”

      “No, Mrs. Greeley is very proud of that fact. Her late husband was a plumber. One of the last things he did before he died was install a water closet on the first floor. She’s able to get a good five dollars more a month from lodgers because of that,” Mrs. O’Malley said.

      Patrick chuckled. “Well, I could tell MacGowan was glad he didn’t have to search a privy for stolen goods. There is a back door to the house, which might mean that they took whatever they had in their bags into the house through that door.”

      Kathleen blurted out, “But that doesn’t make any sense, Patrick. If they had access to the house from the rear, why did they come back around to the front to go in that way once they had gotten rid of the stuff in the bags?”

      Patrick shook his head and said, “I don’t know. I think the only way we will get to the bottom of this is if we can figure out where the men are going at night. That’s why I asked Furstenberg, the man who has the night shift, to see if he could catch the men either leaving the house at midnight or coming back at around four…since that is the pattern they followed the two nights you saw them, Mrs. O’Malley.”

      Kathleen said, “Did he agree to do that?”

      “Reluctantly. I caught him this morning when he came off duty, and he said he watched the place both Wednesday and Thursday nights, but no one came in or out of the house.”

      “Oh, good heavens, they probably saw him lurking around and waited until he went back to his regular patrol,” Mrs. O’Malley said with disgust.

      Patrick said, “You may be right. I don’t know the man at all, but he didn’t seem real happy with his current assignment. There was a definite…lack of sympathy for the permanent residents in the neighborhood.”

      “Hmph. You mean he made it clear he thought all of us Irish were either drunks or lazy good-for-nothings.”

      “Not that he would say that to my face,” Patrick said. “But, yes, he indicated that he thought that the tip I had gotten was simply the result of some local spat.”

      Kathleen, worried about whether Mrs. O’Malley could be in danger if that was how this Furstenberg saw things, said, “You didn’t tell either him or the other patrolman where you got your information, did you?”

      “No, I made it sound like I’d heard it from a man who had been walking up Beale Street in order to handle an emergency at the ironworks over on Fremont and just happened to be returning when the men were coming back at four.”

      Mrs. O’Malley said, “That was clever of you, Patrick. Otherwise, it would be pretty easy to figure out which neighbor would be able to see the lodging house door. And I do appreciate that you tried to figure out what is going on.”

      Kathleen could hear the resignation in Mrs. O’Malley’s voice. Biddy would not be happy if things were left this way.

      “Oh, ma’am, I’ve not given up,” Patrick said. “I have the late shift Saturday, so I won’t be able to trail them from the lodging house. Instead, I plan on checking things out early Sunday morning, see if I can catch them on the way home, figure out where they’ve come from.”

      “How will you do that?” Kathleen asked, sharing the puzzled look in Mrs. O’Malley’s face.

      Patrick said, “There’s an outside access to the roof of the Union Hotel at Mission and Beale that I’ve used before in the line of duty. From that vantage point, I can see if someone is coming from north of Market, and I should even be able to see if they turn into Beale Street from Mission or Howard. I’ll still be in uniform. That means that if I do see men who fit your description around then, I can catch up to them before they get to the lodging house and get them to open up those bags and see what’s in ‘em.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sunday, early morning, October 9, 1881

        St. Mary’s Hospital, Rincon Hill

      

      

      

      As Mrs. O’Malley walked out of the front doors of St. Mary’s Hospital, just past five, it was to see the city below blanketed by a thick fog. The grounds of the hospital itself, on Rincon Hill, were clear, but the only features in the rest of the city that she could see were the tips of some of the masts of the ships down at the docks and, as she moved towards First, the tops of Russian, Nob, and Telegraph hills to the north.

      She shivered and pulled her shawl around her shoulders, wishing she’d worn her woolen cloak when she came to work last night. She also should have waited for the night porter Jerome this morning. He usually walked down the hill with her, but a new patient had just arrived at the hospital, and he had to help get her up into her room. She never felt easy walking home in a fog, not being able to judge whether the men she passed were simply honest folk trudging off to work or drunks stumbling on their way home.

      Mrs. O’Malley hadn’t wanted to wait for Jerome because she wanted to go straight home before she went to early mass at St. Patrick’s on Mission, just in case Patrick McGee stopped by to tell her what he had discovered in his investigations early this morning. Now, seeing the thickness of the fog, she doubted that he had been successful—given that it was probably impossible for someone on the roof of the Union Hotel to be able to make out people walking on the streets below.

      “Mrs. O’Malley?”

      As if she had conjured him, Patrick McGee appeared out of the fog, looking quite official in his dark navy-blue uniform. He tipped his high-crowned derby and said, “I hoped I would catch you before you started home. I wanted to tell you what happened, but I didn’t think it a good idea to be seen going into your place, not after I had my little official run-in with your three men this morning.”

      “Oh, Patrick, you found them?”

      The young man nodded and offered his elbow for her to take, quite like she was some fine lady. He did have nice manners.

      “Yes, I did, ma’am, although I’m afraid I haven’t learned anything of great importance yet.”

      Mrs. O’Malley said, “Was the fog too thick? I was afraid you wouldn’t be able to see anyone, even if the men did show.”

      “I did have to abandon my idea of using the Union Hotel rooftop as a look-out. But the fog actually worked in my favor. I was able to stand in a doorway of a shop on the corner of Mission and Beale, and the fog made it pretty much impossible for anyone on the street to see me. When I got there about three, the street was silent as a tomb. Hadn’t been there for more than forty-five minutes when I heard men’s voices, coming from up near Market. Sure enough, three men appeared under the lamp at the corner of Market and Beale. Looked to me like they’d just crossed Market.”

      “What did you do?”

      “I pulled back into the doorway and held my breath while they went right past me. I wanted to make sure I had the right men, although the quick glimpse I got of them did fit your descriptions, full bags and all. I followed them until they crossed Folsom. Then I came up and stopped them, asking to see what was in their bags.”

      “Didn’t they object?”

      “The one with the slouch hat started to protest, but the man in the derby shut him down right quick. Clear to me he was the leader of the three. He was polite…no, I would say he was amused, like this was a big joke. He even volunteered his name. Said he was James Smith, from Iowa. Plopped his bag down and opened it, told the other two to do the same.”

      Mrs. O’Malley knew that she wasn’t going to like what she heard. If the bags had been filled with stolen material, Patrick wouldn’t be here but would have taken the men down to the local station for questioning. But she asked anyway, “What was in the bags?”

      “Mr. Smith’s bags held a pickaxe, some chisels and hammers. And some bricks. The other two bags appeared to hold nothing but bricks.”

      “Bricks!”

      “Yep, bricks.” Patrick shrugged.

      “Whatever was their explanation for being out at that time of night, carrying bricks?”

      “Smith said that they’d offered to build their landlady, Mrs. Greeley, a wall for a raised vegetable bed. And they had a friend who told them about a stack of bricks that they could have for cheap, been sitting outside an abandoned building, up near Clay.”

      “But that doesn’t explain why they were getting these bricks in the dead of night. Surely they must be stealing them.”

      “Oh, this Mr. Smith had a ready answer for that as well. Said the owner of the site had told Mr. Smith’s friend to find people willing to haul the bricks away because they were going to start new construction in a few weeks. Mr. Smith said that they were getting the bricks at night because the friend who had made the arrangements was the night guard at the site.”

      As they turned on Harrison, towards Beale, Mrs. O’Malley thought for a minute about what she’d heard. Sounded almost like it could be the truth. Could she have misread everything she had seen? Maybe the three men had been avoiding Furstenberg last Sunday simply because they didn’t want some officious local copper stopping and questioning them. And, as for what she saw as suspicious behavior in the two men emptying the bags before they went into the house…well, they were just dropping off the bricks.

      She said, tentatively, “I expect you’re right disgusted with me…making a mountain out of a molehill, Patrick. I hope this doesn’t get you in trouble with your sergeant. I know Biddy will have a good laugh when I tell her.”

      “Oh, Mrs. O’Malley, I’ve by no means given up looking into these men and their story. I mean, Mr. Smith, really! The man didn’t even try to come up with a decent alias. And didn’t you say that Mrs. Greeley said the men were out-of-town toffs looking into buying property? Hard to see them doing manual labor.”

      Mrs. O’Malley suddenly felt much better, and she said, “Now that you put it that way, it’s equally hard for me to see Mrs. Greeley wanting a vegetable garden. The woman doesn’t take in boarders, so why would she want a garden? And no one in their right mind would start a garden in October.”

      Patrick said, “I agree. What worries me is, if they are up to no good, even if it is stealing bricks––for goodness knows what reason––they now know the police are on to them. That’s one of the reasons I don’t want to be seen with you.”

      “You think they’re dangerous?”

      “I don’t know. But I can tell you, I didn’t much like this Mr. Smith. The other two men seemed like your average young hoodlums, mostly bluster, no action. But Smith was different. Now that I’ve met him, when I get a chance, I’m going to look through our books of photographs of men who’ve been arrested, been in prison, see if he’s got a record. But first I’m going to see if I can prove their story about where they got the bricks.”

      “How?”

      “I arranged to take the late shift today. Gives me a few hours of sleep before I go on duty. When l get off at eleven o’clock tonight, I’ll take up my hiding place from this morning, where Beale Street dead ends into Market. If they show up, I’ll follow them to see if they indeed go up to Clay. Then I can at least check out their story about the night guard and the owner giving them permission to pick up the bricks.”

      “Thank you, Patrick. That’s really kind of you. Maybe they will turn out to be telling the truth, and then I can rest easy.”

      “Let’s hope so,” he said, although Mrs. O’Malley thought he sounded a bit disappointed at this possibility.
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        Sunday, late evening, October 9, 1881

        O’Malley’s, Beale Street

      

      

      

      Mrs. O’Malley sat in the wooden chair next to the window, watching for any signs of activity from Mrs. Greeley’s lodging house across the way. She could see light coming from one of the windows on the second floor, so it looked to her like someone was still up. She had purposely left the oil lamp on the shelf above the sink, with the wick turned down low. This way she could see out, but she hoped that no one could see her sitting here. Biddy had offered to sit up with her, but she had sent her to bed around ten.

      This morning, when she got home and told Biddy about her conversation with Patrick McGee, her daughter had been as skeptical as she was about the idea that Mrs. Greeley would want a vegetable garden. Biddy pointed out that the men might have had some other reason to steal bricks, although neither of them could come up with another explanation that wasn’t even more hard to believe than the vegetable garden story. She did agree that it was a good idea not to tell any of the younger children about what was going on. Her daughter had declared that the last thing they needed was for the older twins, Bri and Bennie, to decide to investigate Mrs. Greeley’s backyard. Biddy had then looked at Mrs. O’Malley very pointedly and said that she hoped that her mother wouldn’t take it into her head to do any investigating either, that she needed to leave Patrick to do his job.

      Biddy knows me too well.

      She had been thinking about trying to catch Mrs. Greeley coming out of church this morning, just to strike up a conversation, maybe even mention vegetables or gardens. But she couldn’t trust Mrs. Greeley not to mention the conversation to her lodgers. That would put the fat in the fire, for sure. They might decide they needed to question the nosy neighbor, find out what she knew.

      Waiting for tonight, when she could take up her post at the window to see what would happen, had been difficult. The hours had gone by slowly, even filled as they were with the normal Sunday routine. After getting everyone breakfast when she got back from mass, she had supervised all four boys in their weekly baths. Deirdre and Alice, as usual, had bathed the night before, but they spent time pressing their best dresses and doing a bit of primping before it was time for all of them to go off to the ten-thirty service at St. Patrick’s. After church, as usual, all her children went to their aunt and uncle’s for dinner and spent the afternoon playing with their cousins. They came home at four, which normally would have given her plenty of time to nap while they were gone.

      But this afternoon she had difficulty getting to sleep, and when she did, she almost immediately woke up from a dream that her children were imprisoned in a corner of the kitchen behind a brick wall. She heard their screams but couldn’t get to them.

      She gave up trying to sleep and had spent the rest of the afternoon in a frenzy of cleaning—making the beds in the back room, scouring the sink, and re-blacking the kitchen stove. This then required that she take her own weekly bath a day early, finishing just in time to welcome her children home.

      Biddy, after looking at the stove, had started to say something about this being the boys’ chore, then her daughter took one look at her face and went quiet. It was only a few moments later that she pulled Mrs. O’Malley aside and asked whether she should stay at home this evening. Sweet girl. Of course she’d told Biddy not to change her plans.

      In fact, she had been able to spend the rest of the evening quite pleasantly, giving the children a light supper, then while they finished up their school work, she prepared a soup stock and baked bread. That, plus the ham she’d baked on Saturday, should get them through dinners for the first part of next week. The boys and Deirdre and Alice were asleep by eight, and she sewed until Biddy returned at nine, which was an early night for her.

      Mrs. O’Malley had been a little disappointed that Biddy’s plans for the evening had been to go out with her friends from the Silver Strike, not Frank O’Doyle. On the other hand, as far as she knew, Frank hadn’t asked Biddy to go out. Or maybe he had done so and Biddy turned him down. What she did know was that she shouldn’t ask her daughter about this. She remembered all too well how she had hated it when her own mother had questioned her at that age.

      Wasn’t like Mrs. O’Malley wanted her oldest daughter to become serious about any young man, not yet. Biddy only turned eighteen last spring, and most good Irish girls didn’t marry until their late twenties or early thirties. Mrs. O’Malley had met her husband when she was twenty-four, but she hadn’t felt she could marry Brian as long as her parents needed her income. He’d understood because he knew he couldn’t stop working with his father and leave for America, which was his dream, until his younger brothers were old enough to take his place.

      As a result, they hadn’t married until she turned thirty-four, and even then they’d had to wait four more years until they’d saved the money to come to America. By then, she’d already had Biddy.

      Not that she expected Biddy to wait ten years as she had. Once Bri and Bennie were established in some trade, their income would more than make up for the loss of Biddy’s wages. But that was at least six years away. There was the other possibility, of course, that Biddy might find a man who would be willing and able to support his wife’s family.

      She sighed. A good Irish man like Frank O’Doyle would understand that. What she didn’t know was if the young men Biddy met when she went out with her friends from work would understand. It was possible these unnamed men weren’t interested in marriage, just having a good time. And that was even more worrisome.

      The last light in Mrs. Greeley’s lodging house suddenly went out, and Mrs. O’Malley carefully pulled the curtain back in order to get a better view. She wondered if Patrick was anywhere nearby.

      She sat quietly, listening to the soft sounds coming from her sleeping boys a few feet away. That, plus the hissing of the lamp and the plink, plink of the dripping faucet, were the only interior sounds. The nearby factories always emitted some sort of racket, but she’d learned to tune that noise out years ago. It was her immediate block that seemed unnaturally quiet. No sounds of barking dogs, the chickens in the roof-top coop down the street weren’t making a peep, and no foot or horse traffic broke the silence.

      That meant the scrape of a shoe on pavement sounded like a shot.

      She put her elbows on the sill so she could lean out of the open window to look down at the street. She thought she saw movement, and then the three men came into view as they passed under the lamp on the corner. They crossed Folsom and headed towards Market. When they were out of sight, she looked over at the kitchen clock. It’s eleven-fifteen! Nearly an hour earlier than the time they left last Sunday. She hoped this didn’t mean Patrick would miss them. She thought his shift ended at eleven. Should she try to follow them herself? No, that would be senseless…and dangerous. Her job was to wait so she could observe them when they returned.

      She leaned down to get her needle and thread so she could start sewing on Bennie’s jacket that needed mending. Keeping all the children, especially the boys, in decent clothing was a never-ending job. However, this was one task she could do with her eyes shut, if need be, although the moon, now riding high in a cloudless sky, did provide a faint illumination.

      What does it mean that the men left early?

      Now that she thought about it, if they were just going up to Clay to get bricks, why had it taken them so long to return last Sunday? Getting to and from Clay shouldn’t take more than three-quarters of an hour, at most. Could it be that the bricks weren’t sitting around loose, but were part of an existing wall? That would explain why they had the pickaxe and other tools and why it took them over four hours to get the bricks.

      If only she could see the bricks herself. Over the years, her husband, Brian, had taught her a lot about brickwork––how to tell where bricks had been manufactured, what kinds of mortar worked best for which jobs, the best ways to lay brick, how bricks were laid differently depending on their purpose. Her brother, Seamus, who had his own contracting business, always said that Brian was an artist when it came to brickwork.

      Suddenly, she knew she couldn’t just sit there wondering. She got up and went to the front door and shrugged on her woolen cloak. As she leaned over to pick up the lantern that sat by the back door, she hesitated. Then sighing, she turned and went into the second room where her daughters were sleeping. The moonlight turned them into three sleeping beauties, and she stood and basked in their lovely faces for a moment. Chester, the young tabby, looked up at her with a quizzical expression on his triangular face. Crouching down beside Biddy, she touched her daughter’s shoulder lightly. Biddy stirred then sat up.

      “Mother, what’s wrong? Why do you have your coat on?” Biddy whispered.

      “I’m going across the way. The men left about fifteen minutes ago. I want to take a look at the bricks in Mrs. Greeley’s backyard before they return. But I didn’t want to worry you in case one of the younger boys called out and I wasn’t there.”

      “What’s going on?” Deirdre sat up beside Biddy and rubbed her eyes. Alice continued to sleep beside her, but Chester made a small mew of protest.

      Biddy, who was already putting on her shoes, said to Deirdre, “Mother and I have to go out and check something. But could you stay awake, in case Connor or Callum calls out? We won’t be long.”

      Mrs. O’Malley, following Biddy out of the room, said, “There’s no reason for you to come.”

      Biddy, putting on her own long woolen coat, said, “Someone needs to hold the lantern for you, or how are you going to examine the bricks?”

      Shaking her head, Mrs. O’Malley said, “You can’t go out only wearing your night dress under your coat. Besides, you will catch your death.”

      “Mother, it’s only October. And no one else is going to know what I have on because no one is going to catch us, are they? Let’s get this over with, before I change my mind and decide to tie you to the chair so you won’t do anything foolish on your own.”
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      Less than an hour later, about a quarter after midnight, Mrs. O’Malley was back sitting next to the kitchen window, finishing up on Bennie’s jacket, when she thought she heard the sound of footsteps from the street below. She had made Biddy go to bed as soon as they got back from their investigation of the bricks in Mrs. Greeley’s backyard, saying that there was no reason to discuss what they had found until they heard from Patrick about where the men had gone tonight. She hoped he might come by tonight, but he’d not promised he would.

      She was still sitting in the moonlight, so she again leaned out the window to get a better view. If the men left early, she supposed it possible they were coming back early as well. What she saw was a man crossing the street towards her. The moonlight glittered on buttons and a star badge. Patrick? A few moments later, there was a soft knock on the door, and she heard Patrick McGee’s voice.

      When she opened the door, he said quietly, “Can I come in for a moment? I want to tell you what happened. Or should you step out here?”

      “Come right in, and you don’t worry about the boys. They can sleep through anything. Can I get you some tea?”

      Patrick, who had politely taken off his derby and wiped his feet carefully on the mat on the landing, came in and indicated that a cup of tea would be very welcome.

      She turned up the flame on the oil lamp and brought it over to place it on the table. Then she took down mugs, a tea tin, and the pot, and placed them on the table as well.

      As she poured the hot water from the kettle into the pot and scooped in the loose tea leaves, she said, “Why don’t you pull that chair over next to mine at the window? I assume you would still like to keep an eye on what is going on across the street. They left nearly an hour earlier tonight. Did you miss them?”

      “No, I almost did. My current assignment is out past Van Ness, but I was able to catch the last Sutter streetcar, so I was in place by eleven-thirty, which is when they showed up at Market and Beale.”

      Swirling the tea around in the pot, Mrs. O’Malley said, “Did they go up to Clay?”

      “No, they didn’t. At least not as their first stop. They crossed Market and turned left onto Pine. By the time I got to Pine, they were on the next block, standing in front of Franz Heller and Co., a company that imports and exports crockery. There are all sorts of stuff in their display windows––lamps, mirrors, vases.”

      “Was the store open at this time of night?” She poured the tea into the mugs through a strainer.

      “No, and there was definitely a closed sign on the front door. But I only saw this later, after they went into the building and I came closer. I couldn’t tell if someone let them in or if they had a key. After they disappeared inside, I found a doorway across the street to stand in and watched to see what happened next. I never saw any light through the front windows on the first floor, but a few minutes later, I thought I saw a flash of light in the second floor, like someone had opened and closed a door to a lighted room. That floor has curtains in the windows, so I don’t know if it is a residence or not. Could be offices or a storeroom.”

      Mrs. O’Malley handed Patrick a mug and said, “Why would they be going there, at this time of night? The man with the derby…Mr. Smith…definitely had a bag with him again tonight…looked about the same in terms of having something in it. But I couldn’t tell if the other two had bags this time.”

      “Oh, they had bags all right, and it looked to me like all three of the bags were full.”

      “Full of bricks?” Mrs. O’Malley asked, wondering how this fit with what she had found across the street.

      “Maybe, but why would they be taking bricks to this store? I got to thinking that, maybe if I had made them completely empty the bags they were carrying last night, I would have found something of value at the bottom of the bags. Something they had stolen and the bricks were just to cover this up in case they got stopped. If so, then this Franz Heller might be a fence and the bags tonight had some of the goods they’ve been stealing.”

      She took a sip of tea and thought for a second and then said, “That makes some sort of sense, at least. But why are you here? Shouldn’t you have waited to see what they do when they come out.”

      “The thing is, Mrs. O’Malley, all this is pure speculation, and unless I can find stolen goods in their possession, I can’t even bring them in for questioning. As for them being at Heller’s place, nothing says men can’t go visit a friend in the middle of night. Besides, if I’m right, they won’t have anything in their bags when they leave, just money in their pockets, which won’t be evidence of a crime.”

      “What about if they go on to Clay Street after they leave this place on Pine? Couldn’t they have stopped there to pick up another person to help them do…whatever they’re doing?”

      “That’s why I snagged Coles, who walks that beat, and asked him to keep an eye out for me, see where they go if they leave before I get back. You see, I had this thought. If the bricks are just a way for them to hide whatever they have been stealing, what if there is still something hidden in the bricks in the backyard that will prove that? I decided to chance leaving Coles there and came to look. Any chance I could borrow your lantern to take with me over to the lodging house?”

      “Of course you can, but I had a similar thought, and Biddy and I already went over to the backyard as soon as the men left.”

      “You did? What did you find?”

      “Nothing like stolen goods. In fact, the bricks don’t look like they’ve been arranged so that they could hide anything. I guess jewelry or something else of value could be laying under some of them, but Biddy moved a bunch of them and didn’t find anything. Frankly, looked to me like the bricks were simply dumped out of the bags and left where they fell.”

      Patrick said, “Oh, that’s too bad.” He shrugged. “Well, I guess I should still go and look and then get back to Heller’s store and see if the men are still in the building.”

      “Before you do, there is something about the bricks themselves that I think you should know. If this Mr. Smith told you that they were from a demolished building, he’s lying. Or at least he’s lying about them having been sitting around outside a construction site.”

      “What do you mean?” Patrick’s voice sharpened.

      Mrs. O’Malley leaned over and picked up two bricks that were on the floor next to her feet and handed them to Patrick. “Look at these that I brought back over with us. My late husband was a skilled bricklayer, and he would have told you that these bricks were from the interior of a building and haven’t been out in any weather. In addition, given how they have been mortared together, and the bits of mortar on their tops, I think that they were probably part of several layers of brick that were used to construct a barrier between two floors.”

      “Really? Why would someone make a brick ceiling?”

      “They would if they were building a vault. My husband worked on constructing bank vaults a couple of times, tricky business. I gathered from him that for these jobs he had to reinforce the brick with iron ties, and I actually saw a couple of similar ties connected to a couple of the bricks in Mrs. Greeley’s backyard. My husband said that if you reinforced the brick walls and ceilings of a vault with iron, they could withstand even an earthquake and would slow down the spread of fire.”

      “You’re saying that these bricks could be from a vault?”

      “Yes, that’s what I think. Could it be possible that this man Heller had a vault built in his store to protect his goods, and these men are helping him dismantle it for some reason?”

      Patrick let out an oath then apologized profusely.

      Standing up and putting his tea cup on the table, he said, “Mrs. O’Malley, I don’t think it’s a vault of Heller’s that’s being dismantled. I think they are trying to get into a vault next door in the Sutter Bank of California. If you’re right, then those three men are in the process of breaking into that vault to rob the bank. I just hope I’m not too late to catch them in the act.”
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        Monday, early evening, October 10, 1881

        O’Malley’s, Beale Street

      

      

      

      “Boys, come and wash your hands before dinner. I don’t think anything more’s going to happen across the street,” Mrs. O’Malley said.

      Deirdre, who had been slicing ham, went to herd the younger twins, Connor and Callum, away from the window, while Mrs. O’Malley moved the kitchen chair so they could climb up and reach the faucet over the sink.

      Then she went to stand behind Bri and Bennie, who were leaning out of the open window, watching the crowd that was still milling around outside Mrs. Greeley’s lodging house. The landlady herself was leaning out of her front parlor window, regaling the neighbors with the story of how she had been woken up in the dead of the night by fifteen coppers who broke in and ransacked her home.

      Mrs. O’Malley had been a witness to this event, which had consisted of two policemen politely knocking on the door around five in the morning until Mrs. Greeley came down to let them in. She wondered how many police would feature in the woman’s story by tomorrow. As far as ransacking, Mrs. O’Malley suspected that the only thing they had done was check the room where the three men were living. They must have found something, because soon after it got light, a carriage pulled up, and several more officers went into the building and very shortly came out carrying a couple of boxes. Once the carriage left, the police presence vanished as well, leading Mrs. O’Malley to conclude that the three men must be in custody.

      But that was only a guess, and it appeared that Mrs. Greeley knew even less, as a good part of her complaint to the neighbors was that the police wouldn’t tell her what the men had done wrong. That hadn’t kept her from speculating, and over the course of the day, the crime the men supposedly committed had grown from petty thievery to murder. What Mrs. Greeley hadn’t mentioned was any attempted bank robbery.

      “Ma, why don’t you let me and Bennie run up to Market and get a copy of the Bulletin?” Bri said. “See if there’s anything in the evening edition.”

      She was sorely tempted.

      “Look, isn’t that Officer McGee, the one who came by last week Friday?” Bennie asked, excitedly. “Looks like he’s coming to see us.”

      Bennie had leaned so far out of the window that Mrs. O’Malley grabbed him by his belt and pulled him back in, while she peered over his shoulder.

      “Yes, it is, and if you two are good and go wash up, I might even let you hear what he has to say when he gets here. So scoot.”

      When she opened the door a moment later, she said, “Come in, Patrick. The children are about to eat. Would you like a plate?”

      “Oh, I wish I could, but I can’t stay long. But I felt I needed to let you know what happened before you went off to work this evening. I’ve told Officer MacGowan to get a statement from you tomorrow morning, at your convenience.”

      “Me? Why me?” Mrs. O’Malley asked as she ushered Patrick into the room and indicated that he take the chair by the window.

      “Because your observations about the men’s comings and goings need to be part of the record. But don’t worry, ma’am, it’s unlikely you would ever have to testify.”

      Mrs. O’Malley turned and asked Alice to fetch the chair from the next room and then quietly asked Deirdre, once she got the boys settled at the table, to make up a ham sandwich for Officer McGee.

      When she was finally seated across from Patrick, who only sat when she did, she said, “I guess that means that the men were, indeed, up to no good?”

      With evident satisfaction, Patrick said, “Yes, you were absolutely correct. They were breaking into a vault––in the Sutter Bank, and when we caught them, they were well on their way to robbing the safe and other valuables located there.”

      “And they were using Heller’s building to get into the bank vault?”

      “Yes, indeed. Franz Heller has his residence above his store, and the three men broke through the wall of a cupboard in his spare bedroom in order to access the storeroom on the floor above the Sutter Bank’s vault. It appears that, over the course of several weekends, they had removed a four-foot square of wood flooring in that storeroom and pried out all ten of the layers of brick and iron ties that made up the ceiling of the vault. They were already down in the vault itself when we found them last night.”

      “Oh, my,” Mrs. O’Malley said, trying to imagine the scene.

      Patrick went on to describe how, when he got back to Pine Street and Officer Coles said no one had left, he had run all the way up Sansom Street and over to police headquarters in the old City Hall. He finally convinced the sergeant on night duty that a bank robbery might be in progress and had him send two more officers to Pine Street so they could watch both the front and the back doors of both Heller’s place and the bank. Then he used the station telephone to call Chief Jackson in order to get permission to enter Heller’s store and the rooms above and see what was happening.

      Mrs. O’Malley noticed that all of her children, who were now seated at the table, were pretending to eat, while clearly listening with immense interest to everything that was being said.

      “I can tell you,” Patrick said, “I hoped to heaven the Chief wouldn’t be angry when I woke him up in the middle of the night with my story about three men and bags of bricks. Did I ever talk fast! I said I was afraid if we just stood by that they might get away. Too many windows in Heller’s building and his roof gives access to a whole city block of buildings. Too hard for three policemen to keep all those exits under observation.”

      She thought about the warren of interconnecting roofs in her own block and nodded.

      He continued, “Thing is, last year, bank robbers in Sacramento got plumb away, while the local police were watching the building. Very embarrassing. I argued that it would be better if we could catch them in the building, hopefully in the act of robbing the bank. I also added that if Heller wasn’t in on the plans, they might be holding him hostage…which has happened in other places. Said we needed to make sure he was all right.”

      “Oh my, Patrick. What did Chief Jackson say?”

      “He said I better be correct about my suspicions, but that he was going to direct Sergeant Thompson to oversee everything, so we all should sit tight until Thompson arrived. He also said he was going to notify the president of the Sutter Bank. Thompson got to us in about thirty minutes. By that time, it was already three. I’d already located a downstairs window to jimmy open so we could get in without making a fuss. Didn’t take long to locate the men’s voices, which were coming from the second floor. That’s when we found the cupboard, went through to the next room, and caught them. One man was still in the storeroom. The other two were down the hole in the vault itself.”

      “Was Mr. Heller or anyone else there?”

      “No, and for now, we don’t think Franz Heller was in on the plans because then the men wouldn’t have had to do all their work on weekends. Turns out that Heller goes across to Oakland to stay with his daughter and family every Saturday after he closes up shop, and he doesn’t come back until early Monday morning.”

      “And that might be why Officer Furstenberg didn’t see them coming or going on Wednesday or Thursday night,” Mrs. O’Malley said, feeling slightly bad that she had suspected the man of sheer incompetence. Although he certainly had made it easy for them to avoid him on Saturdays and Sundays.

      Patrick said, “That’s also why they felt they had to dispose of the bricks somewhere else, so as not to give away what they were up to over the several weeks it was going to take them to get through to the vault. We found the plaster from the cupboard wall and most of the iron ties that you mentioned in the bottom of the cupboard, covered up by boxes.”

      Mrs. O’Malley thought about her own small two rooms and said, “Weren’t they taking a risk that Heller wouldn’t have a reason to look in that cupboard?”

      “Given the possible reward of robbing one of the better capitalized banks, I guess they thought it worth the risk. The square of wood flooring in the storeroom they had cut out could be put back in place each night, and they had also positioned a cabinet from the storeroom in front of the hole from Heller’s cupboard. That way they could pull it back in place every time they left. That way if anyone came up to the bank storeroom during the week, nothing would look out of place. But the bricks were too bulky to hide easily.”

      “So they put them in bags and brought them to Mrs. Greeley’s lodging house.” Mrs. O’Malley felt a good deal of satisfaction that her suspicion that they were up to no good proved true. She said, “How did they get into Heller’s store if he wasn’t in on the plans?”

      “They had a key. The man you saw wearing the derby, who said his name was Mr. Smith, is really Jack Faith, a professional bank robber. He’s a nationally known cracksman––Sergeant Thompson recognized him right away from photographs we keep of known criminals. Evidently, Faith started his life as a skilled mechanic who worked for a safe manufacturing company for awhile.”

      Mrs. O’Malley saw that Bri and Bennie had stopped even pretending to eat and were hanging onto Patrick’s every word. She decided to simply ignore them and said, “Is this man Faith from San Francisco?”

      “No, as far as Thompson knew, he’d never been in the city before. Whenever he arrived, Faith probably spent some time checking out the various banks in town and noticed that Heller was gone every weekend. That would seem like a perfect opportunity. For a man with Faith’s experience, it wouldn’t be difficult to figure out how to make a copy of the key to Heller’s place, or to Mrs. Greeley’s lodging house, for that matter.”

      “They probably picked Mrs. Greeley’s because it was located in easy walking distance to the bank,” Mrs. O’Malley said.

      “Yes, they very well could have been in the city for a while, figuring everything out, but living somewhere else. Faith is rumored to have pulled off several successful bank robberies throughout Pennsylvania in the mid-seventies, and he and a crew of three men were caught robbing the Brooklyn Savings Bank in 1878. Got over two million dollars in registered securities that time and they were sentenced to New York’s Auburn State Prison, but Faith escaped last year. No one knows where he’s been since, although there were a couple of bank robberies in St. Louis that might be his work.”

      “What about the other two men?”

      “They don’t have records that we know of before now, but they might have given us false names. We’ve sent out descriptions of them to different police and sheriff departments. But I tell you one thing, they were eager to put all the blame on Faith, which I’m inclined to believe. I bet he was the brains and they were the brawn he hired to do the hard work of digging up and carrying the bricks.”

      “What about Faith? What’s he saying?”

      “He’s not talking. Thompson thinks he might be hoping that we’ll have to send him back to New York, because of the warrant they put out after his escape. He could be hoping that our district attorney won’t bother to contest that or try to bring him back here for trial.”

      “Are you saying he could get away with the attempted robbery here?”

      “Oh, I think that is unlikely. Particularly because we caught him in the bank vault, with all the equipment to blow a safe, sitting at his feet.”

      “Equipment?”

      “Oh, yes. Everything a professional safe-cracker needs––a crowbar, special chisels, and combination jimmies. And if none of that worked, there was also powder, dynamite, and nitroglycerin to blow the door of the safe off.”

      “Saints preserve us, how would they expect to get away after making that kind of noise?”

      Patrick said, “Thing is, that would been the last resort. I think the fact that I stopped them on Saturday night spooked Faith. When we checked their room, it looked like they were packed up, ready to leave. Even if they did have to blow the safe, the bank vault, with its walls made up of all those layers of brick, might have muffled the sound enough. Or at least, if anyone did report the sound, by the time the police were brought in and got someone to come open up the bank, they could have exited through Heller’s place and no one would have been the wiser.”

      “Oh, Patrick, Chief Jackson must be so pleased with you!”

      The young man blushed and said, “He did tell Sergeant Thompson that he wouldn’t take it amiss if I tried out for the detective branch the next time there’s an opening. But I made sure I wasn’t the only one to get credit. I told everyone about how it was your initial suspicions about the men that got me involved and how I wouldn’t have acted as quickly without you telling me about the bricks being from a vault.”

      “That’s real kind of you. But most young men would have simply dismissed my suspicions as the imaginings of a silly woman. I can only imagine what would have happened if I’d gone to Officer Furstenberg with the mystery of why the three men were coming and going in the middle of a Sunday night.”

      Patrick grinned at her and reached into his coat while saying, “I can tell you there’s one man who’s real glad I listened to you, and that is Mr. Archibald Kaplan, the president of the Sutter Bank. You saved him a heap of money by telling me your suspicions. And he wanted me to give you this bank note by way of thanks.”

      Mrs. O’Malley, who had never held anything worth more than a dollar, looked with wonder at the piece of paper in Patrick’s hand. She took it from him, admiring the green curlicues on one side and wondering who the angry young woman with the crown was on the bottom right of the other side.

      Suddenly she found herself surrounded by her children, with Bennie shouting, “Ma! It says fifty dollars on it. Can you believe it! Fifty dollars! What’ll you spend it on?”

      Mrs. O’Malley said, “Bennie, my dear, I think what I’ll spend it on is beds for you and your brothers, beds to put in the new room you’ll have when we move into a three-room flat down past Sixth.”

      

      
        
        The End

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Other Works by Author

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Victorian San Francisco Mystery Series

      

        

      
        Maids of Misfortune (Book 1)

        Uneasy Spirits (Book 2)

        Bloody Lessons (Book 3)

        Deadly Proof (Book 4)

        Boxed Set (Books 1-4)

        Violet Vanquishes a Villain (novella)

        Pilfered Promises (Book 5)

        Kathleen Catches a Killer (novella)

        Dandy Delivers (novella)

        Victorian San Francisco Novellas (collection)

        Scholarly Pursuits (Book 6)

        Lethal Remedies (Book 7)

      

      

      
        
        Victorian San Francisco Stories

      

        

      
        Madam Sybil’s First Client

        Dandy Detects

        The Misses Moffet Mend a Marriage

        Mr. Wong Rights a Wrong

        Victorian San Francisco Stories (Volume 1)

        Beatrice Bests the Burglars

        Dandy’s Discovery

        Mrs. O’Malley’s Midnight Mystery

        Tilly Tracks a Thief

        Victorian San Francisco Stories (Volume 2)

      

        

      
        Medieval to Modern: An Anthology of Historical Mystery Stories

      

        

      
        Paradisi Chronicles series

      

        

      
        Between Mountain and Sea (Caelestis Series Book 1)

        Under Two Moons (Caelestis Series Book 2)

        Through Ddaera’s Touch (Caelestis Series Book 3)

        Caelestis Series Book 1-3 Plus Aelwyd: Home

        Aelwyd: Home

        The Stars are Red Tonight (Canistro Series)

      

      

      
        
        Information about all Locke’s works, including her Paradisi Chronicles Science Fiction series, can be found at https://mlouisalocke.com

      

        

      
        To find out how to get a free electronic copy of Victorian San Francisco Stories and to get notifications about promotions or new publications in her historical mystery series, please sign up for her Victorian San Francisco Mystery newsletter.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            About the Author

          

        

      

    

    
      M. Louisa Locke, a retired professor of U.S. and Women’s History, has embarked on a second career as a writer of historical mysteries and science fiction.

      Her best-selling Victorian San Francisco Mystery series features Annie Fuller, a boardinghouse keeper who supplements her income as a clairvoyant and business consultant, and Nate Dawson, her lawyer beau. All the novels and short stories in this series explore the experiences of women who worked in San Francisco at the end of the 19th century, based on Dr. Locke's doctoral research.

      Locke has recently turned to writing about the future as one of the founders of the Paradisi Chronicles, an open-source science fiction world created by multiple authors.

      Locke is an active member of the Historical Fiction Authors Cooperative, and you can find more about her journey as an indie author and gain a deeper glimpse into the worlds of Victorian San Francisco and New Eden, Paradisi, if you check out her website at http://mlouisalocke.com/

      If you enjoyed this story, please let the author know at mlouisalocke@gmail.com. Since positive word of mouth is crucial for any author to succeed, please consider writing a review.  To find out how to get free electronic copies of Locke’s short stories and hear about new promotions and publications, subscribe to her newsletter. Your email address will never be shared. Connect with the author @mlouisalocke online at: Facebook, Twitter, Pinterest, Instagram

    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/omalley_cover_1600x2560.jpg
MRS. OMALLEY’S
MIDNIGHT MYSTERY

A Victorian San Francisco Story

M LOUISA LOCKE





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen-fixed.png





