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Chapter 1 
Minneapolis, July 4th 1916  

Work hard, eat well, sleep in peace and don’t get distracted, this was Matthew Stanler's life 

motto. One he expected to follow. He figured that by the time he was thirty he would be a successful 

reporter who lived in a small apartment in New York City focusing solely on work. As a twenty-five year 

old, who lived by himself in Minneapolis, he felt as though he was on a good track, a track that would 

have led him to a better life.  

He sat at his desk, faced to the window on his left, peering down at the streets below.  His mind 

was flooding with irrelevant thoughts. Leaning back in his chair, he rubbed his eyes with the back of his 

hands and felt the sudden urge to get up and leave. He had been given a new report to write, a report that 

was a continuation on his long time project about the I.W.W and the Iron mining Unions. The report was 

about a strike within the Mesabi Iron Range, when a miner went on strike after not being paid the 

contracted amount. The miner, who went by the name Joe Greeni, was able to convince fellow workers to 

go on strike, in protest of the low wages and payment system in the mines. This resulted with over 8,000 

miners going on strike.  

The report itself was quite simple for Matthew, just a summary of what happened, but he was 

distracted, like something was off. He blamed it on all of the commotion going on outside with it being a 

federal holiday, and how all the noise was messing with his train of thought. He usually took his work 

very seriously and was a good employee, but he found himself drifting into his thoughts and not paying 

attention to his surroundings. He worked for the Daily Express, a large and widely known newspaper in 

Minnesota, he was one of the many authors who spent hours upon hours writing stories and articles, a 



dedicated worker.  Matthew thought he was happy, it was always his dream to become a reporter who 

stated the facts. He was always straightforward and didn’t care much for false hope or lies, so when he 

applied for this job two year prior in late 1914 that’s exactly what he told the boss.  

Matthew’s face stretched into a yawn as he sat back up and placed his hands, fingers sliding into 

typing position on the typewriter on the old wooden desk in front of him. Slowly he continued typing. 

Ideas came to his mind as he analyzed the small black,  notebook filled with notes, which lay open in 

front of him.  

From then on the only time he got distracted was when a coworker walked past to hand 

something to the boss or plop a new stack of reports on his desk for revision. He finally looked up as he 

heard the faint screeching of the wheels on the cart that was pushed by the Mail Worker, handing out 

letters to the workers. These letters were usually personal letters that workers had sent to their work 

instead of home, which was why Matthew was not expecting the screeching to have came to a stop right 

next to his desk. He didn’t look up, but heard the faint rustling of paper then the satisfying sound of a 

crisp letter hitting the desk. With one eyebrow slightly raised he lifted his head just enough to see the neat 

white envelope sat at the corner of his desk.  

The first thought that came to his head when he saw the neat slightly brownish envelope, was 

why? Then, who?  He turned to pick up the letter and lifted it up  to read the print on the front. He stares 

at the writing and releases a breathy shaky breath he didn’t realize he was holding.  

Matthew James Stanler 

Daily Express office  

Minneapolis, MN 

 

Hi Matthew, sorry for not try’n to contact you, I know that this might be 

hard for you to read but just bear with me. Ever since you have left home things 



have been different. I am still living in Everett, I married my wife, Clara whom I 

met in 1909 shortly after you left, and in 1910 I was blessed with my daughter, 

Alice. Ever since then I have not been doing too well; recently I had an accident 

at work that has left me bedridden. If you remember I used to work as a shingle 

weaver at the nearby mill. I was working a late shift and the building was dark. 

There were piles of sawdust and stacks of logs everywhere, I was carrying a load 

of shingles and tripped.  

I tripped on a pile of logs causing them to fall and one landing on my 

pelvis breaking it. I’ve splintered my ankle. The reason I wanted to write to you 

is because I need help. This is not easy for me to ask but I really do. I can’t work 

which means no money for my family or a doctor for myself, and Alice is only 5 

years old and needs all the attention she can get. I also wish to resolve things 

between us, it’s been almost 7 years since we’ve last contacted each other and I 

would like it if you met your niece. You know the address if you do decide to 

come. I am sorry again Matthew and I hope to see you soon. 

- Charles Stanler 

Matthew, who was overwhelmed with emotions and resurfacing memories he had tried to forget, 

had dropped the letter onto his desk and quickly stood up, shoving his chair out of his way. He tried to 

keep his composure but failed as he rushed down the row of desks towards the bathroom at the other side 

of the office. He passed his boss's office, getting a strange look that seemed to half heartedly be filled 

with worry.  

Once he reached the door of the bathroom he ripped it open and walked straight to the sink. 

Thankfully there was nobody else with him in the facility,  even if there were he still would have 



continued to have loosened his tie and forcefully rubbed the tears forming in his eyes. Mumbling to 

himself reassuring words of, “it’s okay, it’ll all be okay” and, “don’t worry, it’s just a-a let-tter.”  

The memories that came back to Matthew were too much to handle, the fuzzy flashbacks tucked 

away in the corner of his mind left there to be forgotten suddenly coming back to haunt his thoughts. 

His father’s hand coming forcefully down across Matthews face as he yelled slurred, alcohol 

influenced thoughts at his youngest son. Charlie sitting at an old table across the room, his face in his 

book trying to cancel out the whimpers and cries coming from Matthew's mouth as he fell to the ground. 

Watching his father walk out of the room, Charlie soon to follow pursuit, not even looking at his small 

brother as he turned the corner out of the door.  

It took him a few deep breaths and some time later to actually gather himself enough to exit the 

bathroom and walk back to his desk.  

The tears still silently flowed down Matthews cheeks when he reached his seat, he avoided the 

looks he got from his co-workers and boss. He sat down and folded his arms on the desk in front of him, 

his head rested and his eyes shut. Lucky for Matthew is was nearing 5 pm and there was only 10 minutes 

left until he could abandoned his thoughts and leave for the quiet and safety of his home. The 10 minutes 

when by quicker that Matthew though they would, it could be because he may have zoned out or because 

he was to occupied with trying to keep his breathing at a normal pace.  

As soon as the large clock on the wall above the boss’s office struck five and his boss came out of 

his office and stood leaning against the doorway, Matthew already had his briefcase with the letter in it, in 

one hand and his suit jacket draped over the other. He stood up and started to walk towards the exit only 

looking at his feet as he passed his fellow workers. By the time he made it near the front of the room his 

boss had stood up straight, not relying on the doorway anymore, and was looking at Matthew with a 

worried expression that almost looked pitiful.  



“Good day Matthew, Happy 4th.” He mumbled in Matthews direction.  All Matthew did to 

acknowledge the farewell was a slight dip of his head and a slight, “Bye” under his breath.  

The warm summer breeze felt nothing of welcoming as Matthew stepped outside of the tall 

boring multiple storied building. The walk to his small Chevrolet Roadster felt longer and more dragging 

than usual and his drive home was just as so. All of the people on the streets waving patriotic flags and 

riding bikes in large parades added to Matthew’s list of things he was really not in the mood for.  Matthew 

finally felt a wave of relief as he closed the door to his apartment and tossed his bag down next to the 

small shoe rack that was just to the left of the entryway. The crowds of people on his street had 

completely invaded his personal space as he was making his way up to his door and left him feeling even 

more drained.  

The warmth of his bed as he collapsed on it almost brought a slight smile to his lips but it quickly 

faded when he thought of the letter that was laying in his bag. He brought himself to lift his tired body off 

of the comfort of his bed to prepare himself food, not to have eaten since lunch earlier that day. He 

walked up to the counter in his kitchen and bended down to get a pot from the cabinet and placed it under 

the faucet as he filled it up with water. As the pot was slowly increasing in weight he finally let the 

thoughts about the letter flood into his mind. What is this? Why is he telling me now, why after all of the 

years when they could have been dead and I was not even a part of his- of any of their lives, why now? 

Matthew withdrew the pot from under the flow as he felt the water overflowing and dripping onto his 

hand. He walked over to the stove and place the pot on the burner closest to him and turned the stove to a 

high heat. He leaned against the cooler and closed his eyes.  

What if I did go? I mean… what’s holding me here anyway? Family? Matthew lets out a small 

chuckle, no. Money? My job? That’s right, my job I have spent the past 7 years working hard up to and 

creating a profile that I am proud of. No! I don’t even want to see them. That’s why I left in the first 

place. The sound of boiling water had Matthew opening his eyes quickly and lowered the temperature, he 



added the pasta to the water and placed a lid on the pot, he made his way over to his bed and sat down to 

mull over the other possibilities of what to do.  

Money. I’ll just send them money. I don’t really have much for myself but it would be less to send 

them money that to pay for a train ticket there and back. Yes that’s what I’ll do, it’s probably all he wants 

anyway, everything in the letter just a ploy for getting money off me.  

“WOAHHH!” Loud screaming and exclamations of joy erupted from outside and sounds of 

crackling fireworks sounded in the distance. Rolling his eyes and letting out a rather loud grunt/moan of 

annoyance Matthew got up and made his way over to the window on the other side of his bed where he 

shut it tightly locked it and pulled the curtains shut till none of the flashing lights could be seen. He 

sighed and rubbed his eyes with his hands and walked back to the stove to check on the pasta. He took a 

stirrer and tasted a noodle to see of they were cooked enough, after concluding that they were cooked 

enough to be eaten with his current mood he took to pot and poured out the water over the sink catching 

the pasta in a large dish. Placing the dish on his his dining table he reached down to his cooler and picked 

out a block of cheese and a grater from a drawer and also placed them both on the table. He grabbed the 

salt and pepper from an upper cabinet above his stove. 

Seeing how terrible his day had gone he decided he would take out a bottle of wine and a glass to 

enjoy with his rather simple dinner. The pasta was good, and the wine left a bitter after taste that turned 

sweet after a while. He glanced towards the window and the closed curtains, the sound was still audible 

but muffled and not as loud as before. With every bite of food and every sip of wine Matthew slowly 

began to feel sleepy.  

As he brought his cleared plate and glass over to the sink with a full stomach and a slight 

headache, he placed the dishes down to be dealt with some other time.  The day was over and Matthew 

was grateful. The pain of the memories that had returned was stressful and made him worry about these 

thoughts distracting him from his work when he went back tomorrow. For the last time that day Matthew 



thought of his family, his loving mother, his careless father, and his brother. His brother who was hurt and 

in need of something that Matthew didn't think he could give enough of, love.  
  

Chapter 2 

July 7th, 1916 

Matthew began to read the letter from his brother again. He knew that Charlie would need money 

to help take care of his family while he was bedridden. Matthew got out of bed, stretched, and reached for 

the pile of neatly folded work clothes sitting on his bedstand. He dressed and stepped over to his small 

closet. He crouched, lifted the carpet, and picked up a small box. He opened the box and took out a 

perfectly stacked pile of money. He pulled out enough cash to suit his brother and folded it neatly into his 

shirt pocket. Matthew grabbed his briefcase and walked out of his apartment on his way to work. 

At work, Matthew walked toward the drinking fountain. His boss, Walter, was there filling up a 

bottle. Matthew froze for a moment and started to turn around, but Walter looked up before Matthew 

turned around. 

“Hey, Matthew. Are you feeling better today?” Walter asked, worried.  

“Walter, I was wondering if I could work any extra hours for the next couple of weeks,” Matthew 

replied. 

“What for? You already work plenty!” Walter joked.  

“My brother was injured in a shingle-weaving incident. I am sending him money to help pay for a 

doctor so that he can continue to take care of his family. I have put a lot of time and effort into that 

money, so I would like to earn it back as quickly as possible.”  



Walter froze as he processed the information. Then he nodded slowly, twisted the stopper back 

into his bottle, and turned towards Matthew.  

“I can’t keep talking at the moment. I want to see you in my office at around noon.”  

Matthew watched as Walter rounded the corner and walked towards his office. “Well, now I’ve 

done it,” he mumbled as he walked back to his desk. As he looked around, he saw the messy desks of his 

colleagues. Papers were scattered across the wooden surfaces. Writing utensils were everywhere but in 

their cups. Multiple coffee jugs sat on a single desk. Matthew’s desk stood in stark contrast from the other 

desks. Neat, organized stacks of papers sat in a binder on the floor by his desk. Each pencil sharpened and 

placed nicely in the pencil cup, and his typewriter placed squarely in the middle of his desk. Matthew, in 

flap, sat down in his chair with a look of contemplation on his face. 

***************** 

“So, Matthew. Tell me again what your situation is.” Walter said.  

“My brother sent me a letter yesterday. Charlie works as a shingle weaver in Everett, and the 

other day he knocked a couple of logs off of the cart and they landed on him. He broke his pelvis, and 

splintered his ankle,” Matthew began. “He cannot work now, and they cannot afford a doctor. I am 

sending money to help--” 

“Have you heard about the strike that happened in Everett in May?” Walter interrupted. 

“Yes, of course I have,” Matthew replied with a tone of annoyance. 

“On May Day, the shingle weavers in Everett went on strike,” Walter continued anyways. 

“People refer to it as the May Day Strike. Instead of sending him a letter, don’t you think your brother 

would want to see you in person? Don’t worry, since you are a workaholic I have come up with a job for 

you. I want you to get the stories from both sides of the strike, including some shingle weavers. It would 

be great for your project, and you can go see your brother at the same time!” 



Matthew looked towards his office. His project was sitting on his desk, right by the envelope that 

once held his brother’s letter. He stared at them for a moment, then turned back towards Walter. 

“You might want to consider that quickly though, the next train leaves this afternoon for Everett.” 

Walter said. 

“You know, Walter, that is not a bad idea. If the next train leaves so soon though, I must get 

home to pack.”  

“Okay, Matthew. Please be sure to contact me when you have a good start on your paper.” 

***************** 

Matthew placed all of his work dresswear inside his trunk in neat piles. He placed his books next 

to one another on top of his favorite shirt. Other dingbats were placed systematically on top of his pants. 

He tried to close his trunk, but it didn’t close. Matthew reached his hand inside and gently pressed down 

on the contents inside. He closed the lid carefully to avoid breaking the trunk or anything inside. He 

picked up his trunk and with a nervous smile walked out the door on his way to the wagon that would take 

him to the train station. 

***************** 

Matthew rolled a small wooden object in his hand as he looked out the window of his train car. It 

was a carved harbor seal, sanded down and cut carefully. As Minneapolis faded from view, his finger 

traced the crack that ran through the seal’s neck. The crack he could never forget... 

It was a sunny day in Everett, and a young Matthew was outside in the yard with his older 

brother, Charlie. They were chasing each other when Matthew tripped and fell over a unique piece of 

wood. He picked it up and ran to show his father. His father smiled, patted his son on the back, and told 

him to carve it. Matthew grabbed a carving knife and ran outside. He ran all the way to the waterfront 

where he saw a harbor seal sitting lazily on a rock. Matthew began to chip away at the wood. When the 

seal was completed in the young child’s eyes, he sprinted back home. With a smile, he shoved the seal into 



his father’s hands. His father looked down, frowned, and snapped the neck of the seal. Matthew stared, 

open mouthed, at his father.  

“No, son! You need to make a shingle! You’d think that I never taught you anything!” his father 

yelled, the scent of alcohol on his breath.  

Matthew picked up the broken seal and sulked over to his father’s workbench. He found a tube of 

glue and glued the head back on the body. Then he stomped inside and began crying...  

The train lurched to one side, jolting Matthew from his daydream. Matthew looked at the seal 

then placed it deeply into his pocket. Matthew rubbed his head with his index finger and thumb and fell 

back into another childhood memory... 

After playing in the yard with Charlie, Matthew jogged inside, ready for dinner.  

“Mom?” Matthew called. His mother didn’t respond. “Mother!” He called again. 

At that moment, his father walked through the door. “Hey Dad? Where’s Mom? I’m hungry!” 

Matthew said. 

His father jerked around. “How would I know?! I have been working all day!”  

“Dad!” Matthew yelled, scared. “I just wanted to know where she is!” 

“Well maybe instead of just asking where she is you should go look for her! She is probably at 

work earning money for your dinner tonight!”  

His mother walked through the door.  

“See? There she is! Conversation over!” His father screamed, storming up the stairs. Matthew, 

eyes tearing up, ran into his mother’s arms... 

The train sputtered again, snapping Matthew from his daydream. He focused on the scenery 

whizzing by: tree after tree, rock after rock. He decided to reach into his trunk, pull out a book, and began 

to read. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3 

July 7th, 1916 

“Now in Everett!” Matthew  woke up to the conductor yelling. He shook his head, waking 

himself and looked out the window. He was in a train station small but, bustling with people, who were 

hurrying to board the train or catch a taxi outside. Matt stood up, and began collecting his belongings, 

people kept bumping into him making it difficult to climb out of the train. When he had stepped off the 

train, he was instantly swept outside without having a moment to collect himself.  When the mob reached 

outside he disentangled himself from crowd and went in search of a cabbie. Everett was busy for a 

Sunday afternoon. The market was open vendors yelling their wares. Other shops, were open to the heat 

of the summer, children ran playing games while their mothers shopped. Finally catching the attention of 

a cabbie, Matt climbed in. 

“Where you headed son?” The Cabbie asked taking a drag from his cigar making the cab more 

enclosed and smokey.  

“Chestnut Street, please sir.”  The driver pulled out into the street, making conversation he asked. 

“How was your trip?” 

“Pleasant enough.” 



“Where were you traveling from?” 

“Minneapolis.” 

“Fine city, what were you doing there.”  

“I live there.” 

“So what are you doing here?” 

“Visiting family.” 

They countied the drive in silence, Matt spent it looking out the window. The buildings in Everett 

seemed smaller compared to the ones in Minneapolis. But the noise was much quieter than his home. The 

smoke from the shingle weavers made the summer day hazy, Matt could spy the towers in the distance 

looming above the town with an evil bearing.  

As the taxi pulled up in front of his childhood home, instant memories came back. The little white 

picket fence and the tree in the front yard, it appeared that his mother had planted pink roses instead of the 

tudor ones that had been there when he lived there. He liked these ones though, they brightened up the 

shabby front of his childhood home. The windows were the same with new curtains behind them, the 

front yard was full of patchy yellow grass. In all the house hadn’t changed much, the roof was the same 

and the house was still a cream color though it had been touched up recently. It was still tidy and calm, 

unlike the people inside. The cabbie helped Matthew with his satchel and Matt handed him a shiny nickel, 

the man clapped him on the back and drove away.  

Matthew shouldered his satchel and walked to the door, as he raised his hand to knock the door 

whipped open standing in the entry hall was a 5 year old girl with blonde curls in a pink frock. She had 

large eyes and a dainty smile, she clutched a doll in a frock that matched her own.  

“Hello.” She said, looking at him her green eyes alight with wonder. 

“Hello.” He replied. 

“Alice? Who is it darling?” A voice came down the hall. The women who it belonged to was 



petite. She had dark hair, and a clean apron tied around her waist. She looked at him in curiosity, as she 

reached her daughter's side, she extended her hand to him. “Hello there, Mrs. Stanler.” She said, “And 

you are?” 

“Matthew Stanler.” He said shaking her hand.  

“Oh!” She exclaimed quietly with a sharp intake of breath. “Charlie’s brother.” 

“Yes ma’am.” He nodded. 

“I’m Alice and this is Dolly.” The little girl said holding up her doll. 

“Alice go fetch Grandmama.” His brothers wife whispered to her young daughter. The girl 

nodded and ran down the hall, doll in hand. “Please come in.” She motioned. As they went down the hall 

she introduced herself as Clara. She was quiet as they walked, processing her husbands brother. He 

supposed it was a big deal, he had never met Clara but he remembered something about a wedding. As 

they entered the kitchen it was just as Matt remembered it, yellow with dollies and fresh flowers 

everywhere. An older woman sat at the kitchen table her brown hair streaked with gray. When she looked 

up at Matthew she exhaled, stood and rushed him with a hug. Matt was taken aback, but wrapped his arms 

around her, inhaling her rose scent the scent of home. 

“Mother.” 

“Matthew, oh Matthew.” She said softly. She pulled back to examine him from head to toe. As 

she took him in, his heart melted a bit. He missed this, this warm safe place in his mother's arms. She 

smiled at him and ushered him into a chair. “You look a bit peaky, when did you last eat?” Matt thought 

for a moment the last time he ate was on the train last night. When he told her this she fanned herself, and 

bustled around making him some soup. Clara disappeared but Alice stayed on the floor playing with her 

doll.  

“Oh Matthew, thank the lord you came back. Charlie ain’t doing so well.” She told him while 

ladling soup in a bowl from him. It was tomato his childhood favorite.  She sighed sitting at the table. 



“And your poor father, working so hard to afford a doctor. But they are so expensive.” She was weary, 

and tired. Helen Stanler seemed to have aged many more than 7 years, in the time Matt had been gone. 

At that moment Clara stuck her head in the kitchen. 

“Excuse me Helen, but Matthew. Charlie is asking to see you.” She said her eyes hopeful.  

“Sure.” He replied carefully, standing Clara turned and he followed, he didn’t know what to 

expect. He hadn’t spoken to this man in 7 years, would he remember the way they had left things. Or did 

his fall damage his memory. The long, constricting hallway made Matthew feel as if they would never 

reach the bedroom.  The house seemed dark and quiet, lonely. As they entered Charlie’s old bedroom, 

Matt beheld his older brother lying on his bed reading a book, and missing a pinky. His foot was elevated 

and wrapped.  

“Matty.” Came a voice that wasn’t right it was filled with phlegm and broken. No, Charlies voice 

was laughing and bright. Matthew remembered him that way, easygoing and always made everyone 

laugh. “Come here, ‘cause I can’t come there.” He chuckled, his old self showing through the mask. Matt 

cracked a small smile and sat in the chair next to the bed.  

“How you doin’ little brother?” Charlie asked. Matt shrugged. 

“Fine.” 

“How’s that job in Minneapolis?” 

“It’s going swell.” Matt was quiet, and didn't say much. Charlie on the other hand was excited 

and said a lot. It was just like they were as children. They conversed for an hour, until their mother called 

for dinner, bringing in a tray for her oldest son.  

As he sat with his family Matthew looked at his father closely. When he left this man had been 

tall and strong. Now he was bent and covered in a layer of dirt that seemed like it would never wash off. 

His voice was weazy, unlike the booming it had been when he was a child. He was missing a few more 

fingers and had lost almost all of his hair. He was weary, working 13 hours everyday, and now with his 



favorite son incapable of walking for God only knew how long. And his younger son sitting across from 

him for the first time in 7 years. This man had tormented Matthew and now he looked like he was a shift 

away from collapsing. Maybe it was all the work or the fact that Matt had grown up and become stronger 

himself. Helen sat to John's right and Clara his left. Alice sat next to her mother, her doll sitting across 

from her next to her grandmother.  

“Would you like some potatoes Uncle Matt?” Alice asked him.  

“Please.” He said taking the bowl, and taking some for himself.  

“I see you’ve let your hair grow out, Matthew.” His father's voice said gruffly, Matt looked down 

at his father, who was scrutinizing his appearance.  

“I have, you see in 7 years hair does grow.” Matt replied. “Even in Minnesota.” 

“Don't take that tone with me son.” His father snarled. Matt raised an eyebrow but went back to 

his potatoes. 

“Oh Matthew, tell me about Minneapolis. Is it as cold as they say? I heard from Mrs. Albright 

that the snow can reach up to 6 feet!” His mother exclaimed. Matthew nodded, the snow was tedious, and 

it stopped him from getting to the office more than once. 

“What about the summers?” Clara piped. “Are they like ours?” 

“It’s hot for the folks of Minneapolis, but compared to here it's cold. This weather is sweltering.” 

Clara nodded.  

“I don't mind hot weather.” Little Alice piped. “But I also like the snow, because that’s when 

Santa comes!” She clapped her hands together. “And sometimes we can have hot cocoa.” Clara smiled at 

her daughter, stroking her hair.  

“I don’t mind the hot weather, but I would rather it was always spring. Then we could always 

have those pies you love so much John.” His mother said holding her husband's hand.  He nodded at her. 

“I don't like the cold weather it makes the warehouse cold and my bones creak. But during these 



summer months the warehouse is unbearable. We manage though.” John replied looking directly at Matt. 

After dinner when they were waiting for pie, the women and Alice had gone to clean up and cut the pie. 

Matt’s father looked at his younger son, really looked. “Tell me son, what do you think of the protests?” 

His family didn’t know about his project, so this made answering harder. Because he knew a lot. 

“I think that it’s an interesting way to fight for money.” He replied 

“I thinks its stupid, going and getting yourself in jail, we need the money though. But with them 

all in jail, people are doubling shifts and no one has weekends anymore.” Matt nodded. “Your brother 

wants to go and join up with them.” His father shook his head. 

“Why would he want to do that?” 

“I wouldn’t know I’m not him am I?” John yelled. He had a few whiskeys and was swaying a 

little. Matt kept quiet. “Now you, leaving your mother like that, that was stupid. She cried for months, and 

not responding to her or your brothers letters? The hell was that? You don’t leave family hanging. 

Without your income Charlie and I had to pick up more shifts and now with him injured we are beedling 

dry.” Matt stilled. 

“Why do you think I came back?”  

“To prove you are human. But you aren’t, are you son. You are coldhearted not giving a care for 

anyone else not even family.” The words stung, Matt felt the color rise in his face, he balled his fists.  

“I came back, at least. Unlike you, you come back drunk and abuse your young son, praise your 

older one though.” Matt yelled. “You don’t care about me, so why should I care about you? Why do you 

think I left in the first place?” Matt got up and stormed out of the house slamming the door not paying any 

heed to his mother calling after him.  

The night air clung to Matthew like a coating of glue, sticky. The street lights had just come on 

and the neighborhood was quiet very unlike the bustling it had been not 4 hours before. The stars were out 

above in the night sky twinkling and the moon was a crescent. Matt walked, not knowing where he was 



going, until he ended up in his childhood hiding place. An old park he had hid in when his father was 

drunk. The park sat upon the hill overlooking Everett. The park hadn’t changed much, there were new 

flowers planted but it seems safe as it always had. He headed to a park bench that overlooked Everett. 

Sitting down he put his head in his hands, he hadn’t even made it 3 hours with his family. Leaning back 

he gazed at the quiet streets of Everett. It was familiar but also strange, at this time people in Minneapolis 

would be dancing in the street, a band would play and the clubs would be bursting. Here there were few 

clubs and they were closer the center of the city, not in the weaver suburbs. Matt sat and thought about his 

apartment, the cleanliness, and organization. He missed his office and the feel of a typewriter under his 

fingers. He knew he was to get a job here but it wouldn’t be the same, but he told his boss he would. He 

sat deep in thought when a voice broke through the layers of concentrations in his mind.  

“Matthew old boy is that you?” The voice was familiar but different as if it had been smoking for 

years. But muffled as if it was covered in a mustache or beard. He turned and saw a young man stumbling 

towards him. Matthew was right, he had a red beard and a cigarette in his hand. 

“Arthur?” Matt recognised this young man as a friend from his childhood. 

“In the flesh,”Arthur said bowing and stumbling. “How you been Matt? It's been what 5 years 

since we saw you?” 

“7 but I'm well yourself?” Matt said grabbing Arthur as he stumbled. Arthur patted him on the 

shoulder. 

“Mighty fine, I got me a girl and a house.” Arthur pointed at himself laughing. 

“That's swell Arthur.”  

“Ain’t it?”Arthur said grinning. “Matt, you should come to this club with me. The whole crew 

will be there. It’ll be red hot.” Matthew considered saying no, but he wasn't doing anything but sitting on 

a park bench feeling sorry for himself. 

“Why not.” 



“Swell.”Arthur laughed. “It’s over on Walnut.” As the two young men walked to the club, they 

talked about old friends.  

“What happened to that Rosie girl? Remember her Arthur?” Matt asked his old friend. 

“Do I ever. She got hitched to that Ernie Abbott.” Arthur laughed Matt remembered Ernie he was 

a soft boy, rich because his father owned the bank. Rosie was the prettiest girl on in Everett with ice 

blonde hair and steely eyes, but she was as cold as a Minneapolis winter morning. They used to call her 

the Ice Queen, and she once told them that if they messed up her dress she could get her daddy to throw 

them in jail. Her father at the time was Sheriff Mills of Everett.  

They laughed, and finally they reached the club on Walnut. It was small but the band was loud 

and the laughter was contagious. As they walked in they were instantly surrounded by familiar faces. Matt 

had a few drinks and danced with a lovely blonde with eyes the color of the sea and contiguous laughter. 

They danced almost all night, but never exchanged names. The club closed at 2 am and Matt and the 

blonde stumbled out of the club dancing to no music in the light of the street lamp. He was carefree and 

happy, for the first time in months. They parted ways, the blonde pressing a kiss to his cheek and 

scurrying away saying something about a job in the morning. He made it back to his parents house and 

fell asleep in his old room.  

When he woke up with a hangover that rivaled any he had in Minneapolis, all he remembered 

was the beautiful blonde and dancing all night. As he stretched and woke himself up, he struggled to stand 

but managed to. After splashing water on his face and dressing he wandered into the kitchen and saw 

Clara making coffee. 

“Good morning Matt.” 

“Morning Clara.” 

“Where did you go last night?” She asked pouring him some coffee.  

“Club on walnut.” She raised her eyebrows but the loom went away. 



“You were arguing quite loudly last night.”  

“Yes, I apologize for my actions.” 

“Don’t apologize to me, apologize to your poor mama.” She said eyes focused on Matt’s. “She 

thought you ran again, and you are lucky Alice was with Charlie or you would need to apologize to her as 

well. She just met her uncle and was so excited to have one.” Matt hadn’t realized the girl cared for him. 

“Where is my mother?” He asked Clara from behind his cup of coffee. 

“Laundering.” Matt nodded. His mother had been a laundress all his life working for the richer 

tenants of Everett. He sat for a few minutes as Clara busied herself cleaning up the kitchen.  

“Am I needed here? I have a appointment at the Daily Herald.” Clara turned to Matt, brows 

raised. She struck Matt as a strong woman, and not simpering. Very unlike the girls Charlie courted when 

they were younger. She wiped her hands on her apron, her hands were like his mother's. Chapped, 

laundresses hands from washing all day.  

“You will always be needed Matthew.” She said. “But Helen and I trade off days whether we are 

here or working.” 

“So it’s perfectly fine for me to get a job.” 

“Perfectly, in fact those newspaper jobs, well they make money.” She told him. “With all of us 

working soon we can afford a doctor and Charlie will be better.”  

“And I can go back to my life.” 

“Yes,” She paused and looked him in the eyes, her green ones staring into his brown. “I believe 

you can.” She turned on her heel and left the kitchen. Matthew sat at the rickety table. Clara was a very 

different but similar creature to his mother. She was strong and defiant while staying quiet. He stood, and 

went to his room. Pulling out his satchel he picked out the resume, he prepared with Walter and placed it 

in his briefcase. Pulling his coat and hat on he picked up his case and set out to find his job. He walked to 

the end of the street where it became busier and hailed a taxi. He climbed in and the cabbie asked, 



“Where too?” 

“Everett Daily Herald office please.” Two voices said. One was Matt’s, the other a pretty blonde 

woman.  

“Why hello there, I do believe you are in my cab.” The woman said smiling. 

“Ah, but it is you that is in mine.” Matt replied smiling as well. The woman laughed a tinkling 

sound.  

“Well since we are going to the same destination, I do believe it would make most sense to share 

this cab. Don’t you?” Matt wanted to say no, but why waste time to find another cab? 

“Yes ma’am.” He stuck out his hand as the driver pulled out into the street. “Matthew Stanler.” 

She took his hand.  

“Lillian Blake.” Her blonde curls were tucked beneath a hat that matched her dress. “You look 

very familiar, do I know you?” 

“As do you, I just arrived in Everett last night.” Matt knew her, but couldn't place her. “What’s 

your business at the Herald?” 

“I’m a society reporter. And you, what is your business?” 

“I’m looking for a job.” 

“Do you have any experience?” 

“Yes I have been working in Minneapolis as a reporter.” 

“Wonderful that will sure give you an edge, I’ll introduce you to the big boss man.” She winked. 

They reached the Herald in no time at all, Matt paid the cabbie and Ms. Blake showed him into the 

Hearld. It was a bit spacious not the size of the Daily express but large. Ms. Blake’s commentary through 

the office was entertaining. She told him of the riff between sports and politics writers and the husband 

and wife who met while out reporting and now worked side by side. They reached the Boss’ office, the 

receptionist outside was filing her nails.  



“Jeninne this is Mr. Stanler, he’s here to apply for a job.” Ms. Blake told the receptionist, who 

nodded. “This is where I leave you then.” 

“Thank you, Ms. Blake, for showing me in.” Matt reached out a hand. 

“Please call me Lillian.” She shook his hand and turned to go to her own job. Mathew then made 

a rash decision, something he never did.  

“Lillian,” Matt called, she turned and looked at him. “I was wondering if perhaps I could see you 

again?” 

“Oh my, of course! Say tomorrow for lunch?” She smiled. Matt nodded and let her go to her 

return to her work. Matt then returned to the receptionist's desk and pulled out his resume.  

“Thank you Mr. Stanler, you will receive a telegram when Mr. Johnson has read over this.” 

Matthew then walked back outside, and stood in the summer sun. He wouldn't have anything else to do, 

so why not run some errands? The bakery he had loved as a child was open, he should pick up something 

for his family. Maybe some flowers for his mother? So that’s what he did. He bought bread at the bakery 

and some beautiful lilacs for his mother.  

The next day he was waiting outside the Daily Herald for Lillian, he had packed a basket full of 

sandwiches and fruit. He borrowed a picnic blanket from his mother and picked out a beautiful bouquet of 

daisies for Lillian. When she appeared walking out the door, he stood up straight and waved, she walked 

over to him smiling.  

“For you.” Matthew said handing her the bouquet. She smelled them and laughed.  

“I love daisies, how did you know?” Matt shrugged. He had bought them because he believed 

they would look quite nice in her hair. “Shall we be off then?” She asked. 

“We shall,” He replied holding out an arm for her to hold as they walked. They walked up to 

Avenue Park, and Matt spread out the checkered blanket. Lillian opened the basket and pulled out the 

cucumber sandwiches Matt had helped his mother make that morning.  



“Mm delicious.” Lillian said taking a bite of sandwich. Matt pulled out the grapes and apples he 

had brought, there was also some cheeses.  

“How did you become a reporter?” 

“I’ve always loved to write, always I’ve had so many journals.” She laughed. “I had my own 

newspaper for my home, I would write the menu, what was going on during the week and short stories. 

My father loved it so did the rest of the household.” 

“What does your father do?” 

“He’s a doctor, he trained in the army.” Lillian  said fondly. “My mother was a daughter of a 

banker.”  

“Do you have any siblings?” 

“Two sisters, older than me both just married. Mother says I should be married too by now, but 

what of my career?” 

“I know, I left everett to begin my career.” 

“What paper did you work for over there?” 

“Daily Express.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes.” Matt said. 

“I've read about how they are one of the main providers of reporters in New York.” 

“Would you want to report in New York?” 

“Yes! Oh my that would be a dream come true.” 

“For me as well.” 

“My what a pair we are.” Lillian laughed, Matt along with her. 

“Tell me about yourself.” 

“I’m the youngest of three, my favorite book is A Tale of Two Cities, and my favorite color is 



yellow. Your turn.” 

“I have only one brother who is older , My favorite book is The Adventures of Tom Sawyer and 

my favorite color is blue.” Two young boys ran past them playing tag, two young women walked past 

with parasols in hand a maid following them. The sun was high in the sky and the sky so blue, not a single 

cloud in the sky. 

“Matthew,” Lilian said and he turned to look at her. “Why are you here in Everett if you have a 

job in Minneapolis?” 

“My brother, a shingle worker, was gravely injured while working, I’m here to help provide for 

his family.” 

“That’s very noble of you.”  

“Thank you, it’s the least I can do though.” 

“You could have just sent money though, but instead you came here.” She said taking his hand. 

Matthew nodded. “You said your brother was a shingle weaver. How do you feel about the protests.?” 

“I guess they make sense, it is very unfair for them barely being paid and working all day.” 

“I agree, the boss has a few people dedicated to following the story.” 

“Really, well if I get the job I do hope I’m assigned there.” 

“I know you will get the job you are a perfect candidate.” Matt smiled at Lillian. They continued 

their date with a stroll back to town. When they were in front of the office, Matt suddenly realized where 

he had met Lillian before. 

“Lillian?”  

“Yes?” 

“Were you at the club on Walnut Sunday night?”  

“Oh my, I...Oh that's why you are so familiar.” Lillian gasped. She was the girl he had danced 

with all night, the blushing blonde.  



“I hope too see you again.”  

“And I you.” Lillian pressed a kiss to his cheek and walked back to her office. As Matthew 

walked back to his family home he wondered how he could have found such an amazing woman. 

Someone who like him loved to write and loved the classics. She was beautiful and wonderful. He hailed 

a cab, remembering yesterday how they had met in one.  

“Mother?” Matt called into the house, shrugging off his coat.  

“In the kitchen dear.” She called. Matthew walked into the kitchen, basket and blanket in hand. 

As he made it too the kitchen his mother was checking a ham that she had placed in the oven. “How was 

your day?” She asked. 

“Swell, I met a wonderful girl.” Matt replied, setting the basket and blanket down. Taking up a 

knife and carrots and began slicing them. She patted his arm, and went the peeling the potatoes. 

“Really?”  

“Her name is Lillian and she's a reporter.” 

“That's wonderful dear, what she like?”  

“Smart and beautiful.” Matt surprised himself he didn’t realize how much he like Lillian, until he 

began telling his mother. He never talked about his past flirtations with his mother. But those minor 

flirtations, were nothing to the way Lillian was. 

“Are you going out again?” 

“Yes, I hope.” 

“This reminds me of how Charlie was with Clara.” 

“Where is Clara?”  

“Out picking up a few things, Alice is with her and Charlie is sleeping bless him.” 

“How did they meet?” 

“Clara came by the house one night before dinner with news about a client. And Charlie answered 



the door.” Helen said. “It was a few weeks after you had left. He was struck, oh how he courted her, 

flowers everyday and poems.” This was odd for Matt, he had remembered Charlie being with many girls, 

but never being like this.  

“How did Clara take this?” Matthew asked. 

“It took her a little while before she gave in to go with him, to that little cafe on Colby.” His 

mother chuckled. “It wasn’t but 4 months until he proposed to her.” 

“And she said yes?”  

“Not at first, first she hit him with her bag and told him he was moving quite too fast. But she 

came around, 3 months after his first proposal.” Matthew laughed, he could see Clara doing that after only 

knowing her a few days, she was just like Alice and he could see little Alice hand on her hip.  

“When was the wedding.” His other stopped and put the potatoes in the pan. She turned and 

looked at him tears in her eyes.  

“It was April 9th, 1910. The weather was wonderful and Clara looked like a vision. But how 

could you forget.” She steadied herself against the kitchen counter. “We sent you an invitation, and you 

didn't bother to open it. Why?” Matt was silent and countied chopping carrots.  

“I don’t know, I had finally settled and didn’t want to come back here, for a wedding.” 

“It was your brothers.” 

“Weddings are weddings, it meant coming back here to face all of you.” 

“So why come back now?” 

“He’s my brother, and he’s injured, he can't work to support his family.” Matt said quietly, his 

family had no clue about his story and they didn't need to.  

“Thank you for coming home, we missed you. I know it seems like your father doesn’t but he 

does, you are still his son.” Helen patted his arm and busied herself with the food preparation. Matthew 

wondered how she could support the man who made his life a living hell and hers. Matthew remembered 



the bruises on his mother after one of his father's outbursts.  But he did not say anything, he continued to 

help his mother. That night dinner was civil, there were no angry outbursts, and no slamming of doors. Of 

the course of a few days Matthew helped out by staying with Charlie and Alice while Clara and his 

mother worked and ran errands. He also took time with Lillian going out to dinner finding that they had a 

few mutual friends. One of those days while Alice was napping Matt went in to see Charlie. It was just 

after lunch and Charlie’s soup bowl sat next to the bed.  

“Hey baby brother.” Charlie said smiling. “How’s your girl?” 

“Shes not my girl yet.” Matt replied,it was true he and Lillian hadn't defined their relationship yet. 

“So, Mattie I’m bored I've been stuck in this bed for eons it feels. I need some gossip or new 

books. Something to do.”  

“You could make Alice a doll.”  

“She already has one.”  

“Sure but Dolly would love a friend.” 

“Matthew, thank you.” Charlie said suddenly grabbing Matthews hand.  

“What for?” 

“For taking care of Alice, learning about Dolly and coming back home.” 

“Char...”  

“Let me finish. Matt I’m not going to get better. I have dust in my lungs and I can’t breathe 

sometimes.” Charlie broke into racking coughs. Matt reached for the water on the bedside table, and gave 

it to Charlie. “Thank you” Charlie coughed out. After the fit had passed Matt cleared his throat. 

“Charlie what are you talking about? How could you obtain this sickness?” 

“Most weavers have it, all the cedar dust it fills up our lungs. Because I have been stuck lying 

down it’s condensed in my lungs and grown much worse.” Charlie said gripping his brother's hand. “I 

need you to promise me that when...” 



“If.” 

“No when I go you take care of little Alice and my Clara okay. I need you to promise me that you 

will.” 

“I promise.”  

“Promise me that you won't tell anyone about this.” 

“I promise.” 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
August 1st 1916 

 

Matthew was sitting on a small wooden seat that was covered in cedar dust. The two men in dirty 

trousers and ripped up suspenders were talking quietly. It was a requirement for his story, but sitting in 

that dark, damp room made him feel uncomfortable. Especially as he thought of all the sicknesses he 

could get from simply being in this room. He didn’t see why it was taking them so long. He told them that 

he could promote their cause in the newspaper. Since currently quite a few newspapers were against the 

Wobblies, it seemed like a fairly good deal. To him this whole ordeal seemed fairly silly. And why 

wouldn’t they want him to join? It wasn’t like having more supporters was bad. Sure, he didn’t look the 

average person to join the wobblies but he had told them that their cause was spreading to the upper 

classes and he had always disagreed with how the shingle weavers had been treated. He knew he was 



lying, but it was for his story. He was a reporter, he had to lie to get on people's good side. Finally one of 

the men walked over to him, smiling. 

“So, now ya’ have to help tell our story” he said, “My name’s Roy, always glad to have more 

supporters of the cause.” Matthew nodded briefly. He stood up, dusting off his suit. 

“Ya’ got somewhere to go?” Roy said, “Cause the boys and I are gonna go to the club downtown. 

You can come. Ya’ know, the one on walnut” 

Matthew’s smile grew even tighter. So this one was a self absorbed drinker. He wouldn’t drink 

unless he had too. He knew that he had drank that one night but it had been a last resort, not a thing of 

self-interest. Also, just after lunch seemed a bit too early to go to a club. “In fact I do have somewhere to 

go,” Matt said coldly. 

Roy laughed, throwing his head back. “Course you do. Is it a girl?” He asked tearing off a piece 

of a licorice from a stick he held. He chewed it loudly for a few seconds before starting to talk again. 

“Well I won’t hold ya’ back” he said gesturing toward the door. Matthew strode out of the room to peals 

of laughter. The fresh air of the street soothed his lungs. He started down the street uncertain of where he 

was going to go. Maybe he should go back to see his brother? But his whole body tensed up at the thought 

of having to go back down those streets reeking of sawdust and filth. And for what? It wasn’t like their 

was anything down there that he cared for. Maybe his niece but it wasn’t worth having to see everyone 

else. Instead he might as well go to the newspaper office to see if they had a job for him yet. So he turned 

the corner and headed that way, the strut back in his step. 

In just a few minutes he arrived at the office of the Everett Daily Herald. He straightened his tie 

and walked in. He went immediately up to the desk agent who told him to wait. Matthew sat down on the 

soft bench. So much nicer here than in that dark room at the mill. He watched as people leave, paying him 

not even the slightest glance. He started to ask himself why he is even here, when he spotted the editor 



leaving. He quickly stood up and hurried to catch up with the editor. The boss recognized him as he ran 

over and stopped to talk with Matthew.  

“Your resume was very impressive.” He said, “and I recently had to fire a few workers because 

they took sides in the fight between the wobblies, shingle workers, and the sheriff/deputies. I will hire you 

on a trial run. If you do well I can start paying you.” 

“That would be great.” Said Matthew. He knew that he was clever enough to support the 

wobblies without the boss finding out and he was being paid already so he didn’t really need the money. 

But more money can never hurt. “I’ll be here first thing tomorrow.” 

“Well, I’d better be leaving.” Said the boss as he headed out the door. Matthew nodded and sat 

back down, not really sure what he should do next. He looked around vaguely until he saw Lillian coming 

into the main room, smiling. 

“Are you waiting for me?” She asked. 

“Sure?” He said, surprised that anyone could draw that conclusion of him. He was not someone 

who waited for people. But apparently, now he was. 

“Well?” She asked “Dinner? I know a really nice place downtown.” 

“Why don’t we go then?” He asked. They head out and Lillian leads him to the everett square. 

There are many restaurants that you might categorize as expensive or romantic restaurants. But instead 

she leads him into a small cafe. 

Throughout the night they talk about how excited he is to join the newspaper that she works at. 

She gives him tips on how to survive in the office. (Get the boss to like you quickly) She complains that 

she wishes that she could do something bigger than just fashion and society. He offers that she can help 

him on whatever article he will be working on. If she has the time she would love to. He asks if there is a 

place he can stay and she showed him the way to an apartment building where she talked to an old man 

explaining that Matthew just came into town and that he has to have a presentable place to stay since he is 



working for the newspaper. The man treats her kindly and offers Mathew a small one bedroom apartment 

for $ a month. He says that Matthew can pay him later in the month on his first pay day. Matthew debates 

between giving him money now but he decides against it. He has to pretend that he isn’t also working for 

the minneapolis newspaper where they gave him a large pay day and some extra money to cover 

expenses. He decides that he might as well keep that money so he can go out with Lillian more often.  

 

As the months pass he gets to moved to full salary and writes several articles. The boss is more 

easygoing than his boss in Minneapolis. He doesn’t thrive as much with this boss as he did with his boss 

in Minneapolis. Given the new emotions that have begun to trickle in and all the promises he has been 

making it has been hard to concentrate on his work. Still, he managed to keep true to his word and show 

the unfairness of the way that people are treating the shingle workers while keeping his job. As time 

passes he and Lillian get closer. Despite his initial view on Roy, he is actually quite nice. They become 

close friends. 

 

One Friday night, Roy drags him out to a club. Roy lives with his parents because he doesn’t have 

a job at the moment so Matthew helps his family out a little. Roy takes Matthew to a club and tries to 

convince him to drink but Matthew refuses. He couldn’t imagine having a hangover when he doesn’t 

actually feel bad in the beginning. Or dipping that deep down in guilty pleasure by getting drunk. 

 

some time later 

 

One night after work Matthew stared into the mirror straightening the light blue tie that Lillian 

had gotten him. He wore it as much as possible but whenever he did he felt very obvious. Today he wore 

it with his finely pressed navy blue suit. He had a crisp white shirt on underneath. Combing his hair with 



his hands he sat down on the bed. It was funny how much the small apartment felt like home to him. Even 

more than the house that he had owned in minneapolis and definitely more than the house he had grown 

up in. He checked the whole house quickly one more time. Spotless as always. But he couldn’t help being 

nervous. This was the first time he had invited Lillian over to his house. Even if it was just for dinner. 

What if she thought it was too small? What if she didn’t like his cooking? He was starting to regret 

inviting her when he heard a small knock on the door. Forgetting about his worries he rushes to the door a 

big smile spreading over his face. 

Lillian stood with a small smile on her face looking around the dull landing of the apartment 

building. She wore a blue dress and her pale blond hair was piled on her head in perfect curls. Her smile 

grew to show her shining white teeth and her mesmerizing hazel blue eyes sparkled when she saw him. 

He breathed in deep catching her sweet scent of vanilla and books. 

“Um, do you want to, you know, I mean, do you want to” he stuttered gesturing vaguely towards 

his tiny apartment. She walks in the smile spreading even wider.  

“Where do we eat?”she asked. 

“Umm… where do you want, I mean...” He said. She laughs, a crystal clear sound that warms his 

heart while at the same time sending chills through his body.  

“Why don’t you show me to your kitchen” she said. Matthew nodded before walking quickly 

towards the kitchen. She followed him into the kitchen where he had set up the small wooden table nicely 

with flowers and cloth napkins. She lightly lowered herself onto one of the wooden chairs and looked 

expectantly towards Matthew. Matthew opened the oven and pulled out a dish of baked mac & cheese 

covered in breadcrumbs. The cheesy smell wafted into the air. 

“I just thought that maybe you might like this, I mean it’s what I eat almost everyday.” He said 

confidently. 

She laughed before taking a small bite. For a long moment she said nothing. Matthew started 



sweating he was so nervous. Finally he couldn’t take it anymore. 

“I’m getting the wind-ups,” he said, “do you like it? If you don’t I can make something else...” He 

stutters. 

“Oh, stop it Matthew,” Lillian said, “I love it. Do you really eat this everyday?” 

He was so relieved that he didn’t even have time to be self-conscious. “Yes.” he said laughing 

before sitting down and digging in too. 

The night passes so quickly, filled with laughs and smiles. To Matthew, it was probably one of 

the best nights he had ever had. And he had so many of those recently. It was weird that now that he was 

back with the family that he hated, his life had gotten so much more happy. To him it felt weird. He had 

served her chocolate cake that he had bought at the bakery along with perfect, red strawberries. As he had 

stirred the cream and sugar into her coffee, he listened to her voice and her laugh. Listen to her chatter 

away. He wished everyone of his night could have been like this one. He had walked her home well past 

midnight. As they had passed under street lights and by the clubs, the light making Lillian’s hair shine 

like gold, Matthew had seen Roy in one of the clubs staring at them. He had waved but Roy had done 

nothing which was not like him. He remembered walking home, a strut in his step that wasn't from pride, 

but from happiness. He hadn’t done too badly that night. 

 

some time later 

 

One day when Matthew arrived at work the boss called Matthew over to his office. There he sits 

Matthew down and confronts him about taking the wobblies side in the newspaper.  

“Listen you know very well why I hired you,” he said, “it was because you promised that you 

could write unemotionally.” 

“Sir, I was writing unemotionally!” Matthew protested. 



“Really,” said the boss holding up the article that he had completed just a few days ago. “This is 

what you call unemotionally? Really? I really didn’t want to have to kick you out of the office but…” 

“Sir, hear me out.” Said Matthew, “This is a very difficult time period to write unemotionally 

with all the different points of view that are flying around currently. But I promise you sir, that that article 

is completely unemotional. I wrote out the truths that I saw. If those truths tend to stray to one side of 

whatever political argument we are fighting right now, that would not be my fault. You hired me under 

the condition that I would state the facts and take no sides. By telling me that I am doing this wrong, you 

are telling me that I have to take a side in the argument which completely contradicts what you first said.” 

He knew he was lying but that was what he was good at. Lying 

“Well then,” said the boss, “I guess… well… if that is all… then you can stay. Just… keep doing 

what you did in the beginning.” Matthew nodded then walked back to his desk smirking. There were no 

limits for him. You would never catch him doing wrong, he could always get away with it. 

 

Matthew was bent over his desk when Lillian had come over and tapped on his cubicles panel. He 

looked up and saw her blond hair trailing behind her as she walked away. He stood up and walked over to 

her cubicle. When she saw him she gestured for him to come in. He stepped through the narrow opening 

and stood back facing the cubicles panel staring down at Lillian. She was sitting on the ground with a cup 

of tea and a loaf of bread next to her. 

He didn’t know what to say so he just said: “Aren’t we supposed to be working?” Crazy. He was 

crazy. People don’t say things like that. 

“Of course we are.” Said Lillian, “but I was up at my gram's house and she gave me a bunch of 

homemade garlic bread and green tea. So I figured you might want some.” 

“Of course, I'd love to. I mean why not right?” He said, glad that she hadn’t told him he might as 

well just go back to work. It was weird, how much he prefered this to work. He had never prefered 



anything over work before. Lillian tapped the ground next to her and he quickly lowered himself to the 

ground. She pours Matthew a cup of tea in a white mug and tears a piece of garlic bread off of the loaf for 

him. Matthew takes a small bite of the bread and drinks a long gulp of tea. 

“This is very good!” Matthew said. Lillian smiled. Those were the moments that Matthew lived 

for now, the moments when she smiled. 

“I’m glad you like it.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 
 

Chapter 4 
August 1st, 1916 

 
Matthew was sitting on a small wooden seat that was covered in cedar dust. The two men in dirty 

trousers and ripped up suspenders were talking quietly. It was a requirement for his story, but sitting in 

that dark, damp room made him feel uncomfortable. Especially as he thought of all the sicknesses he 

could get from simply being in this room. He didn’t see why it was taking them so long. He told them that 

he could promote their cause in the newspaper. Since currently quite a few newspapers were against the 

Wobblies, it seemed like a fairly good deal. To him this whole ordeal seemed fairly silly. And why 

wouldn’t they want him to join? It wasn’t like having more supporters was bad. Sure, he didn’t look the 

average person to join the wobblies but he had told them that their cause was spreading to the upper 

classes and he had always disagreed with how the shingle weavers had been treated. He knew he was 

lying, but it was for his story. He was a reporter, he had to lie to get on people's good side. Finally one of 

the men walked over to him, smiling. 

“So, now ya’ have to help tell our story” he said, “My name’s Roy, always glad to have more 

supporters of the cause.” Matthew nodded briefly. He stood up, dusting off his suit. 

“Ya’ got somewhere to go?” Roy said, “Cause the boys and I are gonna go to the club downtown. 

You can come. Ya’ know, the one on walnut” 

Matthew’s smile grew even tighter. So this one was a self absorbed drinker. He wouldn’t drink 

unless he had too. He knew that he had drank that one night but it had been a last resort, not a thing of 

self-interest. Also, just after lunch seemed a bit too early to go to a club. “In fact I do have somewhere to 

go,” Matt said coldly. 

Roy laughed, throwing his head back. “Course you do. Is it a girl?” He asked tearing off a piece 



of a licorice from a stick he held. He chewed it loudly for a few seconds before starting to talk again. 

“Well I won’t hold ya’ back” he said gesturing toward the door. Matthew strode out of the room to peals 

of laughter. The fresh air of the street soothed his lungs. He started down the street uncertain of where he 

was going to go. Maybe he should go back to see his brother? But his whole body tensed up at the thought 

of having to go back down those streets reeking of sawdust and filth. And for what? It wasn’t like their 

was anything down there that he cared for. Maybe his niece but it wasn’t worth having to see everyone 

else. Instead he might as well go to the newspaper office to see if they had a job for him yet. So he turned 

the corner and headed that way, the strut back in his step. 

In just a few minutes he arrived at the office of the Everett Daily Herald. He straightened his tie 

and walked in. He went immediately up to the desk agent who told him to wait. Matthew sat down on the 

soft bench. So much nicer here than in that dark room at the mill. He watched as people leave, paying him 

not even the slightest glance. He started to ask himself why he is even here, when he spotted the editor 

leaving. He quickly stood up and hurried to catch up with the editor. The boss recognized him as he ran 

over and stopped to talk with Matthew.  

“Your resume was very impressive.” He said, “and I recently had to fire a few workers because 

they took sides in the fight between the wobblies, shingle workers, and the sheriff/deputies. I will hire you 

on a trial run. If you do well I can start paying you.” 

“That would be great.” Said Matthew. He knew that he was clever enough to support the 

wobblies without the boss finding out and he was being paid already so he didn’t really need the money. 

But more money can never hurt. “I’ll be here first thing tomorrow.” 

“Well, I’d better be leaving.” Said the boss as he headed out the door. Matthew nodded and sat 

back down, not really sure what he should do next. He looked around vaguely until he saw Lillian coming 

into the main room, smiling. 

“Are you waiting for me?” She asked. 



“Sure?” He said, surprised that anyone could draw that conclusion of him. He was not someone 

who waited for people. But apparently, now he was. 

“Well?” She asked “Dinner? I know a really nice place downtown.” 

“Why don’t we go then?” He asked. They head out and Lillian leads him to the everett square. 

There are many restaurants that you might categorize as expensive or romantic restaurants. But instead 

she leads him into a small cafe. 

Throughout the night they talk about how excited he is to join the newspaper that she works at. 

She gives him tips on how to survive in the office. (Get the boss to like you quickly) She complains that 

she wishes that she could do something bigger than just fashion and society. He offers that she can help 

him on whatever article he will be working on. If she has the time she would love to. He asks if there is a 

place he can stay and she showed him the way to an apartment building where she talked to an old man 

explaining that Matthew just came into town and that he has to have a presentable place to stay since he is 

working for the newspaper. The man treats her kindly and offers Mathew a small one bedroom apartment 

for $ a month. He says that Matthew can pay him later in the month on his first pay day. Matthew debates 

between giving him money now but he decides against it. He has to pretend that he isn’t also working for 

the minneapolis newspaper where they gave him a large pay day and some extra money to cover 

expenses. He decides that he might as well keep that money so he can go out with Lillian more often.  

 

As the months pass he gets to moved to full salary and writes several articles. The boss is more 

easygoing than his boss in Minneapolis. He doesn’t thrive as much with this boss as he did with his boss 

in Minneapolis. Given the new emotions that have begun to trickle in and all the promises he has been 

making it has been hard to concentrate on his work. Still, he managed to keep true to his word and show 

the unfairness of the way that people are treating the shingle workers while keeping his job. As time 

passes he and Lillian get closer. Despite his initial view on Roy, he is actually quite nice. They become 



close friends. 

 

One Friday night, Roy drags him out to a club. Roy lives with his parents because he doesn’t have 

a job at the moment so Matthew helps his family out a little. Roy takes Matthew to a club and tries to 

convince him to drink but Matthew refuses. He couldn’t imagine having a hangover when he doesn’t 

actually feel bad in the beginning. Or dipping that deep down in guilty pleasure by getting drunk. 

 

some time later 

 

One night after work Matthew stared into the mirror straightening the light blue tie that Lillian 

had gotten him. He wore it as much as possible but whenever he did he felt very obvious. Today he wore 

it with his finely pressed navy blue suit. He had a crisp white shirt on underneath. Combing his hair with 

his hands he sat down on the bed. It was funny how much the small apartment felt like home to him. Even 

more than the house that he had owned in minneapolis and definitely more than the house he had grown 

up in. He checked the whole house quickly one more time. Spotless as always. But he couldn’t help being 

nervous. This was the first time he had invited Lillian over to his house. Even if it was just for dinner. 

What if she thought it was too small? What if she didn’t like his cooking? He was starting to regret 

inviting her when he heard a small knock on the door. Forgetting about his worries he rushes to the door a 

big smile spreading over his face. 

Lillian stood with a small smile on her face looking around the dull landing of the apartment 

building. She wore a blue dress and her pale blond hair was piled on her head in perfect curls. Her smile 

grew to show her shining white teeth and her mesmerizing hazel blue eyes sparkled when she saw him. 

He breathed in deep catching her sweet scent of vanilla and books. 

“Um, do you want to, you know, I mean, do you want to” he stuttered gesturing vaguely towards 



his tiny apartment. She walks in the smile spreading even wider.  

“Where do we eat?”she asked. 

“Umm… where do you want, I mean...” He said. She laughs, a crystal clear sound that warms his 

heart while at the same time sending chills through his body.  

“Why don’t you show me to your kitchen” she said. Matthew nodded before walking quickly 

towards the kitchen. She followed him into the kitchen where he had set up the small wooden table nicely 

with flowers and cloth napkins. She lightly lowered herself onto one of the wooden chairs and looked 

expectantly towards Matthew. Matthew opened the oven and pulled out a dish of baked mac & cheese 

covered in breadcrumbs. The cheesy smell wafted into the air. 

“I just thought that maybe you might like this, I mean it’s what I eat almost everyday.” He said 

confidently. 

She laughed before taking a small bite. For a long moment she said nothing. Matthew started 

sweating he was so nervous. Finally he couldn’t take it anymore. 

“I’m getting the wind-ups,” he said, “do you like it? If you don’t I can make something else...” He 

stutters. 

“Oh, stop it Matthew,” Lillian said, “I love it. Do you really eat this everyday?” 

He was so relieved that he didn’t even have time to be self-conscious. “Yes.” he said laughing 

before sitting down and digging in too. 

The night passes so quickly, filled with laughs and smiles. To Matthew, it was probably one of 

the best nights he had ever had. And he had so many of those recently. It was weird that now that he was 

back with the family that he hated, his life had gotten so much more happy. To him it felt weird. He had 

served her chocolate cake that he had bought at the bakery along with perfect, red strawberries. As he had 

stirred the cream and sugar into her coffee, he listened to her voice and her laugh. Listen to her chatter 

away. He wished everyone of his night could have been like this one. He had walked her home well past 



midnight. As they had passed under street lights and by the clubs, the light making Lillian’s hair shine 

like gold, Matthew had seen Roy in one of the clubs staring at them. He had waved but Roy had done 

nothing which was not like him. He remembered walking home, a strut in his step that wasn't from pride, 

but from happiness. He hadn’t done too badly that night. 

* * * 

One day when Matthew arrived at work the boss called Matthew over to his office. There he sits 

Matthew down and confronts him about taking the wobblies side in the newspaper.  

“Listen you know very well why I hired you,” he said, “it was because you promised that you 

could write unemotionally.” 

“Sir, I was writing unemotionally!” Matthew protested. 

“Really,” said the boss holding up the article that he had completed just a few days ago. “This is 

what you call unemotionally? Really? I really didn’t want to have to kick you out of the office but…” 

“Sir, hear me out.” Said Matthew, “This is a very difficult time period to write unemotionally 

with all the different points of view that are flying around currently. But I promise you sir, that that article 

is completely unemotional. I wrote out the truths that I saw. If those truths tend to stray to one side of 

whatever political argument we are fighting right now, that would not be my fault. You hired me under 

the condition that I would state the facts and take no sides. By telling me that I am doing this wrong, you 

are telling me that I have to take a side in the argument which completely contradicts what you first said.” 

He knew he was lying but that was what he was good at. Lying 

“Well then,” said the boss, “I guess… well… if that is all… then you can stay. Just… keep doing 

what you did in the beginning.” Matthew nodded then walked back to his desk smirking. There were no 

limits for him. You would never catch him doing wrong, he could always get away with it. 

 

Matthew was bent over his desk when Lillian had come over and tapped on his cubicles panel. He 



looked up and saw her blond hair trailing behind her as she walked away. He stood up and walked over to 

her cubicle. When she saw him she gestured for him to come in. He stepped through the narrow opening 

and stood back facing the cubicles panel staring down at Lillian. She was sitting on the ground with a cup 

of tea and a loaf of bread next to her. 

He didn’t know what to say so he just said: “Aren’t we supposed to be working?” Crazy. He was 

crazy. People don’t say things like that. 

“Of course we are.” Said Lillian, “but I was up at my gram's house and she gave me a bunch of 

homemade garlic bread and green tea. So I figured you might want some.” 

“Of course, I'd love to. I mean why not right?” He said, glad that she hadn’t told him he might as 

well just go back to work. It was weird, how much he prefered this to work. He had never prefered 

anything over work before. Lillian tapped the ground next to her and he quickly lowered himself to the 

ground. She pours Matthew a cup of tea in a white mug and tears a piece of garlic bread off of the loaf for 

him. Matthew takes a small bite of the bread and drinks a long gulp of tea. 

“This is very good!” Matthew said. Lillian smiled. Those were the moments that Matthew lived 

for now, the moments when she smiled. 

“I’m glad you like it.” 

 

 

Chapter 5 

October 21, 1916 

 

Matthew was walking down Hewitt Avenue. He just grabbed a bite from the local breakfast diner. 

He was feeling happy that morning, like nothing could’ve brought him down. He took the streetcar to his 

office, where he ran into Frank. As they rode, Frank suggested, 



“Hey, Matt, I got a good story for ya,” he explained, “I think you should go to the shingle weavin’ 

factory,” Frank was puffing his cigar as they walked through the building, “You know, the one at the edge 

of town?” 

“Yeah, that’d make a great story...” Matthew remembered his brother, “Is this something you’d 

want me to do today?” Matthew asked. 

“Well, uh, yeah. I assume they’re open, you go on over there, try to start a good story on about 

how they’re getting paid. Make it sound more important than some random sidestory in the paper, but 

make sure that you don’t sound too biased, you know, just don’t take the wobbly side and make it sound 

like an extreme tragedy,” Frank explained. 

 

 

*       *       * 

 

 

Matthew arrived at the factory, avoiding the damp, piles of sawdust. The factory was old and the 

wooden beams supporting the massive building were on the verge of rotting from the moistness of the 

collective rain that passes over Everett. He is greeted by one of the workers. 

“Hello, I’m Matthew Stanler, here on the behalf of the Everett Daily Herald, I’m here for a report 

on the factory?” He said. 

“Hello,” the worker replies, “Do whatever you need, but just try stay away from the blades.” The 

sawblades that the workers used were large and ominous. The screaming noise of the speeding blades was 

like a waterfall of nails, pounding the wood until it split. In the large but cramped factory, the sound of 

many giant circular blades filled every inch of the industry. He began to interview an old man. 

“Pardon me, could you tell me your name sir?” Matthew asked, 



“George Harlin”, the man replied, “I’ve been working here for around fifteen years,” he said, 

“And this would be the first time I’ve ever seen a reporter come here.” 

“Tell me, how much are you being paid here?” Matthew asked, 

“Not enough. Three of my coworkers have been going to jail because someone is paying them to 

do so, and workers who went on strike in May, well, most of them have been fired or they just straight up 

quit,” The man explained. 

“So what I’ve heard is that what all started this was when the shake prices got higher, and you 

guys wanted to be paid more, yes?” Matthew confirmed, 

“Well, that, and the working conditions here are awful! Hell, my friend Jim lost his pinky finger 

two weeks ago, and he’s only 22 years old!” The man exclaimed, “It’s only a matter of time before 

something bad happens to me...” The man said, 

“Well, thank you for talking with me, sir, I’m going to go interview your foreman now, if you 

don’t mind,” Matthew said, 

“Alrighty then,” the man said, then got back to work. 

Matthew walked down the factory, watching his step for every second. He greeted the foreman. 

“Hello, I’m doing a report on the factory here, I was wondering to find your inputs on the price 

problems here?” 

“Well, it’s not--” “Ahhhhh!” As the foreman spoke, Matthew heard a man’s yell. Matthew and 

the foreman carefully ran over to where they heard the yell. They found the old man, George Harlin, lying 

on the ground. He was clutching his hand. 

“Ergg... I just swiped it... eugh... my ring...” The old man muttered. He had cut his pinky and ring 

finger off. 

“My ring...” The man muttered again. “Find my ring...” 

 



 

 

 

Chapter 6 

October 26, 1916 

 

That evening, Matt slept fitfully. He was back in the factory, he has a nightmare with him in the 

shingle factory but he was the one chopping wood and instantly chops his finger off with such pain and 

blood running through his hand and the floor. As his blood was being mixed in the sawdust, he woke up 

with such pain and agony running through his hand with gallons of sweat pouring down his face. 

He then gets up and drinks some water from his rusted sink. Drinking the water was like having 

to drink his own blood he had witnessed in his own dream. He takes a towel and aggressively wipes all 

the sweat that was pouring down his face with such pain still running through his hand. An hour later he 

ends up going for a walk to calm himself down. As he’s walking down the street, he realizes that his 

dream probably represents trouble for him in the future. The coldness of the morning air sends chills 

down his spine, which makes the hair on his skin stand up. An overwhelming feeling of fear has him 

walking till sun rise.  

It’s 7am the next morning, Matthew gets up and sprints to Lillian’s house and knocks on her door.  

“Hey matt, what brings you up here on this fine early morning??” 

“We need to talk.” Matthew says with such seriousness. 

“What’s up…” Lillian says with confusion written all over her face. 

“Lillian I think we need to talk further more on our relationship.” 

“Ok....” 

Matthew tries to tell Lillian about his sick brother and how abusive his father is to him and his mother 



without her losing it.  

“Oh Matthew why don’t you come move in with me?” Lillian says with such happiness. 

“I would love to, but I have to take care of my brother.” 

“Oh yes I totally understand your trouble.” 

“Thanks Lillian.” 

When the conversation ended Matt started to walk towards the front door. When his hand makes contact 

with the door knob, he hears Lillian trying to ask him something in the background. 

“Why don’t you come to have dinner and have the chance to meet my parents?” 

“Sure I would love to!!” 

As calm and excited Matthew sounded, he was extremely nervous to meet Lillian’s parents. 

“What am I supposed to say? What am I supposed to do?” he says to himself walking down a 

street with such quietness. 

“Who do I introduce myself to first? What if they don’t like me? What if they think I’m weird?”  

Later that night, Matthew goes home and thinks about what to do the next morning. 

After being terrified of his dream, he stays up until he is forced to fall asleep. He’s so nervous about 

meeting Lillian’s parents that he writes down his own questions and answers them as if those are the exact 

questions her parents are going to ask him. 

“AHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!” Matthew screams in terror. 

Its seems to be that he has the exact same dream he had the two nights before. This time it really terrifies 

him. 

“I just don’t know what to do!!” he says to himself. 

“WHAT DOES THIS MEAN!!!” saying with such distress.  

Matthew then runs to Lillian's house to see if he can sleep over there since he's having these 

terrifying dreams he's had for the past two days. As he is running down the dark, blackened streets, he 



sees a man who seems to look like the same man in his nightmares. He doesn't know what to do because 

he doesn't know if he's real or not, so he stands there in confusion. He thinks of the lack of sleep he hasn’t 

been getting, is having him hallucinate, so he waits, and waits, and waits till he is certain on who this 

person is. The mysterious man on the other side starts to wave back and forth, back and forth, back and 

forth. BAMM!!!!! 

 

“Huh…..What!!......What’s going on??” 

“It’s ok Matthew we’ll take good care of you!!” The doctor says in a clear voice. 

 

It seems as if he’s has just woke up from a deep sleep, but really he’s just waking up from an eight hour 

coma, which also leads into the next morning. He doesn't know what happened. Laying there, confused, 

doctors are saying things he doesn't understand, mumbling, murmurs everywhere. 

 

“WHAT HAPPENED!!” He says screaming from the top of his lungs. 

“You got hit by a car Matthew, you’ll be ok!!”  

 

He sits up on the gurney and looks down at his feet, nothing can't move his feet, his legs complete 

numbness. He looks over to his right and sees his arm, looks to his left, another arm he sees, both also 

numb and impossible to move. He still doesn’t know what's going on. Laying their extremely nervous 

thinking about what Lillian will think. 

A day after the accident, he goes to Lillian’s house and apologizes for missing the time he was 

supposed to meet her parents. When he got there, he asks her to see if there was a better day to meet her 

parents. Luckily she totally understood why he missed out. If she got hit by a car I think she would love to 

have someone understand why she missed out on something extremely important. Tomorrow was the 



lucky day.  

 

It was 5:00pm. This is the time where I should be hyperventilating, sweating, and crying because 

I don’t know how this is really going to turn out.  

“Let’s do this!!” 

DUN, DUN DUN DUN, DUN DUN DUN, DUN DUN DUNNNNNNNN!!!! 

I finally get there actually excited to see Lillian and her parents.  

DING DONG!! The doorbell rang. 

“Who is it?” Lillian says in a high pitched voice. 

“Uh...it’s me…..Matthew” 

“Oh Matthew please come in. Mom, Matthew, Matthew, Dad.” 

“OHH!! What a handsome young man you are Matthew.” The dad says. 

“Thank you!” Matthew says with a big smile on his face. 

“Why don’t you come sit with us and have some dinner.” The dad says. 

“I would love to.” Matthew says. 

To Matthew it seems to be going way better than he thought. The parents are nice, they don’t judge, they 

think i’m handsome. All turning out as he wanted it to be. 

Later that night, Matthew plans to stay at Lillian’s place for the night. Lillian didn’t mind and/or 

her parents. Matthew then runs home and gathers a few pairs of clothes just in case he would stay another 

night. The long, awesome, most tastiest dinner has had him very tired. He happens to heavily sleep on the 

couch in the living room with a couple of lights on, just in case. 

 

The next day, Matthew goes back to the factory and sees what the plans are for the factory 

workers. After that is covered, he goes to beverly park witnesses a lot of tragedies and beatings. Which 



then has him make his way back to lovely old Everett. 

Chapter 7 

Everett, October 31, 1916 

Shocking News on the Black River  

From July to October 1916, the construction of Lake Washington 

Ship Canal lowered Seattle’s Lake Washington by 8.8 feet and drained 

part of the Black River. The Black River ran out the Southern end of 

Lake Washington and flowed through Renton, and then veered West and 

merged with the Green River to form the Duwamish River near the Fort 

Dent Park . The water level of Lake Washington had sunk to the same 

level as Lake Union and the outfall became the ship canal. Now the 

Black River is a dammed stream 3.2 kms long. This no doubt severely 

damaged if not destroyed the salmon run that year. 

What caused this to happen? In 1912, the Cedar River emptied 

into the Black River which then emptied into the Duwamish and then 

flooded Renton. The following year the town dug a 2000-foot-long, 

80-foot-wide canal to reroute the course of the river to the North so 

that it flowed directly into Lake Washington, of hope in avoiding 

floods in the future. 

 

His swivel chair creaked as he leaned back and stared at the unfamiliar Oliver Visible typewriter 

that sat on his desk, identical to all the others in the office. Matthew couldn’t believe the Everett Daily 

Herald could afford so many of the latest models. Reviewing what he had typed, he decided he was going 



to travel to Renton. It would be his hundredth time interviewing witnesses and peoples’ thoughts which 

meant encountering more clients who are stir-crazy in the head. He picked up a polished fountain pen and 

started spinning it around his thumb. His attention turned to the hoarfrosted window, it’s frame decorated 

with rubber bats and orange paper Jack-O’-Lanterns. Outside, icicles lined the overhangs of roofs along 

with plastic skulls, crusty snowdrift covered the sidewalks and plowed snirt slush melted on the brick 

road. This Halloween would be a big droop, and only goops would ever let their children go trick or 

treating tonight in this weather. Should he stop by at his parent’s? Maybe tell them about his plans to set 

off to Renton. No, he couldn’t drag himself back to that house, his father would only criticize him. 

Matthew slammed the pen on the table which sent some looks from around the open office. Without 

thinking, he pushed off the ground with the soles of his feet sending himself and his swivel chair towards 

Lillian. She turned around in her chair to face him in her witch hat, the tip crooked to one side.  

“Hello, do you need something?” A plastic spider bounced from a cotton web on her hat. 

“Uh...” He didn’t know how to start off. 

“Oh don’t clam up.” She teased him. 

“I’ll be out of town to interview people.” 

“Where are you going?” She sat up. 

He sighed. ”Renton.”  

“It’s curtains, with the weather like that?” Lillian crossed her arms. 

“I’ll be fine.”  

“Oh, you better be,” she replied. “When are you leaving?” 

“Tomorrow afternoon.”  

She nodded slowly and clasped her hands in her lap. “You’ve been away this whole morning,” 

Lillian tipped her chin up. “Tell me a little about the Beverly Park beatings.” 

Matthew previously published an article in a newspaper on the Beverly Park beatings in Everett 



that morning. The topic still bothered him and he found it hard to focus.  

On October 30, 1916, citizen deputies beat 41 IWW members at 

Beverly Park, Everett after the city officials gave authority to 

County Deputy Sheriff Donald McRae to restrict the IWW from speaking 

on a free-speech corner at Hewitt and Wetmore avenues. Most IWW 

members from the harvest fields in Seattle headed to Everett by boat 

in support of a shingle-mill-workers' strike and to press the 

free-speech issue. They arrived in the evening and faced more than 

200 armed deputies who told them they could not speak in the center 

of the town. The IWW members refused, and some were beaten at the 

dock and they were all loaded into trucks and cars, driven to remote 

woods near the Beverly Park interurban station. Deputies forced the 

Wobblies to run a gauntlet ending at a cattle guard. All the IWW men 

were brutally beaten with clubs, guns, and loaded saps.  

What if the IWW hadn’t protested against the deputies? What if Sheriff Donald McRae was never 

granted permission to restrict the IWW from free-speech? He had so many thoughts about how the event 

could be avoided. There were so many better ways it could have ended. 

She gave a downcast look. “It was such a tragedy,” Lillian looked up at his face and smiled. 

“Wisenheimer.”  

All the sadness had drained out of him and he cracked a grin. “Hey, I would think that of you if 

you told me about the latest fashion.” Glancing up at a wall clock Matthew said, “Looks like it’s about 

time I should leave.” This would be the last time he would see her until he collects enough information 

for his article.  

“Happy Halloween,” Lillian farewelled. 



“To you too,” Matthew said pushing himself backwards on his swivel chair towards his desk. He 

slipped on his overcoat carrying his suitcase alongside and walked down to his boss’s office, jazz music 

playing aloud through the cracked open door. He knocked the undecorated door frame. What did he 

expect? His boss must have been too busy with stocking up money for the new typewriters.  

“Yes, come in.” Muffled Frank’s voice. 

Matthew pushed open the door to see his boss hunched at his desk, reading glasses at the tip of 

his nose, reading a newspaper. Frank looked up. “Ah, well done on your article Mr. Stanler!” He 

continued reading as if his eyes were glued. The record player sat on his large desk, the needle half way 

through the record.  

“Thank you, sir.” Matthew had become one of his boss’s favorites ever since he wrote his first 

article. Standing below the doorway, he could just take in the familiar titles “Everett’s Most Violent Day” 

and below “Beverly Park Beatings” taking the headline of October 30th, 1916. Frank lifted his coffee 

mug to take a sip revealing coffee rings on the polished wood table. The lack of eye contact began to 

question Matthew.  

He started wondering why Frank was so focused. “I’m here to ask you for permission to travel to 

Renton to interview people for my—” 

“Sure, of course,” His boss replied seeming to be taken away by the article. “Anything to keep up 

the good work!” Frank continued murmuring, “You know, these new typography machines work much 

better than those rinky-dinky rubble—just look at these letters.”  

Matthew had realized his boss was amazed by the quality of printing, not very much of his work, 

of course he thought, he couldn’t have gotten that much better at writing. He did find it challenging to not 

display his siding with the Wobblies. “Happy Halloween?” 

“I almost forgot, you too.” 

 



* * * 

 

November 1, 1916 

Matthew woke to the sound of his alarm clock ringing, clattering the table. 6:AM. He reached 

over to the nightstand to click it off noticing the picture he and Lillian had took on the day they took a 

walk along the beach. He even remembered the waves crashing to shore, the salty breeze, walking on 

silky white sand under the blue sky. The best part was when they stayed late. The beach would be empty, 

the orange sun dipping behind the horizon reflecting off every wave. A gleam of light shone in through 

the gaps of the curtains casting odd shapes on the wood floor. Same routine every morning; brush teeth, 

eat breakfast, and change into suit. Instead he changed into casual clothes hoping to easily sleep through 

the soon to be bumpy train ride. Pulling out his small  boxy brown suitcase from the apartment closet, he 

opened it on his bed and stuffed it with his black suit, dress shoes, and a couple days change of clothes. 

When he came across the light blue tie, he hesitated to neatly place it on top. He realized he was going to 

have to stay off macaroni and cheese for hotels didn’t have stoves and macaroni machines. Over to his 

kitchen he swung open the cabinet doors, gathered several cans of Campbell's tomato soup and squeezed 

them into his suitcase latching it down along with a can opener with it’s wooden handle and pointed metal 

end. Matthew pulled his rain jacket off the coat stand and slipped it on, grabbed his suitcase and walked 

out the front door in his winter boots. 

Outside, hills of snow glistened as the sun shined even brighter, and trees swayed in the wind 

dumping off powder. Ice crunched under his snow boots. Inside the train station, large skylights stood 

above his head letting large amounts of light through. Deporting and boarding passengers crowded around 

him, the stairs and even doorways. Approaching the ticket stand, he pulled out his wallet and looked up at 

the train fares. $1.00. From Everett to Renton. He slid his cash across the table towards the ticket 

conductor. 



“One ticket to Renton please.” He watched as the conductor whipped out a ticket and placed the 1 

dollar bill in the cash register.  

“Here’s your ticket,” said the conductor. “You better get a jig on, I hear a storm's comin’.” The 

conductor gestured toward the train platform outside. 

“Yes, thank you.”  

He turned around toward the sound of thunder and saw lights, the noise got louder and then a 

horn was blown, thick smoke piled up into the sky and dissolved into thin air. When the trains gradually 

came to a stop, the wheels screeched and squeaked against the tracks. The train doors opened and 

departing passengers fled out in a blur as boarding passengers pushed their way through. Matthew 

followed up behind and finally got into the train walking down the aisle until he dropped down into an 

empty row, setting his suitcase next to him. Looking around, almost all the seats were empty, and the 

chattering was obnoxiously quiet, but he’s got to say that the heating was an improvement from his other 

train ride.  

 

* * * 

 

“Sir?” 

Matthew hauled himself away from the ice cold window he must have been leaning on after he 

dowsed off. He pressed his hand to his aching head. 

“Excuse me sir?” The man repeated, now louder. “Your ticket please.”  

Matthew turned to face him. “Crikey, yes I have it.” He slid it out of his jacket pocket and handed 

it over to the ticket collector falling back into a deep sleep.  

 

* * * 



 

The window began to fog up as he was staring out of it at the blurred snow covered trees and 

houses. The clickety-clacks of the wheels against the tracks seemed to grow slower, but maybe it was just 

that he was impatient and slept through his dinner. Outside, up at the gray sky, the sun began to melt away 

as clouds swooped in. He wanted to find a hotel and eat and sleep and not care about anything for the rest 

of the day. Down the railroad, he spotted a train platform just being able to make out a sign reading “City 

of Renton”. It must of been the loud sound of the train that drew many boarding passengers towards the 

edge of the platform. As the train came to a stop it made the same cringe worthy “against metal” 

screeching.  

In the trolley it was pretty crowded. This was about the time many workers came back from work, 

at around almost supper. Of course this was their choice of transportation if they didn’t have a car and 

didn’t want to pay a load for a taxi. The sky grew darker as it got later and more chilly. He stood on the 

step after giving his seat to an elderly, one hand clasping the frozen metal pole, the other holding his 

suitcase close. Trying to ignore the coldness he hoped the trolley would somehow move faster. 

Dropped off at a road near the Black River, Matthew walked along the damp sidewalk, street 

lamps shining dim overhead as he was trying to find lodging when a man out of nowhere whacked his 

shoulder sending a sharp pain through him. Stupid he thought, he should have watched where he was 

going.  

“Sor—” Matthew started. 

The man stared at his arm. “Show me your arm.” He was younger than Matthew and wore all 

black with a wooden cane in his right hand.  

“What?” Was this man out of his mind? 

“Just do it!”  

Matthew flinched and pulled up his sleeve as the man let out a huge breath. “What was that?”  



“Oh, you're just another walker by.” He said under his breath.  

“Who are you?” 

“I cannot name myself,” the man continued saying very dramatically. “You look lost.” He 

observed as to why a non hunter would walk alone at night especially on Monster Road. 

“Yes, I need to find a hotel.”  

“There’s one just down the road on your...hmm...left hand side.” Going on he said with 

confidence, “But, I will find the alligator man.”  

Matthew didn’t believe there was a real hotel down the street after he heard the him talking about 

an alligator man but he said thanks anyway and was on his way to the possibly nonexistent hotel.  

 

* * * 

 

He reached the destination to find a hotel afterall. It looked like an ordinary six story brick hotel, 

the front door and windows hooded with canvas overhangs. Large light up letters spelled out “Monster 

Road Hotel” underneath, “Vacant”. Matthew stepped inside leaving the cold and quietness outside. Inside 

he could hear the ringing of telephones and the faint chatter of hotel guests. The bitter smell of coffee 

filled the air. He walked up to the front desk where a receptionist stood adjusting a pompous pink flower 

underneath her piled up hair.  

He set down his suitcase, “I’ll book a room for one for two nights please.” 

“Ok, sir that will be 10 dollars, there is a saloon over there and a restaurant over there.” The 

receptionist said pointing to two sets of glass doors behind him. He looked back.  

“Thank you.” He replied facing her and handing a crinkly ten dollar bill. She pulled out a key 

labeled “2A” from behind the desk and passed it to him. She nodded and he walked away hauling his 

suitcase towards the brightly lit elevator.  



Second floor, room A. Flicking the nearest light switch on the wall, mini chandeliers bathed the 

promised bed that was in the corner covered with fluffy pillows and a large comforter tucked in the metal 

frame. Large windows stood alongside giving the view of almost nothing, only showing his reflection. 

Carpet covered the floor until it reached the bathroom, where white square congregated tiles hid in the 

darkness, the slight smell of chemicals afloat. Matthew locked the door behind him and set his suitcase at 

the foot of his bed unclasping it and pulling out his canned tomato soup and can opener, hoping he would 

have the strength especially at this time where all restaurants were closed. Plopped down on the bed, he 

looked around the room at its diamond pattern walls then began jabbing at the can of soup with the can 

opener. Push in, unhook, push in, unhook. Matthew pulled on the steel lid cracking it off with a satisfying 

snap and demolished the soup in one gulp. It was nothing compared to those good times when his mother 

gave him her homemade steaming hot creamy tomato soup. He dragged himself off the bed to flick off the 

light, then falling back down into the bed falling fast asleep.  

 

* * * 

 

Renton, November 2, 1916 

A crumbless plate sat in front of him, beside, an empty mug with a wrinkly dry tea bag. He felt 

stuffed to the stomach as if he were his 9 year old self after Thanksgiving dinner. Getting up from the 

cushioned seat, he tipped the table with a couple dimes and was on his way towards the Black River with 

his notebook. 

It was a small neighborhood, one that clustered the drained river. He had just got out of a cab, the 

tires crunching against the gravel as the driver pulled away. Off to his right stood a small house with a 

nicely kept lawn with little pinwheels and fountains crowded with birds. Starting toward the house, a 

gather of chickadees took off into the sky. The pinwheels squeaked as the wind pushed them. He took a 



step up the porch and knocked. The door opened and an old woman showed along with the scent of 

freshly baked chocolate chip cookies.  

“Oh dear, did I forget to pay the milkman again?” She murmured pushing her glasses up. 

“No, no, ma’am, I’m from the Everett Daily Herald.”  

A fluffy gray cat made it’s way out the front door past the woman and looked down at the empty 

metal milk crate.  

“Oliver?” She asked squinting down. “We are out of milk dear.” Oliver which must have been the 

cat let out a loud yowl and grumpily dragged himself back into the house. The woman looked up at 

Matthew.  

“I was wondering if you had any comments, thoughts or witnessed the Black River draining.” He 

would be repeating this sentence to the people of this neighborhood for the next one to two days. 

“Hmm, I must have not been paying attention! But there is a man down there, I believe his name 

is Clarence who seems to always talk about that river.” She said pointing to the house next door.  

“Thank you ma’am.” Matthew thanked nodding to her.  

“You are very welcome.” 

He heard the shut of a door as he walked away toward the house of the old woman’s neighbor.  

Up at Clarence’s front door he knocked. A man answered.  

“Do you need something?” He looked more energized than Matthew. 

“I work for the Everett Daily Herald and I’m wondering if I could interview Clarence on the 

Black River, sir.” 

“That’s me.” He gestured Matthew inside towards a puffy couch. “Come have a seat please, then 

we can talk.” 

Matthew stepped in and dropped himself into the couch sinking down in the sofa cushions. In 

front of him stood a plain wooden coffee table and another puffy couch. A single wall was covered with 



flowery wallpaper, a roll of it set on the carpet floor. Clarence closed the door and sat across. Matthew 

pulled out his notebook  along with his fountain pen to prepare for recording. 

Clarence looked down at the wallpaper roll. “Oh, don’t mind that.” 

“Remodeling?”  

“Yes, the previous wallpaper was getting old. But they are duck soup to stick on.” 

“Now, what are your thoughts on the Black River?” 

"It was a pretty river, meandering along. People used to come up the Duwamish from the Sound 

up the Black to Lake Washington in launches."  

“Did you witness it draining?” 

He went on to state that when the Lake was lowered, salmon in the Black River were trapped by 

the hundreds in pools left in the drying river bed.  

 

Renton, November 3, 1916 

“Mother Nature is saving us! Now there are fewer sources to catch that Alligator Man!”  

How many more hours could he listen to this nonsense? “Well, I gotta run actually, thanks for the 

comments.” Matthew lied turning away from the man’s porch. 

“But, there’s more to it!” the man called out. 

“I’m so sorry.” Matthew said over his shoulder. He began to fake run as fast as he could as if he 

were a person late for a meeting. He caught up with his breath three houses down, which broke the pattern 

of stopping by at every house. It didn’t bother him, because he rarely found any residents who were 

normal. To his right was an old looking house. Should he knock on another door? What was the chance 

this next person would be serious about this interview?  

He decided why not. Afterall it was still early, probably another hour till dinner. Walking up to 

the house, he noticed all the blinds were shut closed not letting any light in unlike all the houses he’d been 



visiting. Matthew suddenly paid attention to the noise of crunching gravel beneath his feet and the 

whistling of wind. He got to the house and knocked. A couple of seconds passed, he heard the sound of 

feet pounding against the wood floor from inside. An old man appeared at the door.  

“Hello sir, good afternoon, I am wondering if you have any comments, thoughts or witnessed the 

Black River Draining.” 

“I’m sorry, I do not have anything to say about that river.” 

“Well, thank you for using your time.” Matthew backed away. 

“Excuse me, who do you work for?” 

“I work for the Everett Daily Herald.”  

“The one that had the article supporting the Wobblies?” 

Matthew nodded. 

“I have to tell you, there have been some rumors about them meeting in Seattle. Some believe 

they are planning something big.” 

“So, you don’t know if this true?” 

The old man shook his head. “That’s all I have.” 

“Thank you sir.” Matthew nodded walking away. 

Should he believe this man? He wasn’t stir-crazy like the other neighbors, but he gave 

information for something much more important. What if it was true, he wouldn’t want to miss the 

chance. He had to get to Seattle, maybe the next morning. This time would possibly go to waste, but what 

did his boss care of?  

 

November 4, 1916 

He stood outside the Monster Road Hotel with his suitcase in hand. It felt much lighter after he 

had eaten most of the canned tomato soup. Matthew had just checked out after finishing up with 



breakfast. Damp brown leaves piled the streets mixed in with slush. Many cars roamed the streets some 

covered in a sheet of snow. He waved his arm in the air towards a cabbie. It pulled up to the curb and he 

climbed in.  

 The plush seats were stiff unlike Clarence’s couch. Dew from the fogged up windows  dripped 

down and pooled at the rusty frame. Outside gave the view of only pure fluffy snow. The scent of mashed 

potatoes and roast beef filled the air. Dining car service, it was dinner time. Matthew handed cash to the 

attendant after receiving a tray of assorted foods. He was too hungry to care and demolished it. An hour 

passed and the attendants bring news that the trip will take longer than expected due to a snowstorm. The 

day passed on and finally he was on the train platform with his suitcase. It was late and he could just see 

the stars through the train station’s skylights. He crammed his way through the large crowd of people out 

onto the street. Many cabs were lined up against the sidewalk, each slowly filling up with passengers from 

the station. Matthew climbed into one.  

“Good evening sir, where to?” the cabman asked. He looked tired as if he were going to fall 

asleep.  

“Can you take me to a hotel near the IWW Hall?” 

“I know almost all of Seattle, sure.”  

The ride was very awkward as Matthew and the cabman were completely quiet the whole way 

there. He pulled up to a curb in front of a large building towering almost three times the size of the 

Monster Road Hotel. Matthew paid the man in cash and climbed out carrying his suitcase close hearing 

the splashings of water behind. To his left was a quintuplet spherical street lamp and to his right, the 

sidewalk began to descend. He walked under the building's third floor passing by pillars that held it up. 

Inside, the lobby was brightly lit with large chandeliers shining down to the polished marble floors.  

In his room there was a fireplace, and a dining table with a small chandelier hanging above. A 

sofa adorned with pillows sat in the back, behind, windows had lattice wood frames over them. Off to the 



side through a door was the bed and bath.  

 

Seattle, November 5, 1916 

Today was the day he was going to find out if the rumors were true, and he hoped they were 

because he needed more information, straight from them. He finished up his cold tasteless tomato soup 

from the can thinking of how he could ever live on this misconceptions liquid. Work hard, eat well, sleep 

in peace and don’t get distracted, remember this Matthew. He left the hotel and walked over to the Seattle 

Union Hall about 6 blocks away in his overcoat, underneath his suit. Passing by stores, apartments, and 

occasional snowmen he finally reached the hall. Viewing up at the sign from across the street, it read 

“Square Deal Store Clothing Union Made Goods”. Below he could see a familiar figure leaning on the 

large store windows holding a pen. No, it wasn’t a pen, it was black licorice. Roy. It must be him. 

Matthew crossed the street, when Roy looked up. 

“Matthew?” Roy questioned squinting his eyes. 

“Yes, it’s me.” Matthew replied. 

“Whatcha doin’ here?” Roy asked.  

“I thought I’d find more Wobblies to interview.”  

“Boy, I heard there was a snowstorm last night, it was a lollapalooza,” Roy continued. “I don’t 

reckon you saw the storm?”  

“Actually it was more like in the storm, but—”  

“My golly, you were in the storm?!” Roy’s eyes widened interrupting. 

“I am just lucky to be alive.” Lillian would be devastated if he broke that promise. 

“Mm,” He bit down on the licorice and pulled until it snapped. Chewing loudly as usual he said, 

“You know...you should come aboard the Verona and sail across the waters, you won’t have to deal with 

the bunk weather!”  



Matthew hesitated. “Why not?”  

“We’re leaving today in about half an hour.” Roy tried to make it obvious that Matthew was on a 

tight time. 

“No problem.” Matthew said, “I’m staying around here so I just need to pack up.” He hurried off 

towards the direction of the Lincoln hotel. 

“You better skedaddle,” Roy called out. He turned around to the store and tipped his head up 

towards the second floor where many men gathered by the window. He cupped his hands to his mouth 

and yelled up, “How about an extra fifteen minutes for my friend here, boys?” Shouts of approval came 

showering down. They were all easy going as usual. 

He checked out of his hotel room with his almost empty suitcase relieved it was not weighing 

down with canned tomato soup and only his freshly washed clothes he had just cleaned with the provided 

electric wringer. Matthew swore to himself he would never eat that canned liquid ever again.  

Back outside the hall, Roy stood with a large group of men and hurried over with his suitcase 

behind. More Wobblies trailed out of the shop onto the sidewalk. Matthew made sure he didn’t forget 

anything, especially the light blue tie.  

“Now, just follow us.” Roy said. “When we get to Everett, we’ll dock at Port Gardner Bay.” He 

said walking backwards like a tour guide.  

“Thanks.”  

Down at the docks, it was brisk, the seagulls annoyingly cawing in the distance and the sound of 

flags fluttering in the wind clinking against their poles. Straight ahead anchored the Verona, a fairly large 

steamer ready to set off, strong waves pushing up against the side of it causing it to rock wildly. 

Alongside docked another steamer named the Callista, where part of the Wobblie men forked off the 

group to board it.  

 



 

Chapter 8  
November 5, 1916 

 

When the steamer pulled into Everett, the sun was hidden behind a cloak of clouds and the skies 

heavy. Matthew stood at the railing watching as the inky green waters rolled past; his hands clasped and 

face stern. There was nothing to see however-as the fog encapsulated all that surrounded him. That didn’t 

stop Matt’s seemingly unwavering infatuation with the thick fog and murky waters.  

“Matthew!” A gruff voice called from across the deck. He tore his eyes away from the fog, 

breaking the stillness. Turning, Matt saw Roy sauntering across the deck; his blue eyes dark and sparkling 

from the oceans reflection. As was then familiar to Matthew, Roy was chewing on a piece of licorice. He 

leaned against the side of the boat casually- like a cat stretching under the sun. His level of ease surprised 

Matt as he himself couldn’t help but feel an ominous sensation trickling through the air. Maybe it was all 

in his head... Matt did have a frustrating tendency to let his wandering mind pull him off track and cloud 

his judgement.  

“Roy look I’m sorry about Beve-” Roy held up a hand and cut him off. Matt shuffled from foot to 

foot unable to control his restlessness.  

“You know, I’ve been thinking a lot about you, Matt. I mean something has always seemed a bit 

off. A little twisted. For awhile I just put up with it... But not anymore. No-- I think I have figured it out 

Matty.” Matthew felt his shoulders tense. “You're a selfish, good-for-nothing snake you know that?”  

“Wha-- excuse me?”  

“The way you treat the people around you. You act like you couldn’t give a damn. Like they're 

somehow lesser. You know? And yet you end up happy. You end up with Lillian and...” these words 

were surprisingly harsh as Matthew had always seen Roy as a kind and gentle person. A little 

presumptuous maybe... but never brash or angry. 



Despite what Roy was saying, his voice was bitterly humorous. As if Matthew’s standoffish 

behavior was a hilarious, cosmic joke. Roy broke off, his breath choppy and falling. Laughing to hold 

back some other, more personal, emotion. He closed his eyes, shook his head and chopped off another 

piece of licorice aggressively. Raising his head once more, Roy’s eyes met Matthews. “There are real 

people, with families. I’m the one fighting and bleeding for their rights. And what do you do?” He 

laughed hysterically- “you write the damn paper! Thank God for you Matty! You got money, Lillian, not 

a care in the world.” 

“Roy-” Matthew started hopelessly. 

“Doesn’t that bother you?” He laughed sharply, his voice dripping with sarcasm. In a sinking 

moment, Matthew realized that it didn’t. It didn’t bother him at all. There wasn’t any feeling. Just his 

heart beating numbly and his fingers tapping against the side of the boat. Matthew felt nothing for any of 

the Wobblies at all.  

They were simply a job to him; a job encumbered with sorrow and incongruous thoughts. All that 

mattered was this ridiculous charade. He had been so immersed in it, that maybe he had started to believe 

it. A voice coming from somewhere deep and dark had convinced Matthew that he could have this life. A 

life with a beautiful woman, a life with friendship, purpose and mirth. But there would be none of that. No 

grand denouement where Matthew found all that he had been searching for. No closure or finale. Just the 

end of this ephemeral, confusing, complicated time. The lie fell away in a blinding moment of clarity.  

The only thing that mattered was this article. He clung to it, as it gave him motivation to finish the 

job. He could feel his story being born-- all he needed was the last piece of the puzzle. Then he could 

leave this Godforsaken city, it's filthy people and their petty problems. The sooner the better.  

“You know what Roy, I don’t have to justify my actions to you. It comes down to the fact that I 

make calculated decisions and choices while you, on the other hand, run around with a bottle of whiskey 

in hand! Don’t blame me for your foolishness and arrogance. I am not responsible for your trivial ideals or 



your childish jealousy. Just stay the hell away from me.” The anger that had been bubbling inside him 

these past few days exploded. The next thing he knew, Matthew had left Roy standing with his fists balled 

and his tawny hair rustled.  

Now it was Matthew that was out of breath. He was drained and tired. Is this damned story worth 

it? He thought. Something about letting his true emotions be seen made him feel vulnerable and weak. 

Maybe that is what had been bothering him about coming back to his family: it made him raw, emotional 

and defenseless. All he wanted now was to be back behind his desk without Lillian, Roy or Charlie to 

worry about. Matthew longed for the days when his job was the only thing burdening him physically and 

emotionally. All these new variables swirled around his head and made it hard to focus or be his usual 

articulate self. He missed his house in Minneapolis and most of all he longed for his solitude. He longed 

to be alone. It was a limerence blooming in his chest and choking him.  

Catching his breath, he stood at the helm of the boat, the fog clearing like curtains in front of him. 

In the distance, he could just make out a dark shape growing larger and larger as the boat drew near. 

Ripples formed on the water silently, spreading like cracks on a mirror. The lapping of the ocean against 

the boat was steady and constant like the beat of a heart or the ticking of a clock.  

Slowly and steadily the boat pulled into the dock; the rotting wood creaking and whining.  

The rest of the Wobblies, men and women, gathered around Matthew chatting and laughing. All of them 

stood ready to exit the boat and get on with their work. After a moment of casual babble, a silence fell 

over the crowd, save for one sharp voice coming from the dock. 

“You can’t land here.” Deafening, quivering, silence. Then, from behind him, Matthew heard 

Thomas Tracy’s voice.  

“We can do whatever the hell we want. Who do you think you are?” The man on the dock walked 

closer, his features sharpening. It was a deputy. Dammit. Matthew thought. This can’t be good. Matthew 

heard Thomas’s sharp intake of breath. 



“My name is Officer Whitman. And I repeat, you cannot land here.” There were some laughs 

from the Wobblies. One man? Like he could stop us if he tried. Their mocking laughter seemed to say. 

Matt however, was not laughing. Through the fog he could make the shapes of many more people. Slowly 

they reached the dock and stood next to Officer Whitman. Many more officers. All with guns. Their faces 

grim.  

“Who is your leader?” Another police man called up to the boat. After a moment of silence there 

was a call from a man next to Matt.  

“We are all leaders!” That got a laugh. It was clear to the officers that these men would not take 

them seriously. When the laughter died down, Officer Whitman spoke again. 

“Exit the boat and be arrested, or leave now.” Matthew felt goosebumps trickling up his arms. 

Matt thought that this would scare the Wobblies off. But then Thomas gave a wicked laugh and spat down 

at the officers. 

The police raised their guns. Oh God. Oh please no. He breathed in deep, trying to reel in as 

much air as possible. As if full lungs could save him from the lead of a bullet. He wanted to be able to feel 

his last breath; remember the smell of rain in the air and the salt of the sea. Matt turned he saw that Tracy 

was standing directly to his left with his gun waving in the air. His face was as angry as Matt had ever 

seen it. There was belief and passion there and Matt understood that if Thomas were to die today, he 

would probably find it to be an honor. Matthew on the other hand felt sick to his stomach. These people 

around him were the most passionate men and women Matthew had ever met. And yet he had treated 

them like scum. Like fools fighting a battle that couldn’t be won.  

If these police shot and killed him now, he wanted his last moments to mean something. He 

wanted to be authentic, true and passionate. He looked around at the Wobblies one last time. He saw 

Thomas Tracy, who’d rather go down fighting than live with the guilt of not trying at all. In his face, 

Matthew saw that he was unafraid. We’re all leaders he had said. Matthew searched the Verona’s deck 



for Roy. He wasn’t at the railing holding his gun like the rest of the Wobblies. No Roy was standing with 

his back to a wall around a corner. Matthew could just make him out. Roy was hiding. And there was a 

strange look on his face. Remorse? Regret? Guilt? His light hair hung over his eyes and his shoulders 

heaved as he breathed steadily. 

Matthew longed, for the first time in his life, to apologize. He wished he could mend things with 

Roy. Despite Matt’s cruelty and dismissiveness, Roy had been a good friend. There was no time for 

goodbyes. No tying up loose ends.  

“I will not tell you again. You can’t land here you barbarians!” 

“The hell we can’t!” A gunshot. It came out of nowhere, sudden and ear splitting. And then all 

hell broke loose. 

Matthew had read plenty of books detailing war. In his head he imagined a gunshot to be a dull 

bang. A little loud... A little frightening... None of that compared to the reality. It was the loudest noise 

he’d ever heard. Sharp and echoing, it cut through the air like a whip. Like a bone breaking. The noise 

was blood curdling, final and it was real. All around him was engulfed with the screaming and the panic. 

Gunfire was nothing like Matthew expected. So, so, so much worse. 

Matthew fell to the ground and crawled. Shots were being fired everywhere. Much too loud to 

call for help. Men ran around kicking him and pushing him to the ground accidently in the panic. Still 

Matthew crawled. He looked for a place to hide. The people running around were blurry and confusing. In 

a terrifying moment, a man was hit in the head with a bullet and he was propelled back against the side of 

the boat. It hit his skull-- there was a crunch, then blood. The blood was everywhere. It was almost 

artfull-- the red liquid splatter paint against the wall and deck. Matthew could only stare with his mouth 

open and his eyes welling with tears of panic. The man was dead. His eyes were empty. His body 

uninhabited. It was no longer a human with a soul and a voice. It was a corpse. Unmoving. Cold. Gone.  



All around him there was screaming and arguing, Matthew could make out familiar voices. He 

knew what the debate was about: who told the police that the I.W.W planned to be in Everett today? Was 

it rumors? A secret let slip after one too many drinks? Or a deliberate traitorous attempt to get them 

killed? 

“Well I didn’t tell! So who the hell was it?!”  

“I wouldn’t snitch if there was a gun to my head.”  

“I swear it wasn’t me!”  

Matthew hid behind a big wooden box filled with a random assortment of whiskey bottles and 

maps. He tried to regain his composure, but it was no good. After a minute or two the screams and gunfire 

became background noise. He went over everything in his head. Why did Matthew spent so long acting as 

if the Wobblies were lesser and unworthy? In an epiphany-like moment, he realized how valiant the 

Wobblies were. Matthew wished he had appreciated their bravery. They fought for their rights. They 

fought for their families. Matt only fought for himself. He was a coward and had never felt such shame. 

Matthew glanced at the corpse and said a prayer for him under his breath. He knew he had to get up at 

some point... maybe he could swim to shore without getting arrested? It was worth a try. Matthew 

couldn’t stay here forever. 

Slowly he rose, his eyes darting around the boat as he watched the Wobblies fire at the police 

boat across the dock. None of them were hiding. He wished he had their bravery. If Matthew could just 

get to the captain's private room, he would be safe long enough to regain his thoughts. Reel in his mind. If 

not, Matt felt he might go mad. Eyes searching left and right like a child crossing the street, he waited till 

it was safe to make a break for it. When Matt thought the path clear he ran the fastest he had ever had in 

his life. God help me. Please, please, please I don’t want to die. He jumped over the dead and dying men 

on the deck, darting past firing guns when something went wrong. It happened so fast there wasn’t any 

time to process it.  



An officer had fired at Matthew with precise accuracy. The bullet soared through the air toward 

Matthew’s heart. If it weren’t for his only friend, Matthew would be dead. Just before the bullet hit him, 

Roy jumped in front out of nowhere. He took the bullet head on and crashed onto the deck. Matthew 

stood for a moment-- awestruck and confused. Where had Roy come from? This couldn’t be real. It 

couldn’t. Yet it was. Roy lay spread eagle on the deck. His fingers twitching, sticky redness trickling 

down his arms.  

“No. No. Roy--” This was too much. Matthew fell to the ground and held Roy in his arms. “Why 

would you do that, you fool?!” Clinging to his friend as he lay dying, Matt could feel his breath slowing. 

“Please Roy. Please don’t go. Please don’t die. I’m so sorry.” Roy’s face was splattered with blood. His 

eyes were fluttering, eyelashes casting shadows down his cheeks. Finally he managed to speak as he 

gazed up at the sky, his eyes glazing over. 

“You...shouldn’t be...sorry.” The words fell out between chokes and coughs. Roy spat up blood 

before looking to Matthew. 

“No. It’s my fault Roy. I don’t deserve Lillian. I was wrong and cruel. I’m sorry Roy.” Matthew 

repeated his name over and over, trying to remember the sound of it on his tongue before Roy was gone.  

“You don’t understand. Matthew, you don’t understand. I was the snitch. I told the police that we 

was coming.”  

“No. No. You wouldn’t do that. Don’t lie to me.” Roy coughed, and a tear rolled down his face. 

His voice was broken.  

“I’m so sorry. I-I was drunk and”--a blood filled cough-- “I saw the officer at the bar and could 

only think about how angry I was with you--” 

“This is my fault. Oh God. Roy it was a mistake. You should be with Lillian. Roy you can’t die 

now. I....” 

“What?” He asked softly. “You what Matthew?” 



“I forgive you.” Roy smiled as the light in his eyes began to flicker. 

“Matthew...” 

“Yes, yes R-roy?” 

“I didn’t know how to tell you. But...But from the moment I saw you, I’ve been--” more 

coughing. Roy was crying openly now. He was sobbing. “I’ve been in love with you. It was never Lillian, 

Matt. It was you.” No. It couldn’t be true. Roy’s voice cracked and heaved trying to hold back the tears 

cascading down his face. He stared into Matt’s eyes-- as if hoping to see the love he felt for Matthew 

returned back to him. As if pleading that his love was not unrequited. “I needed to tell 

you...Before--before I d-die.” 

“Roy you-- you're delusional.” 

“Matthew I lov--” and then his voice failed him. Died out along with the rest of his body. 

His death lasted a million years. Matthew watched as everything he loved about his friend slipped from 

his fingertips. Roy’s humor, his laugh, the way he sauntered around with a smirk on his face, it was all 

gone. Roy Connor lay dead in Matthew’s arms. No matter how much Matt tried to subdue it, he knew 

Roy hadn’t been delusional at all. He had meant what he said. And Matthew had no idea what to think. 

Everything began to make sense... The looks through the window, the jealously, Roy’s alcoholism. Hell, 

Roy taking this damned bullet for Matt made sense. Roy had been in love with Matthew. And now he was 

dead.  

Everything was darkening. Matthew pushed the body off his lap and stood, stumbling. There was 

screaming screaming screaming. It was all starting to blur. Hundreds of Wobblies were running to side of 

the boat farthest from the guns and policemen. He wanted to scream at them to stop, but it was too late. 

The Verona was tipping and tipping and Matt was ripped from his stance, rolling across the deck. He 

covered his face as other people were shot and fell around him. Matthew held back vomit when he 

realized he was clinging for dear life to a corpse, its dead eyes rolling. Wobblies began to fall off the boat 



and into the freezing water. Matt had to stand up. He had to find cover. He needed to be brave. Shakily he 

clung to a mast and managed to stay upright despite the chaos around him.  

BANG! Blinding unbearable pain consumed him. It was a bullet. Matt had been shot in the 

shoulder. He couldn’t even fathom what was happening. His best friend had just died trying to save him, 

but it would be for nothing. He fell, hitting the ground and rolling. The pain was so intense Matthew felt 

he might faint.  

“Stanler. Stanler! Oh God. Here let me help!” It was a medic. Despite the capsizing of the boat, 

the medic managed to pull Matthew up and hold him. “Hey! Hey! Stay with me. Eyes on me.” It was 

getting dark. Matt’s sight became blurry. There was gauze being wrapped around the wound. There was a 

another shake. Gunfire was still all around. People were falling into the water. “Watch it!” The medic 

shouted as people crashed into him and Matt. It was no good, however. Everyone was attempting to shield 

themselves from the gunfire raining all around. The Verona was tipping tipping tipping. The other 

steamer, the Callista, was now sailing away from the massacre. Matthew could just make out the terrified 

faces of the Wobblies on it’s deck. Matthew’s eyelids were growing heavy. He wanted nothing more than 

to fall asleep and never wake up.  

“NO! Stanler hold on!” Matthew felt another man crash into him and the medic. Off balance, 

Matt attempted to hold onto the medic or the boat. He was much too dizzy. He was much too tired. In a 

sweeping motion, Matt was pushed over the railing and began crashing towards the dark water below. He 

managed to suck in a gulp of air before he hit the water. Matthew sunk into the green effervescence, 

darkness all around. It was much quieter down here. The gunfire only a dull pounding barely audible 

beneath the waves. It must have been freezing, but Matthew couldn’t feel anything. Not his wound, his 

aching heart, nor his deprived lungs. The gauze around the gunshot wound began to unravel, salt water 

stinging his skin. Was it bleeding again? Matthew didn’t open his eyes to check. 



There was a hand around his arm. Pulling him upwards. Pulling him towards the light. He broke 

through the water, gasping at the air. The medic who had bandaged his wound was treading water next to 

him.  

“T-thank you.” Matthew said through gulps of air. 

 “No problem let’s just...get to shore.” The swam through the waters toward the dock. The pain 

was back in Matt’s arm and he needed the medic’s help to be dragged onto land. He took a deep breath 

and looked around. There was still fighting all around. Where would he go now? What would he do?  

“I must go help my fellow Wobblies. If I were you, I’d leave before you get yourself killed.” And 

the medic was gone. Matthew didn’t even know his name. His wound was bleeding and the sounds of 

gunfire made his ears ache and throb.  

“Get the hell off me!” Matthew managed to turn his head toward the familiar voice. Thomas. He 

was in hand and hand combat with a police officer. And he was losing. Slowly, the officer managed to 

raise his gun toward Thomas’s throat. Panic flooded Matthew. He had to help. But how? Looking down, 

he saw the body of a man and he was clutching a gun. Adrenaline racing through his body, hands shaking, 

he pulled the gun out from the dead hands of the man. The gun was pointed toward the officer. What if he 

hit Thomas? Could he even get the gun to work correctly? What was he doing? Matthew pulled the 

trigger. A gasp. A final breath. Thomas looked around wildly as the body of the police man crashed upon 

the ground with a strange stunning finality. He was dead. And Matthew had killed him. Overwhelmed, 

Matthew collapsed out of pain, exhaustion and sorrow. He lay upon the ground as people fell dead around 

him, his vision getting fainter and fainter. All that was left was sleep and guilt falling upon his shoulders 

and pulling him towards the dark. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 9 

 

Bloody Sunday, November 5, 1916  

 
“Run! Run you stupid fool!” Black spots danced across Matthew’s unfocused vision; the metallic 

stench of the putrid blood stung his sense of smell. The pounding in his head slowly receded, but the 

lingering threat of vertigo persisted. A moment of muffled silence filled his ears, making Matthew feel as 

if he was drifting off in the clouds, away from the world that was burning up in flames around him.  



An earsplitting shot. A bloodcurdling scream.  

The scream came from the same voice that cried out for him to run. Glancing ahead, Matthew 

saw the silhouette of medic’s body – still, staring back with glazed over eyes.  That stranger, that brother 

who bound his wounds like his very own family.  An IWW poster from his pocket was shrewn across the 

blackened dock, shredded and tramped on. Sorrow resurfaced in Matthew’s stomach, pressing him with 

agonizing guilt. Roy, the medic, the others. The limp bodies of the Wobblies littered over the deck like 

unwanted nuisances. Matthew pushed himself up with exertion, wincing at the sharp pain in his left 

shoulder. A crashing wave of nausea swept over. The world began to swirl backwards. Matthew fell onto 

the dock, the uneven surface digging painfully into his back.  

A shuffle of nearby footsteps sent mad panic racing through his veins. The lingering stench of 

ammunition still poisoned the air. Matthew pulled up his weight by gripping onto a dock pole, despite the 

throbbing pains in his arm. Within moments of regaining his footing, a cry rang from behind: “Reach for 

the ceiling, boy!”  

God help me, the reporter prayed frantically. A string of colorful cursing formed next in his head 

– language Lillian would never approve of.  

Lillian. He couldn’t leave her.  

Roy, it’s because of him he’s dead.  

Matthew ran. 

He ran with aimless, foolish, abandon.  

Matthew never sprinted as fast as he did now. The ground moved below him at an alarmingly fast 

rate, his breath panting concurrently with terror and aggression. The adrenaline that pumped through his 

heart was boiling his internal body temperature to a scorching heat. The tumult of shouting and gunfire 

continued to ring in his ears, triggering a massive headache. A deafening shot skimmed his ear. A miss. 

Matthew could hear the furious swearing of the trailing officer. Matthew’s vision became clouded, soon 



delirious and far from reality. A livid blanket of red burst through the clouds, staining the sky with the 

blood of the fallen. Everything around him gleamed with a demeaning, blinding light. Surroundings 

whipped by in a blur of incoherent images. More Wobblies were helplessly plunging into the water; more 

were screaming out in pain and frustration and pure, raw, fear.  

But his selfish antics kept him running. No, he was just trying to save himself from absolute 

death. Matthew’s internal moral compass went haywire, as if the devil was messing with the magnetic 

fields.  

His bandage soaked through with red, his drenched clothes stuck to him with dried blood. Not 

daring to look back, Matthew attempted to snake through the meandering path between the buzzing 

warehouses and abandoned mills, practically tripping over his own feet several times.  

The gruesome memory of Roy’s pale corpse, depleted of life from a single bullet, did not waver 

from Matthew’s mind. It was his own fault. Roy’s pure, unrequited love that ended irrevocably. Matthew 

couldn’t sense it, because he was a fool – blinded with lovesickness, and childish desires. He killed him 

with what Matthew so accused Roy of. Worst of all, he was so incredibly wrong. Roy wasn’t jealous of 

him and Lillian, he was jealous of Lillian because she had Matthew.  

The yells of the police diminished into a humming murmur behind him. Convinced he had outrun 

them, Matthew stopped to gasp for air, clutching his knees with his bloodied hands. The moment he 

stopped, fatigue flooded his body with unbearable weight, and his legs gave out to the hard ground. Even 

worse, it seemed that the world would not stop spinning until hell froze over. Blackness began 

overcoming his vision again, despite Matthew’s internal protests. Before he could fall victim to complete 

loss of consciousness, a voice yanked at something deep inside him.  

“Come on, Matt!”  

Matthew’s heart wouldn’t stop thudding out of his chest. It couldn’t be.  



“Unless you want to become mincemeat, I’d suggest you pick up your useless bum, and get on 

with it.”  

That extra fire under each word when he got the slightest bit angry or obstinate. That distinct lisp 

from the licorice.  

“Roy?” Matthew croaked, struggling to regain a clear view of his surroundings through the dark 

ocean that was pulling him under.  

“God help me, Matthew Stanler.” Someone, or something, gripped the front of his torn shirt. No, 

it was like a violent breeze crashed into his bare chest. It couldn’t have been Roy. He was...dead. “Get up, 

you dingbat. The police are catching up with you, no matter how much you convince yourself that they 

aren’t.”  

“W-why are you here? Wh–” Matthew inhaled a gasp of air “–Why are you helping me?” 

Matthew was still struggling to find reason in any of what was happening, both physically and mentally. 

A blast of nausea attacked him again, and the wound in his shoulder was aching more noticeably. 

There was a moment of hesitation from whom Matthew thought was Roy. Matthew surged with 

anger. “Why don’t I die here? Injun Joe died because his cold-blooded killings caught up with him. I 

killed all of you because of my obsession for that stupid story. Doesn’t that make me equivalent to that 

horrid man? Don’t I revolt you? I have blood on my filthy hands, and the debt of sacrificed deaths – for 

me – is waiting for my repayment. You think it’s so easy to forgive? Myself, or my father for that matter? 

This tearing guilt that burns in my lungs everything I breathe is threatening to pull me apar—” A hit of 

vomit inducing pain broke his half-conscious rant, sending his thoughts in a confusing whirlpool. Roy’s 

spirit finally responded.  

“For Lillian. She would’ve wanted you to live. You need to, for her, and for Charlie.” Roy’s 

voice faltered; hesitation creeped in his words, but it was noticeable he was trying to obscure it. “For me.” 



His voice cracked, disassembling by the second. “Just keep on running, like you always did.” The more 

the ghost spoke, the more it sounded like Matthew himself.  

He was listening to the dead voice of his best, traitorous friend. One thing was for sure: Matthew 

was definitely checking himself into the looney bin if he ever survived this mess. The reporter swore 

under his breath, and hauled himself up with much difficulty. His vision cleared slightly, yet only enough 

for him to see a few yards ahead. The regret hung around his neck, but Matthew had to forget. Even if it 

was only for a second. He had to focus on the blurred outline of the path that awaited him.  

Matthew sprinted, pushing with every ounce of his might. The ground grasped at his blistered 

feet, pulling him down with invisible weights. Anywhere, anywhere was sufficient – as long as it was 

worlds away from the cursed dock. 

But he soon realized his dilemma. Matthew’s shoulder was worse enough that he had to seek 

medical attention, unless he wanted to risk a lethal infection.  

He couldn’t stop at the police station for help – God forbid what would happen. Would he be 

handcuffed the moment he presented himself? And the hospital...the hospital would raise questions of the 

highly conspicuous bullet lodged in his shoulder, and the dark blood that was smeared across his hands 

and body. Suspicion would be inevitable. His secluded apartment was too far, too far from where he was; 

Matthew knew it. And no one he knew lived anywhere near, no one who he truly trusted anymore.  

A digging ache in his arm made him wince sharply. In fact, his feet, his arm, his mind, his heart – 

everything hurt, everything held its maximum pain tolerance with dangerously low energy.  

With painful deduction, Matthew knew the only option left: the Herald. They must have a 

medical kit of some kind he could use on himself. The details would have to be sorted out later. With his 

weak legs, Hewitt avenue became miles and miles of stretching terrain. Matthew wouldn’t make it far 

enough to the Herald. His pockets bore no dimes to pay for streetcar fare, and generous strangers would 

soon shriek at the sight of his unkempt and slightly deranged appearance.  



“Are you alright?” A voice called from behind, tinged with genuine concern. Matthew’s panting 

breath stopped temporarily. “You look like you got attacked by rabid wolves.” A stifled pause. “Wait, 

Matthew?” His sentence drifted off his tongue.  

That man he met in the bar, his friend when he was just a boy. What was his name? Was it 

Arnold? Alfred? Albert? Matthew slowly turned around, causing Arthur – yes, that was his name – to yelp 

in terror. “You-you’re absolutely covered in blood! Oh my golly, yo-you need to go to the hospital. 

NOW.” Arthur gasped. Matthew felt the sudden rush of warmth from his head, the coldness creeping up 

to his face. Arthur barely caught Matthew when he fell; his weight sagged in his arms with a distressing 

sense of surrender.  

“We need to get you to the hospital.” Arthur pulled the reporter up and weaved his arm around his 

friend’s shoulders to carry his weight; a blinding pain shot down Matthew’s side. “What-what happened?”  

Matthew shook his head, trying to signal Arthur to stop towing him towards Providence Hospital 

towards the end of Hewitt Avenue.  

“If we don’t get you there, it’s going to be curtains for you.” Another furious shake of Matthew’s 

head. No, no one can know about what happened. Please. Definitely not you, or any officials. “Why do 

you choose now to clam up Stanler! Come on, it’s just around the block.” Matthew tried to swerve left, 

tried to go the opposite direction, only to be stopped by Arthur’s insistent hand.  

“No, no, no. Now is definitely not the time to catch a drink at the bar.”  Arthur laughed nervously, 

pulling Matthew closer and closer to the damned hospital. He kept urging for Matthew to walk, but each 

step felt so incredibly heavy; purpose was beginning to become hard to keep.  

Matthew’s surroundings had grown too bright again; nausea and blackness he was desperately 

trying to suppress was finally released from its reins, free to twist his conscious however it wanted to. 

Arthur’s fading words – so desperate and scared – echoed through his closing mind: “Hold on, hold on. 

Please, hold on.” What is there to hold on to? I lost everything. I hate myself, so why hold on? Roy is 



dead, everyone is dead, and the blood won’t wash off my hands. No matter how hard I try to scrub away 

the fear. I don’t deserve Lillian. Roy was right: I am a selfish, good-for-nothing snake. The world doesn’t 

deserve me. Charlie, Charlie is going to hate me for the things I have done. How will I tell those innocent 

eyes of Alice that I held a gun in my hand and shot a sheriff? A law enforcer, trusted by the masses? 

Matthew vaguely realized the grainy dirt underneath his feet had become cool wooden floor; the bare 

sunlight had become harsh incandescent light: they had reached the hospital.  

“What’s wrong with the man?” A deep, authoritative voice demanded Arthur. “Nurse, bring a 

stretcher, stat.” The man in white signaled to his side. Matthew could barely make out the silhouette of a 

older woman carrying out a moving bed. 

“Yes Dr. Blake.” The nurse responded tersely, obediently. Blake. Dr. Blake. No, my, God, no. He 

can’t be Lillian’s fath– 

“His name is Matthew Stanler, sir. I found him off the side of Hewitt Avenue near the water 

battered and bleeding.” Arthur replied while helping Matthew lie onto the stretcher. 

“What’s your name, boy? And what were the circumstances that led to this man’s injuries?”  

“The name’s Arthur. As for his circumstances...I don’t know. He wouldn’t tell me, nor say why 

he wouldn’t tell me.”  

“What is your relationship to this gentleman?” Matthew’s stretcher began to move. 

“I’m–I’m a family friend.” One who barely knows me anymore, Matthew thought painfully.  

“Well Arthur, I’d like to thank you for bringing in this man. But for now – as you are not a 

parent, relative, or his legal guardian – I need to ask you to step aside to the visiting area while we treat 

him.”  

“Um, ok. Yessir, doctor.” A scatter of retreating footsteps. Arthur was gone; he had left Matthew 

with a stranger. And the nurse. Make that two.  

“Young man, what exactly happened?” Dr. Blake urged, calmly yet assertively. 



Another shake of Matthew’s head.  

“It is against the law to reveal a patient’s history. Privacy is our priority. You will not be 

penalized. If you are worried about that, worry about your life first.” That stare, those familiar blue eyes. 

He couldn’t lie; his tongue betrayed him.  

“I got shot in my left shoulder. It–” Matthew winced trying to show him the wound. “–it hurts. 

And the bullet is still there.” The man surveyed the broken skin, and skimmed across the blood that ran all 

over his torso. His fingers examined the area near the bullet, as his nurse jogged by the doctor’s side, 

pushing the rolling bed. 

“It seems that the shot hit a major artery and that you’ve lost an extensive amount of blood, but 

no major damage to your bones or organs. But enough of talking, you’ll undergo antibiotic treatment and 

transfusions immediately to stabilize your state; the amount of blood you lost may be deadly and 

untreated could lead to a lethal infection. We’ll also need to extract the bullet from your left shoulder 

blade. Nurse, elevate the left arm and apply a pressure banda….” The doctor’s strong voice began drifting 

away, muddling with background noises. “Hurry, his condition is more urgent than I thought. Take him to 

Room 12b….” Another crash with darkness, a trickle of sweat beaded down Matthew’s forehead.  

A muffled scream. A scream, crushed with fear and spilling with sheer terror, rang throughout the 

hallway. A scream that chilled him to his bones, a scream he had never wanted to hear. It pulled at a 

protective instinct inside of Matthew. “Lillian?” Matthew breathed softly, turning his head with the last 

ounce of strength he had.  

Was he imagining her like he did with Roy? Reality blurred in and out of focus like a untempered 

dial. Lillian hovered over him, a hand over her mouth, the other holding a side of the stretcher and 

pushing the bed. Lillian’s fair hair, her gentle blue eyes, the dim sunlight from the open door hitting her 

directly in a halo of light.  



Matthew murmured something half consciously to Lillian in reassurance that everything was 

alright. Yet, the blackness he was desperately trying to overcome engulfed him in an unassailable sweep. 

 

* * * 

 

The gentle sunlight from the window pane lit up the pale curtains around him, wrapping him in 

calm warmth. Thick bandages were wrapped around his back, snaking up to the ends of Matthew’s left 

arm and neck. Small wads of cotton were tied around his arms: places where they inserted the blood 

transfusions. The linen bedding had been changed, white and fresh. It seemed that Dr. Blake had finished 

his treatment. A hush of voices outside of his compartment raised Matthew’s curiosity. A  jolt burned 

against his back when he tried to sit up; the pain stemmed from the cleaned gash in his shoulder.  

“What do you need, sweetheart?”  The same doctor who brought him in asked quietly to 

someone. Dr. Blake’s voice.  

“Is he alright, Papa?” A feminine voice whispered. It undeniably belonged to Lillian. Dr. Blake 

was Lillian’s father. He works at this hospital.  

“No swelling, which means no internal bleeding or joint injury. Some bruising perhaps. I got the 

bullet out without causing additional damage. His condition demands a good amount of rest to recover. 

Matthew was lucky; he was likely shot with a low-powered weapon. If he was hit with one with more 

power, he most likely would’ve died. We applied a dry dressing, and the wound should take two to three 

weeks for him to recover fully.”  

“Good. Thank you.” She breathed. “It looked as if he lost quite some blood. I was afraid he was a 

goner.”  

A pause. Matthew wondered if Lillian and her father had left the room.  

“You really do love him, don’t you?”  



“Is that a trick question?” A nervous laugh followed by a cough. “Yes, yes I do. In fact, this is the 

reason why I came to the hospital today. I wanted to ask you something.” 

“What a coincidence.” Dr. Blake commented plainly. Matthew could imagine how Lillian’s face 

was contorting in annoyance at her father’s response.  

“You’ve known how Matthew and I have been seeing each other? Well, I’d like have a more 

serious and committed relationship with him. Something that may lead to a longer time with him. Will 

you allow that?” A stone dropped in Matthew’s stomach. What do women mean by that?  

“Something in me is unsure. Darling, I’m only worried for you. Heading towards the sun too fast 

killed Icarus, you know.”  

“Well, in his defense, he wasn’t trying to fly close to the sun–” 

“Ah, I have taught you well–” 

“Oh stop it Papa! You and your mythological fantasies. Why don’t you read Chanel’s catalog for 

a change? You should’ve taken that mythologist internship when you had a chance; now you’re stuck 

with bleeding patients and textureless hospital food.” A joking taunt slipped underneath Lillian’s 

seriousness for a mere moment. She wasn’t the one to keep a straight face for long. “Papa, if only you 

knew how much I have changed for the better around him, and him with me.” 

“My sweet Lillian, I’d only suggest you slow down. Your spirited fire tends to get the better of 

you sometimes. We’ll discuss this later.” A chuckle of amusement hid a finalized tone.  

“Papa–” Lillian began.  

“Aside from this very important matter, can you please inform Mr. Arthur about Matthew’s 

recovery?” Her father interrupted, clearly preoccupied about his duties as a doctor first.  

“Fine.” Lillian obliged stubbornly. A rush of footsteps towards the exit of the room rang through 

the ground.  

“Lillian?” Dr. Blake called. Her running halted. 



“Yes?” 

“I’ll, I’ll pay for his treatment. If that makes up for all this fighting that’s been going between us 

about this stupid boy. But make sure that Matthew is worth this trouble.” 

“Oh thank you!” Lillian cried, shifting to a quieter tone immediately. Two pairs of feet walked 

out together to the waiting room.  A sudden tiredness began slipping over Matthew’s strength, loosening 

his full attention to the conversation.  

 After a few minutes, Lillian came back into the room, the familiar relaxed clicks of her shoes 

accompanying her easy gait. Matthew tensed for a moment, disappointed, as he was about to fall into a 

pleasant slumber. Feigning sleep, he waited for Lillian to approach closer and closer. She sat down on an 

empty side of his hospital bed, attempting to smooth her frivolous shirt. Matthew began to truly fall asleep 

again, with Lillian’s presence soothing the empty void Roy shredded inside him. But a worry kept 

bursting inside of him. Roy, oh God, she doesn’t know. She doesn’t know anything. She wouldn’t want a 

longer time with me if she knew what I had done. I’d shot Thomas, I had left all of those innocent people 

on that boat to try to save my selfish self. Lillian tucked in the sheets around Matthew’s neck, and patted 

his pillow to expand its softness.  

“Matthew, you told me many things when you came out of that operating room; numbing gas 

would work as a truth serum for you.” She laughed slightly, rubbing warmth into Matthew’s hand. “And I 

understand you may have not wanted me to know these things, so I’m going to act as if I never heard it, 

because it isn’t fair to remind you of what horrors you’ve had to face. But I can’t keep it in at the same 

time, so I’ll tell you while you’re sound asleep.” What, did, I say, Matthew thought wildly, while trying to 

keep a calm demeanor at the same time. “Blaming yourself for what happened is not right; you had to 

leave Everett. It isn’t your fault that your brother is dying. You blame yourself that Charlie would have 

avoided the mills if you just stayed to add income to your family. That he wouldn’t have contracted his 

disease if you just stayed. You blame yourself for Roy’s death–” A wince of sorrow from Lillian triggered 



the regret Matthew had finally got under lock and key. “– and if you just left me, that he would’ve lived. 

Yet it wasn’t your fault that he, he loves – loved you. You blame yourself for your dad, and wished that 

you could’ve pulled away the bottles instead of obeying his violent orders to acquire more. The Wobblies, 

damn – oh sorry. ” Matthew had to refrain from smirking; Lillian could raise a smile from him even if the 

world was crashing down upon them. “They weren’t your deaths. They were all at the wrong place at the 

wrong time. Fate isn’t in your hands, but you shouldn’t be running away from it.” The ghost of Roy’s 

words resurfaced in his mind: Just keep running. “As for Thomas, well, he was asking for it! Oh I’m so 

vulgar right now. What I’m telling you is if you keep wondering ‘if’, you’ll kill yourself. Please. Please 

stop blaming everything on yourself.”  

Matthew slowly opened his eyes to a raw, emotional Lillian. She hadn’t expected him to wake up 

so suddenly, but quickly composed herself.  

“How are you feeling?” Lillian cooed, pressing her hand against his cheek.  

“I’m alright–” Matthew smiled sadly. 

“You called for me? Is everything ok?” Lillian turned her head, her spilling curls brushing across 

Matthew’s cheek. Arthur had arrived, his head peaking out of a slit in the curtains. Lillian quickly 

withdrew from Matthew, blushing furiously. “Yes, Matthew woke up a few moments ago.” She planted a 

slow kiss on Matthew’s forehead before leaving to make room for Arthur.  

“Thank you, Arthur.” Matthew nodded graciously. “If it wasn’t for you–” Arthur held up a hand, 

silently motioning that it was nothing. 

“I have to tell you something. Before I feel as if I am going to explode from containing it any 

longer.” If you are in love with me I swear to the heavens above– “Your mother had asked me a while 

back to keep an eye on you. That is why we met at the bar; I had too many drinks and didn’t do too good 

of a job concealing myself.  And this morning she called me, saying she couldn’t reach you at the office. I 

don’t know how–how else to say this. I’m very sorry Matthew.” Arthur bent his head, as for prayer. 



“What are you talking about?” A dangerous worry began bursting at the seams.  

“He was such an inspiration for all of us. He will never leave us, truly.” 

“What, who are you talking about?” Matthew repeated, shaking with fervor. No, no, no, no, no, 

no– 

“Charlie–” Arthur sniffed. 

“Charlie what?” Matthew demanded, practically yelling.  

“Charlie, Charlie died this morning Matthew.” 

Regret, sorrow, heartache, and perhaps anger would be the normal reactions to a death of a 

brother. Matthew only felt empty refusal. He can’t be dead, he can’t be dead.  

“No.” Matthew muttered. “No, no, that’s not true–” 

“I’m sorry Matt–” 

“Roy’s dead!” Matthew’s chest felt lighter at the release of the long-kept words. “Roy is dead! 

There’s no way Charlie is too! The world is cruel enough for one day–” 

“He is though. He is. It pains me to say it, but your mother called me and told me. I’m sorry–” 

“Stop it! Just, stop!” Matthew began to get up; Arthur’s eyes shot out in alarm, and he began to 

lead Matthew back onto his bed. Matthew shoved away his hand with rapid movement, causing his 

wounded shoulder to pierce with agony. “Argh, get out of the way.”  

“Matthew, please you need to rest. You got shot for God’s sake.” 

“I don’t need sleep I need a damn telephone!” 

“A telephone?” Arthur asked, bewildered. “Why, a telephone?” 

“Yes, a telephone! I have to call my mother, Charlie can’t be dead.” Matthew didn’t dare say the 

words he thought: Everything I came for is already falling apart; I don’t want there to be another reason 

to leave. A nurse with brown hair had scurried to Matthew, determined to escort him back to his bed. 



“No–” Matthew started. Her small hand pulled him with a startling strong grip. “–no you don’t 

understand. I have to call my mother. My brother could be dead, but I know he isn’t. I only need one 

call.” Matthew pleaded to the nurse. She turned to him, her crinkled eyes sympathetic; it was as if she saw 

his situation too many times and knew the outcome.  

“I, I know I shouldn’t. But stay here.” The nurse scampered away, returning with a wheelchair.  

“Get in.” She motioned for Matthew to sit on the rolling contraption.  

“No. I don’t want a wheelchair. Just tell me where the phone is, and I’ll make it quick.” 

“No wheelchair, no call.” 

“You scold me like my mother.” Mother. I have to hear her voice. I need to hear her say it’s 

alright, that Charlie’s alright. “Fine, fine, fine.” Matthew sat down onto the cool leather seat, and the 

nurse pushed him towards the front of the hospital with hurried speed. They reached the front desk, and 

the nurse whispered something intently to the lady sitting behind the counter. She helped Matthew rise, 

and motioned for him to something to the lady’s left.  

Matthew pushed up from the wheelchair with his good arm, and reached the phone. He twirled 

the steel dialer, entering in his mother’s home phone. After frustrating moments of transfers and pauses, 

someone on the other line picked up. 

“Hello?” Alice.  

“Alice? It’s Matthew. Can you go get grandma for me?”  

“Uncle Matthew? Where are you?” 

“Never mind that, can you go get grandma?” 

“Things haven’t been that good though. Grandma isn’t very happy. I don’t know if she’d want to 

talk.” Oh God. No, no.  

“Don’t worry about that darling, just say that Matthew is on the line.”  



“Ok.” A period of silence hung in the air, tieing Matthew’s lungs tighter and tighter. A racking 

sob exploded at the other end. No, no, no, no. 

“Mama?” Matthew asked softly, a nickname for his mother when he was five. 

“Oh Matthew. Oh God, Charlie. Charlie, bless his soul. He tried to hold on for as long as 

possible; he was waiting for you. But–” A splutter of jumbled words sprang from the receiver. “–I don’t 

know Matthew. I guess, I guess it was his time to go. He–” A wail of heaving sobs. “–he died this 

morning, Matthew. And, I couldn’t reach you at the office. And I began to panic that I lost both of you, as 

silly as that may sound….” Her voice trailed off, overcome with emotion.  

The phone slipped from his hands. It hit the floor with a resonating thud.  

And it was at that moment Matthew realized he had to run again.  

I’m sorry Lillian.  

I’m sorry Alice.  

I’m sorry Roy.  

I’m sorry Charlie.  

Please forgive me.  

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

Chapter 10 

November 9th, 1916   

Charlie Stanler died at 11:15am, November 5, 1916. His funeral followed a few days afterward, 

in a small funeral home just outside of his old neighborhood. Matthew sat in the front row, with his 

mother on his right and his niece, Alice to his left. He sat respectfully with his back straight and face 

emotionless, bowing his head to pray when he was supposed to and holding Alice’s hand when she got 

restless. Charlie’s polished wooden casket sat at the front of the room with a picture of him next to it, 

clean shaven, healthy, and smiling–unlike Matthew had ever seen him in the past few months that he’d 

been there. To the left of the casket there was a lectern where people stood up to say their piece. First the 

funeral director, then Charlie’s best friend, next his father and finally a Preacher to say prayers. They all 

said the same thing, and after a while their words seemed meaningless and empty. Nobody had asked 

Matthew to speak, and he was glad. He had no desire to speak about a brother he was expected to love, in 

front of a room full of people he didn’t know.  

After he had received the telephone call from his mother a few days ago at the hospital, he had 

hailed a cab and rushed to his childhood home. When he knocked, it was Alice who opened the door 

holding a doll in one hand. She didn’t greet him but just stepped back to let him pass, shutting the door 

behind him. She pointed across the living room to Charlie’s bedroom. “They’re in there,” she said, “and 

I’m not allowed to go in. Daddy’s sick.” She sat down on an armchair looking down at her doll, fixing her 

hair and fluffing her dress. Matthew didn’t bother taking of his coat before striding across the room, his 

shoulder pounding with each step. He opened the door to the small bedroom. Charlie was sleeping on the 

bed, Clara kneeling on the floor next to him, her hair in messy coils at the nape of her neck. Her head was 

bent over his body and her hands clutched his. Her back shook with sobs. His parents were standing a few 



steps back from the bed, his father’s hand on his mother’s shoulder, her face buried in a handkerchief. His 

father was the only one who acknowledged his presence, looking up at him then dropping his eyes to the 

floor. Matthew looked back to the bed where Charlie lay perfectly still, his eyes closed, a single tear track 

down his ashen face. He wasn’t sleeping, Matthew realized; he was dead. There was a horrible silence in 

the room, an emptiness disrupted only by Clara’s sobs. Matthew felt invasive, like he didn’t belong there 

and he had no right to mourn a brother he had barely even known. But he stood there still, not knowing 

what else to do, until the emptiness had seeped through his skin and wrapped around his bones.  

Now at the funeral an overwhelming guilt swept over him, for never getting to say goodbye. It 

felt like hours before the service ended and the funeral director thanked everyone for coming. Then the 

casket was taken to the cemetery where it was lowered into ground, and everybody said their goodbyes.  

Matthew found himself a few hours later standing alone in front of Charlie’s grave. Most of the 

guests had already left but some closer friends lingered by the cemetery gates talking with his parents and 

Clara. He had avoided most of the conversation by saying he wanted one last goodbye. Charlie’s 

gravestone was a simple granite stone with words engraved on the surface. It read “In loving memory of 

Charlie Thomas Stanler, March 2, 1888 - November 5, 1916, Beloved son, husband, and father.” The 

rectangle of freshly turned dirt was covered in bouquets of flowers, ribbons, and other ornaments. Usually 

talking to a stone stuck in the ground to mark a corpse would seem silly and meaningless but there were 

so many things Matthew had left unfinished with Charlie. But now that he was standing there he couldn’t 

think of a single thing to say.  

“I-I’m sorry,” he eventually choked out, “for everything. I shouldn’t have left, I shouldn't have 

cut you out of my life. I’m sorry I didn’t go to your wedding or meet your child. I’m sorry I didn’t get to 

know you and I wasn’t there for you like I should have been. I’m sorry you probably died thinking I hate 

you, because I don’t.” He dropped his head into his hands, rubbing his eyes. “I’m sorry that when I did 

come back it wasn’t for you, or for anyone else but myself. I came for the story, not for you or mom or 



the shingle weavers.” His last conversation with Roy flashed in his mind. You're a selfish, 

good-for-nothing snake you know that? Roy had said, and he was right. “I am selfish, Charlie. I always 

run to protect myself. I did it when I was eighteen to get away from dad, and I did it here, while people 

were fighting for their rights and for their lives. I always run, and people get hurt. People die. You,” he 

swallowed, “Roy.” He stared at the date engraved on the gravestone, a lump rising in his throat. “You 

deserved so much better, so much more. A long happy life with your family, a good job that didn’t put 

your life in danger. A brother who stood by your side. I’m so sorry, Charlie.” 

Matthew heard footsteps in the grass behind him. He didn’t need to turn around to know that they 

were Lillian’s. She touched his arm and Matthew turned his head a fraction of an inch to acknowledge 

her. She stepped next to him sliding her arm through his and leaning her head against his shoulder. She 

didn’t say anything, but her presence alone was comforting and they stood there for awhile, until snow 

began to fall from the darkening blanket of clouds overhead.  

                                                 *                  *                  * 

That night Matthew sat alone on his couch, reading a story about Woodrow Wilson’s success in 

the presidential election a few days earlier. It was late and he had to get up early the next morning for 

work, but if he slept, then he would dream, and he would dream of the massacre. He’d had the same 

nightmare for weeks now, crawling over bodies to escape the pitch black water that swallowed up floating 

corpses, gunshots and shouts echoing in his ears. Next came a blinding pain in his left shoulder, and 

everything was stained with blood; his, and others who had fallen. He would wake feeling like he was 

drowning, gasping for breath. Every time he closed his eyes he could hear the deafening gunshots and see 

the light leaving Roy’s eyes.  

His hands grew tired of holding up the paper and although his eyes moved across the page, the 

words held no meaning. Matthew dropped it hopelessly to the ground, draining the glass of whiskey on 

his coffee table. He couldn’t live like this, with guilt chasing him around and memories of the massacre 



haunting him. His life in Minneapolis had been so simple, so structured, how had it fallen to pieces so 

quickly? Matthew missed his plain apartment walls, and the quiet peaceful evenings. He already had 

everything he needed for his story; there was nothing still keeping him here, he could leave the next 

morning. But Lillian’s here, said a voice in the back of his head. He had considered staying, the thought 

had crossed his mind, but it would never have worked. He had a job in Minneapolis, an apartment, even a 

few friends; he had a life. His heart protested at the thought of leaving Lillian behind, but Matthew had 

never let his heart make decisions, never let emotions cloud his judgement. Lillian’s world would go on 

spinning without him, and his without her; it had all this time, hadn’t it? He couldn’t stay, it was too close 

to everything that had torn his life apart. One more day, to pack up his things, resign his post at The 

Everett Daily Herald and say goodbye, to his mother and to Lillian, then he would go home.  

                 *                  *                  * 

He stopped at his parents house before work to tell them he was leaving. His mom had hugged 

him and kissed him when he told her. “Come back to visit Matthew,” she said sternly, “I only have one 

son now and I will not let him cut his mother out of his life.” His father glanced up from his paper to 

grunt a goodbye. Alice ran and flung her arms around his waist, making him kiss her doll goodbye for 

good measure. He hugged Clara, then his mom again before heading to work.  

He knew the hardest part would be telling Lillian goodbye. He had thought of a million things he 

could say, but not one of them seemed appropriate. Matthew tried to ignore that he was giving in to his 

selfish tendency to run away when things got difficult. He had left Charlie, he had left Roy, and now he 

was leaving Lillian. One last time, he told himself, one last time and then I’ll get my life together, I’ll stay 

put.  

When Matthew arrived at work, it was the same as always. He nodded at his colleagues as he 

made his way to his desk. He acted as if everything was normal, as if it was just another day leading into 

another week. As if his heart hadn’t been shredded up and plastered to the inside of his body and he 



wasn’t about to say goodbye to the one person he thought may have been keeping it together.  

Matthew didn’t see Lillian anywhere around the office, even her desk was empty. He didn’t spot 

her until just before his lunch break that afternoon. She was walking through the office holding a bundle 

of papers to her chest. She was smiling, as always. He got up from his desk and started making his way to 

her before he could regret it. She smiled a little wider when he fell into step beside him.  

“Good morning, Matthew,” she chirped.  

“Good morning Lillian.” He didn’t want to do this, to tell her he was leaving. He shouldn’t be the 

reason she stopped smiling. One last time, he told himself again. “Can we talk, maybe in the hallway?”. 

She nodded and followed him out into the corridor.  

“What is it, Matt?” she asked, sensing something was wrong, her smile faltering.  

He glanced up at her from where he had been staring at his shoes, and forced himself to hold her 

eyes. “I’m going back to Minneapolis.” Matthew felt simultaneously an overwhelming relief at finally 

saying those words, and a gut-wrenching guilt as Lillian's face fell and her eyes dropped to the carpet.  

“Oh,” she said, “of course.” 

“Lillian...” he searched for something to say.  

“Of course,” she repeated, “we both knew you were going to eventually. I don’t know why I 

thought you might’ve stayed.” Her words stung; even she didn’t expect anything more from him than to 

leave.  

“I’m sorry.” Of all the words that had run through his head earlier as he imagined this moment 

those seemed to be the only two words he could find. 

“I know,” she said, “me too.” Her voice was soft and warm; forgiving. “When are you leaving?”  

“Tomorrow.”  

“Well,” she said, with a tone of finality, “in case I don’t see you again, goodbye Matthew 

Stanler.”  



She reached up and planted a kiss on his cheek. He caught her face as she pulled away. “Wait, 

Lillian. Will you come to dinner tonight, at my apartment? One last time?” 

She nodded, smiling again. “One last time.” 

   *                  *                  * 

Matthew heard a knock at the door. He checked himself in the mirror before going to open it. He 

had worn his light blue tie tonight. When he opened the door, Lillian was standing on the landing. She 

was wearing a green dress and a gray coat, her shiny blonde hair piled on her head. He smiled and stepped 

back to let her pass, shutting the door behind her. He showed her to the kitchen, although she knew the 

way herself, and they sat at his small dining table discussing work and the weather and other pointless 

things. He made her baked mac and cheese with breadcrumbs, and for dessert Matthew had gotten 

chocolate cake from the bakery with perfect red strawberries. They laughed and talked and pretended that 

tomorrow he wouldn’t be moving a thousand miles away. They moved to the couch after dinner. Matthew 

poured her coffee stirring in cream and sugar the way she liked it.  

“Lillian, I am sorry,” he said, finally bringing up what they had been avoiding all night, “that I’m 

leaving.” 

She smiled sadly, “I know, I’m going to miss you Matt.” 

Her eyes looked different in the dim light. The blue looked darker and the hazel the rimmed her 

pupil looked brighter, like a patch of amber land in stormy sea. Matthew took Lillian’s hand, holding it 

between his own. “I’m going to miss you too. I think you should know that since I’ve met you I’ve been 

the happiest I’ve been in my entire life.” 

“Then why are you leaving?”  

“You know why. It’s just too close to everything that’s happened.” 

“Yeah, I know.” 

“You wouldn’t ever want...” he glanced up nervously as her, “to move to Minneapolis with me, 



would you?” 

“Oh Matthew, I’m sorry. I wish I could, but I couldn’t.” 

“Of course, I understand.”  

Lillian smiled her beautiful smile.  

“I love you Lillian,” Matthew said.  

“I love you too,” she said, her voice sweet and clear.  

She shifted on the couch so that she could lean her head against Matthew’s shoulder. “You’ll 

have to wake up early tomorrow to catch the train, you should get to bed soon,” she said softly. 

“I can sleep on the train,” he replied, draping his arm around her shoulders.  

  *                  *                  * 

Matthew watched the city of Everett slide slowly past the window as the train pulled away from 

the station. He remembered arriving at the very same station four months earlier, filled with anticipation 

and worry at seeing his family after all these years and searching out a good story of the shingle weavers 

strike. If only he had known then how far his search for the story would take him. It felt like such a distant 

memory now, as if it had happened years ago or in a strange dream. He was a different person when he 

arrived in Everett than now. Hungry for his next big headline, ignorant and unforgiving. Before when he 

had looked at the shingle factory he had seen a factory, now, as he watched it inch past he saw a murder 

scene, a prison.  

Matthew didn’t know what he expected to happen, but it bothered him that the factory was still in 

operation. Even after the Wobblies had fought and died for the shingle workers rights and safety, people 

still worked there under the same harsh conditions that had killed Charlie. Nobody even blinked an eye as 

they walked past through the streets of Everett.  

The train began moving faster and the town flashed by. Matthew lay his head back against his 

seat, trying to push away all the thoughts about Lillian, Charlie, and Roy that crept into his head. He let 



the steady constant rhythm of the train swallow him up as he watched Everett fade into the distance.  

 

 

 

Epilogue 

 

He couldn’t remember what happened the night before, nor could he remember the night before 

that. He was lying on the floor, bleeding out and nauseous. Gunshots were heard all around, panic was 

everywhere, and crowds were rioting. Matt had no idea what was going on, with only faint memory of a 

few days before, but his natural instincts helped him push forward and drag himself, despite his gunshot 

wound and nausea. Then all went wrong… ringing in his ears and a sharp pain, he looked down and he 

was shot again. He could hear Lilian scream his name in the distance, starting off fast and slowing down 

to an eventual stop. Matt, Matt! Matt...Matt.... And silence. 

 Matt woke up panicked, breathing at inhuman rates. Lillian! He screamed, and then crawled out 

of bed holding his left shoulder where his bullet wound was, gasping for air. But… it wasn’t there. His 

breathing slowed down and he realized he was in his apartment, on the floor, and completely fine. Just 

what I needed, he thought to himself, to think about Lilian. He sighed and stormed off for work. 

 His way to work was miserable, it was snowing, making the city of Minneapolis look both happy 

and depressing depending on how you viewed it. Matthew viewed it as the latter. Halfway there he passed 

two girls in skirts skipping, singing a song he had never heard before. He was never much into music, and 

seeing other people happy wasn’t his favorite thing in the world. 

 Plop. His hands were relieved of pressure as he dropped his suitcase on the snowy cold ground. 

Already cold and covered in snow, he reached down to grab it. “What a way to start the day” he muttered 

with almost no emotion. 



 *  *  * 

 3 months ago he was writing a paper with his family, Lilian, and with a live brother at his side, 

staying up late with them enjoying life. Now he was a stone cold writer who had nothing to look forward 

to in life. Even through everything he tried he just rarely felt emotions. 

 Stumbling into his office his boss's boss was sitting right next to his desk, the head of the biggest 

newspaper in the US. In complete shock he blinked his eyes 5 times to make sure he wasn’t in one big 

dream. Needless to say nothing happened. 

 The man started to speak. “You may be wondering what I’m doing here, and don't worry, I didn't 

go across the county to talk to you, but I have gotten reports of this paper being awfully dry. 

 “Well, I certainly hope the paper isn’t dry. I can assure you we are doing just fine here, more than 

fine in fact.” Matthew replied nervously. 

“I have a feeling your boss’s emotions are taking control over his thoughts. He isn’t firing you but 

you are clearly the problem here. So while I have the chance, you’re fired. You have an hour to clean up 

your space and leave.” The mysterious powerful man responded, walking out of the room like he owned 

the place. Well, I guess he did own the place. 

After the tall egotistical man left, Matt sat in his chair with his head in his hands, sobbing. 

Nothing goes right for me, he thought to himself, life is basically over. Where did I go wrong? Seeing a 

grown man sit helpless and cry is said to be one of the strangest things to witness. His normal boss 

walked in the room and pat him on the back, but didn’t really know what to do, say, or how to react. 

 “I’m sorry this had to happen, if it was up to me I would have kept you.” His now ex-boss 

comforted him. Matt stopped crying and got up, and his boss continued, “Whatever you need, I will help, 

just come to my office.” Matt was confused, he didn’t know if he should be upset at his boss or if he 

really couldn’t help it. Awkward silence passed as Matt looked at the ground, empty inside, and his boss 

left. 



Five minutes passed and Matt got the initiative to get up and clean his space. Instant regret. Every 

item he cleaned felt like a part of him being stolen away. Piece by piece he left himself behind; he left 

what he felt made him a person behind. 

It took longer than thirty minutes but obviously the owner of the company wasn’t going to sit 

around and wait for that much time, and his boss didn’t really care when he left. An hour later he finished 

cleaning up his office and left. “What now?” He muttered to himself, swearing silently on the snowy 

streets of Minneapolis. All he had left was his apartment and 400 dollars in his bank account, and rent was 

due tomorrow. He could last maybe another month and he was done for. He couldn’t use the money he 

had left to go back to his family because they wouldn’t help him. Maybe his mother would but it was too 

much of a risk; if it didn’t work out he would be stuck in Everett without shelter or food or money. 

 So he trudged through the freezing cold snow and forced himself up the stairs to his apartment. 

He opened the door, poured a bottle of wine and sat on the couch drinking until he passed out. Four hours 

later he woke up dreary, with wine stains all over his couch and a glass on its side on the floor. It was 

already dark so he decided to just go to bed. 

  

Gunfire could be heard all around him. I have to get out of here or it could all be over, he 

thought. He did what he knew best and he made a run for it, shoving past wobblies and ducking jumping 

over crates. Something is wrong. He turned around only to see Roy heroically jumping in front of him, 

taking a bullet to the chest. Roy fell to the deck like a puppet and matthew stood there in shock. Blood 

was dripping down his torn up shirt as he coughed it out.  

“ ROY!” Matthew desperately yelled, “ Stay with me. Please, don’t die on me, please!” 

“ I-” Roy coughed more blood and closed his eyes.  

“ No dammit! NO!” Matt got to his hands and knees begging for Roy to live.  

“ It was your fault. You did this to me.” Roy’s voice turned almost demonic 



“No!” Matthew cried. 

“You are the reason I am dead. Why’d you do this to me Matt?” With this line Roy’s body rolled 

over the deck and he died. Matthew felt unbearable amounts of emotion and fell to the floor sobbing.  

 * * * 

Knock, knock,knock. Matt woke up in confusion and saw he was on the floor, sheets all next to 

him on the floor as well. Two more knocks and he groaned, turning to the door up on his feet and went to 

answer it. He was met with a younger boy, looked to be about eighteen, but very energetic and happy. He 

had brownish blonde hair with blue eyes and shorts on, in the snow. 

“Mr. Stanler I presume?” Matt reluctantly nodded, and the ecstatic boy went on, talking very fast. “Oh my 

you look a mess.” Matt frowned and lowered his eyebrows. 

“Look, I don't have time for this. What do you want, what are you here for?” 

“Oh, you definitely do have time for this. You don’t look to be in a hurry for going anywhere, I’m 

afraid. Anyways, you got a letter from the Everett court of law. Apparently it is extremely urgent. They 

say to come and take a train now.” The boy replied talking so fast Matt took a few seconds to process 

what he just said. 

Matt got very upset thinking about his old home, and sighed. 

 “I’m not going back there. End of discussion.” He was about to close the door when the boy responded. 

 “It’s about your brother. Something in his will was missed and you have to come now.” Matt was 

tired of this but grabbed the envelope from the young boy’s hands and slammed the door shut. He lie in 

bed for a little while, getting over his irritation, then grabbed the letter and ripped it open. 

  

Matthew Stanler, 

  



 We have recently discovered that we missed a very major part of your brother’s will. This is 

extremely urgent and we request your presence immediately. Your train trip will be paid for once you 

arrive, and we will have a vehicle ready to take you as soon as you get off. We apologize for the 

inconvenience. 

 - Everett Bank 

 Matt thought about it and at first he didn’t want to go, but it sounded important, and if his train 

ride was paid for he really had nothing to lose considering he was unemployed at the moment. 

 Matt arrived at the Everett train station and immediately found a fancy Rolls Royce ready for 

him. The driver was tall but quiet and had proper manners. The drive was fairly boring and tedious but 

ended up being well worth it. 

Matt crawled out of the automobile and was faced with a huge building. “I must be at the Everett 

Bank” he remarked. The chauffeur led him to the office of lawyer Mark Ross and left the two there to 

talk. 

“Mr. Stanler thanks for coming. I'd like to ask you something. Theoretical question, what would 

you do with two hundred thousand dollars?” Mark asked, saying the two hundred thousand as if he got the 

money.  

“Well, I only have two hundred dollars take away the thousand rights now, so of course I don't 

know what I would do. Now what am I here for, what's so important that you give me a fancy automobile 

and a paid train ride? Just to ask me a question?” 

“I presume you would be happy with two hundred thousand dollars. What would you do with it?” 

 “There isn’t only one thing I would do with two hundred thousand, but I would probably start my 

own newspaper company here in Everett.” 

 “Well you are in luck.” 



 “No I’m not. I lost my job, my girlfriend, my brother, and my family. My life is the opposite of 

lucky. Anyways, you sent me here for something to do with my brothers will. What do you want from 

me?” 

“We missed something very important. The most important part of all in fact, Charlie's wife 

already came to receive her money. You see, your brother invested all of his money into a goldmine when 

he lost his job. He has made four hundred thousand dollars. Half of that is yours.” 

 Matt was shocked, as most people would be. Yesterday he had four hundred dollars in his bank 

account. Now he will have two hundred thousand. But there’s no way this could be true, his brother was 

dirt poor. 

 “I need more information. How on earth could my dirt poor brother have made four hundred 

thousand dollars?” 

“All I know is that he invested into a goldmine a month before his death. All of his money, too. 

It’s crazy but it happened, he invested practically all his money he had saved over the last few years. 

Anyways, enjoy your money. You are one lucky man, Mr. Stanler.” 

* * * 

Matthew left the building and the sky suddenly felt brighter and cleaner. The people around him 

were no longer obnoxious but just happy. The trees were beautiful and the streets were cleaner. It was like 

he put on glasses; he could finally see clearly. 

This is when the idea of seeing his parents came to mind. Or did he not want to ever see his 

parents again? Memories of his dad calling him a bad son flooded his mind. But could he forgive him? He 

was STILL upset at his dad but he hadn't seen him in 3 months and he just inherited two hundred 

thousand dollars. Was his dad even deserving of his money? He loved his mother anyways, so maybe he 

owed it to her. It was the right thing and from now on, he wanted to do the right thing.  



It was a long walk, but after a couple hours he finally got to his parents’ house’s front door. He 

didn’t want to knock but he knew he should knock. Matthew stood there for a moment then reached his 

hand up, and knocked 3 times.  

Helen answered the door, extremely surprised. “Matthew!” She shrieked and hugged him with all 

her strength. While in his embrace she started to cry. Matt pushed away and Helen began firing away at 

the questions. “I’m so thrilled to see you! How has it been?”  

“You too mother. Where’s father?“ he sighed and thought to himself, she always overreacts over 

everything. 

“He is out drinking again. Won’t be back until midnight most likely. Where have you been? Why 

are you here? Is your job paying for this?” His mother was both nervous and happy saying this. 

“Mother, I got fired from my job. I took the train here.”  

“Oh my lord, why’d you get fired? How much money do you have left?”  

“It doesn’t really matter. What I came here for is to tell you this. I inherited $200,000.”  

Helen started laughing. “Let's be real though, why’d you get fired? We can’t provide for you 

forever you know.”  

“No really mom, Charlie invested all of his money before his death into goldmines. Two months 

after they struck rich. He made $400,000 total and half of that went to me, the other half to his wife.”  

“I still don’t believe you Matthew but you can stay here tonight regardless.” Matt made his way 

to his old room, wished goodnight to his mother, and fell asleep as he thought of the things he could do 

with his money.  

The next morning his dad was already gone for work when he woke up and his mother was 

sleeping so he silently slipped out of the house, leaving a note behind that read: I’ll be back for supper. 

Leaving to get my money, whether you believe me or not. - Matt 

* * * 



That day Matt had been reading and signing papers all day, but what he hadn’t told Helen was 

that he was thinking about purchasing a business. He knew a bit about it from his newspaper experience 

so it wasn’t like starting from scratch, but it was still a crazy idea to buy a company.  

At about noon Matthew had scheduled a meeting with the owner of the Everett Daily Herald, Bill 

Stein, in regards to purchasing his company. To his surprise he offered the whole company up for 

$150,000. This left $50,000 spare to pay new workers which was plenty for the time being. “It may be a 

risk, but it is a risk I am willing to take if it is for my passion.” He told Mr. Stein when asked why he was 

willing to risk everything for this.  

It only took a couple days for the company to get back up on its feet with the new changes. 

Cleaner workspace, more organized meetings and constant work from everyone during their hours, no 

exceptions. Matt both owned the business and wrote for it so he had his schedule filled aside from his 

break he had given himself at suppertime.  

Helen eventually accepted that the money was real. He still hadn’t seen his father at all for the 

first two weeks of running the herald as their hours always kept them apart, which Matthew was fine with. 

Three more weeks and he bought himself an apartment. It wasn’t run down but it was incredibly cheap 

and Matt put all or nothing into the Everett Herald. 

The changes sparked a huge success. The amount of papers purchased rose by 200% in three 

weeks. The approval rating went from 70% to 95%. Businessmen all over America were in shock at the 

changes Mathew Stanler had made to this company, with record breaking statistics. Sales spiked 

increasing nearly 250% in under a month of the company being run by Matt and each paper made more 

money than before.  

It was all a dream come true, and Mr. Stanler was the one living in it. That’s not to say it wasn’t 

easy. It was only a small loan of $200,000 anyway, he had to make the changes himself to a massive 

company, but it turned out he was the right man to take authority.  



A few weeks after his record breaking results his company hired a new writer without him 

knowing. On her first day she came to work on the dot. Matt called to his assistant, “Can you get me the 

papers on the new writer?” A few seconds and Pam, Matt’s assistant walked over and handed Mr. Stanler 

the document on the new employee. 

Matthew took the paper and skimmed through the back two pages, impressed with their 

background in writing, and turned to the front. Just as he was about to get up from his desk he saw the 

name printed at the top, which read: Lillian Rose Blake.  

 

3 months later 

 

“You know Matt, I’m starting to love this lake more than I should. It is the one place where we 

can actually relax, where we don’t have to write or plan, where you don’t have to manage a company and 

where noone else is around to bother us, with no outside noise and no distractions. It’s nice isn’t it?” 

Lilian spoke to Matt softly as the wind blew leaves around nearby the dock. It was almost midnight but 

they could still see clearly from the streetlights nearby and the glistening moon hovering overhead. It 

brought back memories of sitting by the lake as a child, but Matt wasn’t really thinking about this because 

he was more worried about the ring he was about to give Lilian. 

Matt turned around and breathed in while twirling the proposal ring with his fingers. “Yes I must 

agree. Perhaps I am too consumed in work and need a vacation. I feel dreary all day.“ 

“That’s a great idea. If you want perhaps i could take over for a few days?” 

“That might not be a terrible idea. I'll think about it. But-” 

“Oh no buts. You need a vacation and you sure deserve it. Please, just relax for once.  

Matt this whole time was just nervous about his proposal. He took a sudden deep breath and went 

for it: 



“Lilean, the last few years have been hard for me, hell, my whole life has been hard to be honest. 

But something changes when I'm with you. It goes from dark to light, I go from sad to happy. You make 

me a better person; the person I want to be. I want to be that person for the rest of my life, and I want to 

be with you for the rest of my life. Three months earlier I didn’t think I'd be this far in my dreams. But 

now I am, and because of you. Lillian Rose Blake, will you make me the best man I can be and take my 

hand in marriage, for the rest of our lives?” 

Lillian was in tears hearing this, but managed to make out the word “yes!!” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 


