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Chapter 1 -Dinner with Family 

Alison S. 

November 3, 1916 

I placed the steaming leg-of-mutton pie down on the cedar wood table. Already laden 

with string beans and apple bread pudding, the table buckled under the increasing weight. I 

devoted my attention to the table arrangement as I blocked out the incessant noise coming from 

the other end of the table, where my infant daughter was doing her best to make a complete mess 

of her dinner. My 5 year old son Oliver and our nanny, Evelyn Crowell, were currently 

attempting to calm Oliver’s sister, Emma. She seemed utterly determined to not actually 

consume the food in front of her. I was completely indifferent to their words and babbling, my 

mind far away from the family dinner.  

My head was completely focused on the tension growing in Everett. The arrival of the 

Industrial Workers of the World had sent the city into chaos. Mill workers had suddenly decided 

to go on strike, and over one hundred citizens have been deputized by Sheriff Don McRae. My 

husband, James Johnson, had come home every night talking about the millworkers, the I.W.W, 

his colleagues, and the other mill owners.  

The strikes had started as a push for better wages for the mill workers. Then it was about 

the number of hours in a work day. Then free speech. Every day, things had gotten worse, and 

recent events hadn’t helped.  

James was firmly against the I.W.W. and the Labor Unions; he’d told me as much many 

times over dinner. At the Commercial Club, he and the other mill owners allied themselves with 

Sheriff McRae, opposing the I.W.W and their ideals. As his wife, it was my duty to support him 
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and his opinion. But I found myself disagreeing with him. I never told him to his face, that 

wouldn’t have been tolerated, but I found myself asking James every day about the mill workers 

and Wobblies. ‘Were there any new riots?’ ‘Did anyone get hurt?’ ‘Is McRae still antagonizing 

the union workers?’ 

When I was little, my father would always encourage me to speak out, to share my 

opinions, which was not normal practice for young girls in Seattle. Because of this, I felt strongly 

that people should be able to share their opinions, as my father had taught me to do. McRae 

shutting down the Free Speech corner, a place I passed by often with my Society club friends, 

did not sit well with me. The Wobblies’ ideals and opinions were very much like the ones I grew 

up with, and I found myself supporting them, despite my husband.  

I walked through a side door of the ornately furnished dining room to the kitchen. The 

kitchen was painted white, there was tile flooring, and a few windows covered by thin curtains 

higher up on the walls. Pots, pans, utensils, cutting boards, and knives were piled high in the 

sinks and on the counters, ready to be cleaned. The pot-bellied stove door was open for the last 

15 minutes of baking time, spreading heat from the stove throughout the room as well as the 

scent of the cooking field bread inside.  

Heat and steam hung heavily in the air, sticking loose hairs to the back of my neck. With 

the back of my hand I pushed away damp strands of hair from my face that had escaped my bun. 

Flour from the bread coated my fingers, preventing me from fixing my hair.  

Turning around, I glanced at my reflection in the window. Dark brown hair fell in slightly 

curled wisps framing my face, strands that had eluded my attempt to keep my hair in its prior 
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hairstyle. My face was slightly flushed with exertion, the apron over my black skirt streaked with 

flour.  

I never imagined this is where I would end up. A housewife, living in a small lumber 

town with a husband over ten years my senior, children at 20, a loveless marriage, and a . . . side 

indulgence. 

When I was younger, I had fanciful daydreams of some handsome man coming and 

sweeping me off my feet, a romantic courtship, a love story from fairy tales. Stephan, my lover 

was everything I had ever wanted, and he had managed to fulfill all my fantastical wishes. My 

marriage to James, however, was much more practical, and far less romanticized.  

~~~ 

I grew up in a large manor house on a hill overlooking Seattle. One day in the spring of 

1907, when I was about to turn seventeen, I came home with my friend Rose, who I had known 

since childhood. We let ourselves in the front door, smiling and laughing, our hair in long plaits 

down our backs. We had just come back from a small get-together at another friend’s house. Five 

or so of us had talked, gossiped, played small party games and such all afternoon. We had 

enjoyed the time together greatly. It was, after all, one of the last chances many of us had to meet 

with friends before we got married and were expected to play hostess at our own homes.  

Rose and I had walked in, happy and laughing. Upon seeing my father and a younger 

man in the parlor we stopped short. My father was an imposing figure. He was tall, his broad 

shoulders easily filling out his well-tailored suit. Neatly trimmed and styled gray hair only added 

to his grandiose appearance. His aristocratic face was softened slightly by kind, sparkling hazel 
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eyes, which I had inherited. The other man, however, seemed almost completely at odds with my 

father’s style.  

In comparison to Father he looked truly unimpressive. He was younger, maybe in his late 

twenties or early thirties. He was a good deal shorter than Father’s towering frame, but he still 

surpassed my short stature by about 8 or 9 inches. His wide shoulders looked slightly out of 

proportion in comparison to his diminutive height, he had mousy brown hair and nondescript, 

lackluster brown eyes. His dark corduroy jacket and khaki pants looked odd next to the tasteful 

mahogany and gilded accents of our sitting room. He lacked the charisma and presence of my 

father. 

“Clara,” Father said. “I would like you to meet Mr. James Johnson.” He then turned 

back to the man and introduced me to him. “James, this is my daughter Clara.”  

~~~ 

Just over two years later, James and I were married. We soon discovered that we really 

didn’t care much for each other. We formed a tentative arrangement in which we both avoided 

each other as much as possible, which suited both of us just fine. We were both coldly civil to 

the other, and by unspoken agreement we never fought or argued in front of Oliver or Emma. It 

was by far not a perfect, or even a decent marriage, but it seemed the best solution.  

A year after we were married, I got pregnant with Oliver. I had hoped Oliver would help 

bring us together, but if anything, it pulled us even farther apart. James started drinking more. He 

hardly spent any time at home, and when he was, he was incoherent, angry, or complaining about 

the workers at his lumber mill.  

~~~ 
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I brushed off all the flour from the white apron that covered my white blouse and floor 

length skirt, then turned to the sink and scrubbed at the leftover bread flour under my fingernails. 

When there wasn’t any left, I picked up a nearby cloth and dried my hands. 

I tipped my head back, removing the pins that kept my hair in place. My long, wavy 

brown hair spilled down my back, temporarily freed until I piled it back up onto my head. I 

pulled it back into place, this time favoring the simple but elegant top knot for dinner, and 

swapped my satin slippers for a pair of the two inch leather heels that were currently fashionable. 

I pulled the bread from the stove, cut it into slices,  then piled the sliced loaf into a bread basket. 

I glanced one more time at my reflection in the window, then picked up the basket and headed 

back to the dining room. As I walked towards the door, heels clicking on the ground and arms 

carrying the basket, Evelyn stood up and held the kitchen door open as I entered the room.  

Somehow, Emma had managed to cover her face with food from the small dish I had set 

in front of her. The meat on her plate had ended up halfway across the table. I sighed, already 

exhausted and in no mood to deal with a toddler.  

“Evelyn,” I sighed heavily. “Could you please make sure Emma and Oliver eat their 

vegetables?” 

I heard James’ heavy footsteps on the front steps, and quickly had Evelyn wipe off 

Emma’s small face and I cleaned up the table around her. I handed the cloth off to Evelyn, then 

headed to the front hall to greet James.  

I took his hat and coat from his hands and hung them on the coat rack as he stormed 

towards the dining room, angrily muttering various profanities under his breath. I followed him 

cautiously, mentally thinking over my next words.  
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“Is something wrong at work?” I asked carefully.  

“You could say that,” he snarled, seating himself heavily in the chair at the head of the 

table. He leaned over the table, supporting his head on his hand. 

His brown hair was graying at his temples, just starting to thin. His dull, muted brown 

eyes were closed as he leaned over in his chair, his wide frame was hunched over, signifying a 

rough day. I knew I would be required to open up the liquor cabinet soon. The shrill voices of 

our children would annoy him into drinking soon enough.  

James beckoned me with his hand, and I promptly grabbed a glass and a bottle from our 

supply of bootleg liquor, whiskey imported straight from Canada.  

I detested the stuff, but if it got him plastered and asleep faster, I wouldn’t argue. 

Sometimes, Evelyn and I put the children to bed, then we would come downstairs and find 

James, in a drunken rage, yelling at nobody in particular in the dining room or parlour. On those 

days, both of us would hide out in the library. Evelyn and I formed a slightly more friendly 

relationship than a nanny and her employer usually had through those nights. Tonight, it just 

seemed as if he wanted to forget about whatever happened at work to get him in such a mood.  

“What happened?” I questioned. He downed his drink as I slipped into the seat on James 

left side, across from Evelyn, who was next to Emma, and poured more into his glass. I was 

close enough to James so that I could hear him, but still keep an eye on Evelyn’s progress with 

getting Emma and Oliver to eat their dinner.  

“The mill workers are on strike. I’ll have to hire more scabs just to get the shingle 

weavers working again,” he bemoaned, mind already elsewhere. He was steadily draining his 

glass, but I could tell he was mentally thinking over what else he could do to stop the strike “The 
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West Coast Shingle Weavers Union is kicking up dust about the new wages and hours. They’re 

demanding an 8 hour day, and the wages of 1914.” He laughed, mirthlessly. “As if we can afford 

that. There’s a lull in the market, and lumber mills up in Canada are taking all the business. We 

need as many workers as we can get working for as little as possible.” He took a long draught 

from his whiskey. Already his words were slightly slurred at the edges, James had already 

consumed a fair bit of alcohol that evening. “Having the Wobblies in town isn’t helping either. 

They're just stroking the flames. It won’t take much to rile up McRae and the deputies. ” 

“Father, what’re you talking ‘bout?” Oliver’s voice drifted down from the other end of 

the table.  

In his half-drunken haze the question must not have registered in his brain. He ignored 

his son, took another swig from his glass, and leaned back, slouching in his chair.  

“It’s nothing Oliver, now eat your dinner,” I said.  

Oliver didn’t seem to mind James not answering his question and went back to 

attempting to converse with Evelyn. Evelyn, however, was trying to clean up Emma, who I then 

noticed had managed to cover her face with food again. I sighed and shook my head, recognizing 

a futile endeavor when I saw one.  

Consuming the large amount of food on the table didn’t prove much of a challenge for 

the five of us, so we finished dinner quickly and without much fuss. James, Oliver and Emma 

downed the last of the bread pudding as Evelyn and I sipped on the remains of the vegetable 

soup.  

After we were finished, I called out to Evelyn, “Evelyn, could you take the children 

upstairs to get ready for bed? I’ll be up in a minute.”  
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“Yes, Ma’am,” Evelyn said, and she  proceeded to shepherd Emma and Oliver out of the 

room and upstairs.  

I waited until the door to the dining room was firmly shut, then I turned to James.  

“How long can this situation with the I.W.W and strikes go without McRae getting 

involved?” 

“It’s nothin’ Clara,” James said forcefully, his words even more slurred from the alcohol. 

“Don’t tell me it’s nothing. The I.W.W has started coming to Everett. McRae won’t be 

able to resist getting involved. And I suppose the Commercial Club is planning on supporting 

McRae?” I said sharply. 

James made a frustrated sound. “Clara, the I.W.W.’s ruining this town! The Shingle 

Weavers on strike, the mills will shut down soon if this keeps up. Hiring’ more scabs hasn’t 

worked. McRae and his deputies are essentially the only way to get rid of the Wobblies, and get 

everything back on track.” 
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Chapter 2 - A Company Picnic 

Sydney K. 

November 3, 1916 

As I turned down the kitchen lamps, I replayed my conversation with James, growing 

more and more frustrated. I was angry with him, for treating me like I was ignorant, and for 

condoning McRae’s violence towards the Wobblies and strikers. To some extent, I was angry 

with myself, for exposing my children to James’ maudlin manner.  

Then there was my affair with Stephan. Just thinking about him made my stomach flutter 

with a mixture of emotions. Guilt at the betrayal of my marriage. Longing for a life with Stephan 

I knew I’d never have. Lastly, excitement for tonight’s escapade. I was meeting Stephan down at 

the bookstore for an I.W.W meeting.  

 Speaking of which, I needed to leave soon if I wanted to get there early enough to talk 

with Stephan before the meeting started. I turned towards the living room and saw James in his 

yellow armchair, head drooping towards his chest, a half-empty glass of whiskey in his hand. His 

usually slicked back hair was ruffled, his tie was undone, and he breathed heavily in his 

intoxicated slumber. I knew he would stay long asleep in that chair, perhaps until two o’clock in 

the morning, then wake up and stumble into our bed, too pie-eyed to realize I was not there.  

I crept towards the back door, wishing desperately that my black pumps wouldn’t make 

so much noise on our wooden floors. I slipped on my wool coat, then seeing the light drizzle 

outside, grabbed my hat and gloves as well. It was the first week of November, and from the 

stormy weather, I could tell it was going to be a bleak winter. I gave one last look at James, then 

stepped out the back door, carefully closing it behind me.  
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“Ow!” I whispered as I adjusted my hat. Those pins my friend Deborah had bought for 

me were poking into my scalp again. Oh, how I wished I could just let my hair down like those 

I.W.W women! But a proper housewife, especially that of a mill owner, wears her hair up, 

always. Maybe if I just took the children and went to Seattle with Stephan… We would start a 

new life. I wouldn’t mind living by a shingle weaver’s wage. Not one bit. But alas, running away 

would be impossible, not to mention I’d be letting my parents down. My mother was explicit that 

I married a rich, important man, so that our family would be held in high regard in Everett.  

“You’ll be happier,” she said. “You’ll maintain your status in Society. You’ll have a big 

house, and a faithful husband. You can raise healthy, well-educated children.” And although I 

wasn’t happy about it, I obeyed my parents’ wishes like the good daughter I am. Well, good 

daughter I was. Before I met Stephan. My mind flashed back to that day…  

~~~ 

It was late August in 1914. I was wearing my pretty blue summer dress, the one my 

cousin Polly had given me at my wedding. Evelyn was watching Emma and Oliver while I did 

charity work with the Society girls. That day, we were bringing cold lemonade to the shingle 

weavers at the annual company picnic for my husband’s mill.  

It was a gorgeous, blue-sky day. The picnic was being hosted on a big grassy hill right 

next to our neighborhood. The view was truly spectacular. You could see all the way down to the 

docks, where half a dozen steamships sailed in and out of the port, carrying shingle shipments, 

lumber, and other cargo. The Puget Sound glittered deep blue, and gentle waves splashed against 

the wooden pilings by the quay. 
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The girls and I lifted our skirts slightly as we climbed to the top of the hill, where the mill 

supervisor, George, had set up a table for our lemonade stand. Beth, a talkative, red-faced 

woman who often organized events for Society club was telling me about the dangers of working 

at a shingle mill. 

“Those blades they use are really quite unsafe,” she said. “Why, just yesterday, one of my 

husband’s workers-- young lad, barely nineteen! Put his hand too close to the saw and the whole 

thing was sliced off! The bone was exposed and everything! Gave my husband and the other 

workers quite a fright. It’s hard searching for men willing to work in the mills these days. It’s a 

dangerous job, you know, and low-paying. Why, there was a family-- three kids and no mother, 

can you imagine…” 

We were nearing the top of the hill, and I could see wicker baskets and plaid tablecloths 

laid over several wooden picnic tables. A throng of poorly dressed mill workers gathered in the 

shade of a large tree, laughing and talking. George, a thin man wearing suspenders and a wide- 

brimmed hat, came over to greet us.  

“Well, if it isn’t my favorite ladies!” he said with a bright smile. “Here, I can take that 

from you, it must be heavy.” George took the big wooden barrel of lemonade from Ethel, the 

youngest member of the Society club. She’d volunteered to tote the lemonade up the hill, and 

from her flushed face and breathlessness, I could tell it was no easy task for her. The barrel 

overshadowed her petite figure. Ethel sighed in relief as George lifted the lemonade up onto the 

table.  

“Thank you sir,” she said wearily. 
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“All right,” Beth said. “We’ll set up on that table. George, if you don’t mind asking your 

men to form a line?”  

“Of course,” George replied. “Boys, come on over here. These lovely ladies brought you 

some refreshments. Oh, and Ms. Johnson! James got caught up signing some forms for the 

shipments. He said he wasn’t going to be able to make it.” I felt my heart sink a bit. Typical 

James, not even showing up for his own company picnic. It was no wonder the workers didn’t 

like him.  

The shingle weavers formed a neat queue behind our picnic bench, and I began ladling 

lemonade into the metal cups they’d brought. I couldn’t help but cringe each time a fingerless or 

limbless man held out a cup. I wondered how it must feel, getting an extremity severed with a 

saw. An image ran through my mind that made me visibly shudder in disgust.  

“You all right miss?” The next man in line asked, and I realized I’d poured too much 

lemonade, and the cup had overflowed!  

“Oh dear, how forgetful of me! Oh my, I am truly so sorry.” I blustered, looking at the 

overfilled cup in dismay. I suddenly felt a rough, calloused hand brush mine as the man took the 

cup. I looked up at him, and my heart fluttered at his angular jaw and lush red lips. He was 

handsome, no doubt about it. I met his eyes, which were the color of burnt honey, with flecks of 

gold glittering like spangled dewdrops. He didn’t have the same hopelessness about him as the 

other mill workers.  

“Miss?” The man’s husky voice snapped me from my reverie. 

“Oh, sorry!” I bumbled.  
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“Don’t apologize,” he smiled at me. “You’ve done nothing wrong. Thank you for the 

lemonade.” I smiled back, blushing like a schoolgirl in front of a handsome boy.  

“You’re welcome,” I replied, and looked the man over one last time. His physique was 

impeccable, with lean muscles filling out a slender frame. His face held an air of gauntness, no 

doubt from a childhood without much food. He nodded at me, and exited the line, heading back 

to the bunch of workers standing in the shade.  

Their posture was weary, as if not even a fun company outing could relieve their aching 

bones. They had an air of sadness about them, a deep despondency. I guessed that I would be the 

same way if I worked fourteen hours a day doing hard labor. A sympathetic string twanged in my 

heart, causing me to act on a sudden, irrational thought.  

“Wait!” I called after the handsome man, and he paused, looking over his shoulder at me. 

“What is your name?” I asked. 

“Stephan,” he said. “Stephan Miller.”  

Stephan, I thought. What a lovely name. The sensible part of my brain was telling me to 

forget I ever saw Stephan. My little crush was trivial, and I probably wouldn’t see him again 

anytime soon. Plus he was one of my husband’s laborers. Any relationship with him whatsoever 

would be inappropriate and completely out of order. Still… it wouldn’t be awful if I ran into him 

in town every once and a while… I giggled to myself, and pushed the thought away, bringing my 

attention back to serving lemonade.  

~~~ 

Walking towards the bookstore, I squinted my eyes, struggling to see the rough 

cobblestone in the dim light. The wind had picked up a bit, and my dress fanned out behind me 
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like peacock feathers. The cold seeped through the light fabric, and I shivered as goosebumps ran 

up and down my legs. I would have to dig my winter dress and stockings out of the attic the next 

day.  

I’d entered the main part of town by then. The roads were empty, save for a few 

intoxicated mill workers stumbling around, shouting insults at no one in particular. I kept my 

head down, trying to remain as inconspicuous as possible. If someone recognized me… even the 

thought of it made my stomach drop in fear. I tried to imagine if my husband found out about my 

secret night escapades, or god forbid, my infidelity. He would be angry at first, then drink 

himself into a stupor, then I imagined we’d continue living our miserable lives as if nothing had 

happened. Divorcing me would be a sin, and even he wasn’t cruel enough to kick me out. If my 

parents ever learned about Stephen… I could picture the looks of utter disappointment on my 

mother and father’s faces.  

I was nearing the corner of Hewitt and Wetmore, and a glowing memory warmed my 

thoughts as I saw the faded sign that once read “Free Speech Corner.”  

I thought back to the early spring of 1915…  

~~~ 
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My mother and father were visiting for Easter, and I had a big dinner all planned out. 

Father and James were at the Commercial Club, smoking cigars with the other mill owners. 

Evelyn was taking the weekend off to visit her family in Mukilteo. Oliver was driving me insane, 

dashing through the kitchen and singing at the top of his lungs. Emma had just started crawling, 

and kept getting into the pots and pans. My mother offered to take the kids to the schoolyard to 

play for a bit while I finished making supper.  

After they left, I quickly realized I had forgotten to get currants for the pie, so I grabbed 

my coat and hat, and ran down to the market fast as I could. On my way, I passed a large crowd 

that was gathering at the corner of Hewitt and Wetmore. Some wore the uniforms of shingle 

weavers, and the rest were men and women I’d never seen in town before. They all looked a bit 
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riled up, so I went over to find out what was going on. Perhaps there was a problem with a 

shingle shipment? Or a big accident at one of the mills? The only time I’d seen a crowd of 

workers like this before was when Grant Hendricks had been killed in a mill fire.  

A man wearing a tattered brown coat and a bowler hat stepped up onto a wooden milk 

crate, and raised his hands for silence.  

“Industrial Workers of the World, union members, laborers. I welcome you to this 

meeting,” he said. “Now, everybody here has at least one thing in common.” A pause. “We’re all 

living in oppression and poverty! How many of you barely made it through winter last year?” 

The crowd gave an enthusiastic ‘yeah!’ followed by loud complaints and grievances. 

“How many of the men here work for fourteen hours a day doing difficult and dangerous 

labor?” The man asked.  

“Yeah!”  

“And how many of you don’t get paid fairly? How many of you can’t afford to feed your 

children, or buy warm clothes?” 

“Yeah!”  

“The I.W.W is here to change that! Sheriff Don McRae and his deputies will try to shut 

us down, try to scare us into submission. But we won’t stop speaking at every corner in Everett 

until we stop this injustice!”  

“Yeah!” The crowd erupted into whoops and cheers, and the man in the brown coat got 

off the milk box and disappeared into the throng. I milled around the edge of the congregation in 

confused curiosity. What did that man say he was? Industrial Workers of the World? I felt like 
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I’d heard that name before. Maybe James had mentioned something about it. I could always ask 

someone.  

I looked around, searching for somebody I recognized, when a pair of honey-colored eyes 

caught my attention. My heart skipped a beat as I came face to face with Stephan. Gosh, I had 

almost forgotten about him! 

I hadn’t seen him since the day we met, when I served him lemonade at the company 

picnic. I’d tried looking for him in town, but it was in vain. The mill manager, George, had told 

me that Stephan had gotten a job in Seattle so he could be closer to his sick mother. When I’d 

heard that, I’d lost hope, and given up trying to meet with Stephan. But here he was, right in 

front of me, after all this time.  

“Hello, Stephan,” I greeted him nervously. He looked surprised that I’d remembered his 

name. 

“Hello Ms. Johnson,” Stephan replied. I was surprised he knew my name. I didn’t recall 

telling him during our first interaction at the picnic. 

“How do you know my name?” I asked.  

“You’re the wife of the mill owner, Mr. James Johnson. I worked for him last year, as 

you might recall, before my ma got sick and I went back to Seattle. He mentioned you a couple 

times when he was talkin’ to George.” Stephan smiled at me, and his boyish smirk made my 

stomach flip.  

“Oh,” I said. “Right. Well, it’s nice to see you again.” There was an awkward pause. 

“So…” he broke the silence. “What brings you here?” It took me a second to realize he’d 

asked me a question.  
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“Currants,” I blurted. My stuttering tone took me by surprise. I was usually very eloquent 

in a conversation, but there was something about Stephan that made me jittery with excitement. 

“I forgot currants for my pie. I was going to the market to get some, and I came over here to see 

what this was all about.” I gestured to the crowd, which had somewhat dispersed. “Everyone 

seemed very upset.”  

“Yeah, Sheriff McRae’s got the strikers real mad. He and his deputies keep roughin’ up 

the picketers, and sayin’ the people aren’t allowed to speak their minds in the streets. That’s why 

we came to Everett. To make sure laborers get to keep their constitutional rights.”  

“You’re part of the I.W.W?” I asked.  

“I joined up when they were in Seattle. Saw ‘em protesting when I was takin’ care of my 

ma. It was incredible. Women and men of all races comin’ together to fight for the greater good.” 

Stephan gestured at me to walk with him, and we casually strolled down the cobblestone street 

towards the market. I kept my head low, and stayed in Stephan’s shadow, just in case anyone 

recognized me. I had no desire to explain to James what I was doing hanging around a shingle 

weaver.  

“Please, tell more about the I.W.W. Why are they in Everett?” I had so many questions. I 

wanted to know everything about Stephan. He wasn’t going to keep me in the dark about 

anything like James did. I’d spent hardly ten minutes with this man, and already I felt about him 

like I’d never felt about anyone else before. He was passionate about so many things that I was 

interested in-- labor rights, equality for women, free speech.  

“Our aim is to unionize workers internationally. Specifically laborers,” Stephan 

answered. “We want to give them more of a voice, and encourage them to fight for fair wages 
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and reasonable hours. Here in Everett, the mill owners aren’t paying the shingle weavers enough 

for the hours they work. Erm, no offense to your husband, of course. I’m sure James is a good 

man,” he quickly added. I laughed.  

“None taken,” I said. “My parents arranged the marriage between Mr. Johnson and I. 

There was never a true connection between us,” I said wryly. Then I blushed, embarrassed to be 

talking badly about my husband to a man I hardly knew.  

“It’s all right,” he said, sensing my discomfort. He seemed unsure how to continue, so 

instead he changed the subject. “What are you interested in, Ms. Johnson?” He asked.  

“Please, just Clara is fine,” I replied. “I’m particularly concerned about free speech. 

Specifically, that of women. I suppose that’s why I’m so interested in the I.W.W. From what I’ve 

seen and heard so far, it seems like women in your organization are given a voice.”  

“That is correct,” Stephen said. “Women are allowed, and even encouraged to speak out 

at meetings and rallies. Most of our female members are well respected amongst the Wobblies. 

They are fearless, well-spoken, and inspiring. You would fit right in.” He looked at me sideways 

as I beamed at his compliment.  

“Do you really think so?” I exclaimed.  

“I really do,” he said warmly. “I don’t know you very well, Clara, but I would like to. I 

believe you would be a valuable addition to the I.W.W.”  

“Oh I really would love to join your organization! But my husband…” I trailed off.  

“I understand,” Stephan stopped and turned to face me. We had reached the market. “If 

you change your mind, the I.W.W meets every Thursday night at the bookstore just past Hewitt 
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and Wetmore at eleven o’clock. We would love to have you there.” He paused, then added, “I 

would love to have you there.”  

My heart fluttered. The more I talked with Stephan, the more I wanted him to be a part of 

my life. He was driven, inspiring, and intelligent. He seemed to genuinely care about my 

thoughts and actions, which was a lot more than I could say for my husband. Also, Stephan’s 

striking features were a nice change from James’ greasy hair and ever-expanding waistline. 

Stephan had just invited me to join an organization that would allow me to speak my mind on 

important political and economical topics.  

Empowerment, freedom, and maybe a little romance were just a mile away, gleaming 

golden at the top of a mountain. But the rocky road up was a treacherous path of doubt, 

disappointing looks, and a whole lot of risk. I decided to hike up my dress, and sprint to the peak.  
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Chapter 3 - The Meeting 

Maddie K. 

November 3, 1916 

I listened to the routine click of my shoes on the sidewalk as I distracted myself from the 

wave of goosebumps that traveled up my body. I was excited to go to the protest. A rush of 

excitement went through me as I quietly escaped the house. On the walk over I always ended up 

lost in my mind, replaying memories. I liked to remind myself why I was going to the meetings 

and protests. I always remembered the days where I had free speech, but never stopped for a 

minute to be grateful for it. I never imagined as a child what it would be like to get such a thing 

taken, until I married James. 

A sudden gust of wind blew over me and I could barely see what was ahead of me. The 

lights weren’t getting any brighter and the wind was becoming difficult to walk through. I was 

extremely cold and I began to shiver. I had to push through the cold, for it would become even 

harder to attend meetings and protests in the coming winter. 

Every time I passed someone on the street, I kept my head down and avoided them, I 

didn’t want to be recognized by anyone else on the street. I just needed to get to the meeting, 

then I could be warm again. Nearing the bookstore, I looked at the uneven cobblestone I walked 

on. I kept going, I wanted to arrive before the protest started so I could find Stephan. 

A group of mill workers stood and talked beside a street light. The room smelled of dirt 

and sweat. Some of them had missing limbs or fingers, and most had overgrown beards and 

messy hair. I glanced at them as I passed, making sure they didn’t notice me. The sound of my 

heels clicking on the sidewalk weren’t heard over their yells and laughs. I didn’t want them to 
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confront me, I couldn’t be seen and I needed to arrive to the bookstore on time. I began to walk a 

little faster until their voices were only echoes behind me.  

I was almost at the bookstore, when I passed an older street lamp. It was shorter than the 

rest, and reminded me of the street lights I would pass in Seattle as a young woman.  

~~~ 

I was seventeen at the time, and going on a midday stroll with Rose. I was in my last year 

of schooling, and my parents were searching for a suitable husband that I would marry soon. It 

was a lovely spring day, the sun was shining and we were walking back from Pike Place Market. 

My woven basket was filled with fresh produce and bread for supper. 

Back then were simpler times. I wore my hair in a long plait that would always swing 

back and forth behind me. Rose and I would speak of when we imagined we would marry, and 

provide children for our husbands. We would daydream about meeting our soulmate, and 

cooking grand meals and going on picnics. Our children would play together in the yard while 

we watched them from inside.  

Rose met a well-known and successful banker, whom she loved. She told me her dreams 

of marrying a man and having three children. She always said she fantasized plaiting her 

daughter’s hair, and dressing up her children for company picnics. Rose said she  wanted to do 

her husband’s tie every morning before work, and cook the best, most lavish meals for her 

family.  

I remember the day she told me she was to be married. We were walking in Seattle to get 

groceries. We were talking about school and what would be included in the yearbook when she 

told me. 
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“I have good news to tell you,” she said. I remember seeing her smile grow wide and she 

let out a small cheer. 

“Oh, what is it? Do tell,” I said curiously. Rose was ecstatic, her hair swung behind her as 

she almost skipped with joy. 

“Mother and Father have introduced me to my to-be husband! His name is Edward 

Wallace and he works in the bank. He is very wealthy, polite, kind, handsome, and we are 

getting married in June! Oh, I was waiting all night to tell you!” she said. She kept going on and 

on about Edward, and I was overwhelmed. I was happy for her, but I always imagined I would 

be marrying first because I am older than Rose.  

I was looking forward to finding my Edward, but I didn’t. Edward was a fine man. He 

was everything a young woman dreamed of for a husband. He and Rose were happy, despite 

having an arranged marriage. Rose and Edward gave me high expectations for a marriage. I 

believed that my husband and I would be happy like them, but those expectations were crushed 

only a few days after meeting James. I am happy her dream came true, but I wish mine did as 

well. 

~~~ 

Once 1915 began, I began to reflect on what James would say about his workers. I 

realized that mill workers deserved better. It was hard to differentiate the truth and what James 

was always going on about. I had only ever heard what James said about the I.W.W. 

“Those I.W.W. members are driving me crazy!” James would say. “I give them all the 

money I can, they’re just ungrateful,” he would always say. Or, “If they lose limbs, it’s their 

fault, not mine.” He would always blame them, nothing was ever his fault. I never blamed the 
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workers, never believed that he was right, but being around Stephan made me understand other 

perspectives. I realized the mill workers were like me; trapped. I was trapped in a marriage, and 

they were trapped in a job they couldn’t escape. If they left, they and their families would starve. 

If I left, god knows what would happen. 

~~~ 

I shook myself out of the thoughts in my mind. I always ended up getting lost in my own 

thoughts on the long walks I took. I began to shiver, but I was almost there. The walk to the 

I.W.W. meetings frightened me more than I imagined, but I felt alive and adventurous at the 

same time. 

My younger self would be in awe of me, but also disappointed I would be so rebellious 

against my duties as a daughter, mother, and wife. Younger Me could never understand my 

motives. Young Clara could never understand true love and what a person would do for it, and 

she would never understand why I try to help the mill workers. She couldn’t understand what life 

is like without the option to advocate, she wouldn’t understand, not yet. I can only imagine what 

Young Clara would say to me, but I don’t care what she would say, because I know what I’m 

doing, and I’m doing it anyway, despite what Me seven years ago would think. 

I tripped on a bump on the sidewalk, which happens occasionally on my late night walks. 

When I walked near the next street light, I turned my attention back to the click of my heels to 

distract myself as I near Hewitt and Wetmore. Almost there, I thought. I focused on the sidewalk, 

and how it became lighter and dimmer every time I would pass a street light. Click, click, click, 

click, click, the sound hypnotized me. 
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I looked up, and saw it, the Adam Hill’s Bookstore. The windows were covered, but the 

dim light just barely leaked through. I could hear them, even from outside the small brick store. 

The multicolored brick matched the rest of the buildings on this street. It blended in perfectly.  

My fast-paced walk became a dash. It wasn’t ladylike, but I was in need of warmth. I 

opened the door and was overwhelmed by yells, cheers, and the strong smell of sweat. It was 

extremely warm in the tiny bookstore. There were many people crowding inside, it was hard to 

find space to stand. I always arrived later than the actual meeting, because nothing very exciting 

or important happened during the meetings until an hour has passed. 

A man with an I.W.W. badge was in the center of the bookstore, with other members 

crowding around him. I looked around the bookshop. The wooden shelves were filled with 

multicolored books. The rug in front of the door was covered with mud and dirt from the 

people’s shoes.  

I walked away from the posters in the corner to the shelves in this small store. The books 

were mostly brown, black, and blue with some occasional vibrant colors. Every single one is 

unique in its own way. Each one had a different font on the spine and the cover, a different shade 

or color than the one beside it, and it was different from any others in the store. I turned back 

towards the crowd to try to find Stephan. 

I walked towards the potbelly stove; that side of the room was spacious compared to the 

rest. As I began walking over, I saw a tall man with red hair meet my eyes. I let out a quiet sigh 

of relief. I walked over towards him, and stood next to him, the stove warming me up from my 

long walk. We glanced at each other and for a moment, everything in the world stopped. The 

loud sounds around us couldn’t be heard, everything around wasn’t important. I just saw him.  
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His honey eyes melted mine with his stare. After what felt like eternity, I smiled and 

looked away towards the crowd in front of us, but the only thing I could think about was 

Stephan. The shouts and cheers of the people inside became background noises, my thoughts 

overwhelming my mind. 

The yells and cheers stopped, and everyone around us started engaging in conversation. I 

could think clearly now that everyone had stopped yelling. I saw a scrawny, short young man 

with light brown hair walk towards Stephan and I. It was David, an acquaintance that often 

attended I.W.W. meetings and protests.  

“Ms. Clara, Stephan, good evening,” David said, nodding.  

“Good evening David. How are you?” Stephan asked.  

“I’m quite well, how are you?” David took off his hat and stepped closer towards us. 

“I’m doing well, just trying to participate in the meeting since I won’t be going to the 

protest tomorrow,” he said. Stephan glanced at me momentarily before turning his attention back 

to David. 

“That’s a shame, but you can’t go to em’ all, right? What about you, Ms. Clara? 

Everything good at home?” David asked, turning towards me. 

“Yes, everything’s great,” I said. Another man was walking towards us. His large figure 

was pushing people aside. 

“Hello, David! Nice to see you. How is everything?” The man asked. His large green 

shirt tightly hugged his body and made his sharp green eyes pop. 

“Hey, Robert! I’m just doing what I can, you know? I’m just focusing on savin’ up for 

some winter coats for the kids, but I don’t have the money,” David said. 
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“Well, we got a bit of time before it’s winter, I’m sure you’ll be fine,” Robert said.  

“I’m sure as well, but you know me, always worrying.” David said.  

“Definitely,” Robert agreed. He moved closer to David, until they were in between 

Stephan and I. My back was against the wall, so I scooted to the side towards the door, people 

were filling the room up and it was getting a bit too crowded for me in the small bookstore. I 

passed a group of I.W.W members huddled around the doorway. A man with short blonde hair 

and a large brown coat was beside me. 

“Hello! Excuse me!” the man shouted near the doorways and conversations dissipated.  

“Thank you for your attention. My name is Kit and I have a few announcements about 

the protest tomorrow. Make sure to bring your songbooks just in case. It is supposed to be sunny 

tomorrow, so bring a sunhat. This is not a requirement, but if you have posters then bring them. 

Most importantly, remember why you’re here. Thank you all for coming and I will see you 

tomorrow!” Kit ran his hands through his hair and stepped outside. I was near the entrance, and 

everyone was filling out and pushing against me. I felt like I was stuck in a river and was trying 

to swim the opposite way. I squeezed through the crowd and headed towards the bookcases.  

Once I passed everyone when I saw Stephan holding a yellow book. I scanned the room, 

we were not alone. I approached him. 

“Good evening, Stephan,” I said. 

“Hello, Clara. It’s lovely to see you. How are you today?” He asked. He smiled at me and 

his eyes pierced mine, causing butterflies in my stomach. 
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“I’m well. It’s unfortunate that you won’t be attending the protest tomorrow. The group 

could always use your determination and it’s always a pleasure to see you,” I said as I turned to 

Stephan. 

“Thank you, Clara. I wish I could participate but my mother needs some help with the 

house tomorrow,” Stephan said. I turned around and looked at the others in the room, but they 

were already out the door.  

“It seems that we are alone now, it must be very late,” I said, “Do you happen to have a 

watch?” I asked.  

“I do,” Stephan said as he pulled down the cuffs of his coat and looked at the time, “It is 

half past one,” Stephan said and stepped towards me. We were close but it felt that we were a 

mile apart. 

“Well I still have a good amount of time left,” I smile crept up my face. 

“I’ve missed you, Clara.” Stephan confessed. 

“I’ve missed you as well. It’s been so difficult going through the days knowing I could be 

with you,” I said. Stephen’s rough hands rested on my waist and pulled me closer to him. 

“I understand, but the only thing that gets me through the day is the thought of you,” 

Stephan’s handed interlocked with mine as I blushed. 

“That is very sweet, Stephan,” I say. Stephan pulled me closer for a tender kiss. I felt my 

legs weaken and my heart melt. I felt as if I had been holding my breath for days, and when he 

held me I could finally let go and breathe again. Once we pulled away Stephan wrapped his 

muscular arms around me and held me in his embrace. 

~~~ 
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It was at least three o’clock in the morning when I had arrived home. When I reached the 

door, I took my pumps off to not wake anyone. I grabbed my shoes and opened the front door. I 

winced when it creaked. I walked on my toes as I headed toward the bedroom. James was curled 

up in the blanket as he snored loudly. I placed my shoes on the rack and slipped into my 

nightgown. I went to the bathroom and unpinned my hair, my brown hair fell to my shoulders 

and formed slight waves. I walked back to the bedroom, and crawled into bed. I felt my entire 

body collapse and relax once my body reached the bed. James was hogging all the blankets, so I 

tugged on a corner which covered me perfectly and fell asleep. 
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Chapter 4 - The Protest 

Sydney C. 

November 4, 1916 

The next morning, after making James a breakfast of rice meat and jellied veal, I donned 

my coat and hat. James had already left for the day and I told Evelyn not to expect me home until 

late and that I was volunteering with the Society girls. As I left the house I rushed down the 

cobblestone street. My low heels making it easier to move along the uneven stones. I hurried 

along the sun shining down on me. It was about noon on the fourth of November and I wanted to 

get to the protest early and perhaps get a spot with more room. I wasn’t quite as fortunate as I 

had hoped and others had had the same idea. The protest was already getting started about fifteen 

minutes after I got there and I couldn’t really complain, being excited about the cause.  

The crowd was swelling. The ranks were growing and the mood was tangible in the air, 

the pulsing desire for change and equality making everyone rowdy. I was excited to be there, 

even if Stephan couldn’t make it. I really did miss him though. I wished he could have stayed but 

I understood why he had to leave.  

It got more and more crowded outside the mill. The cheers growing, the speaker in the 

middle of the crowd gave frequent pauses for the ample applause that followed his statements. 

He was young but had bags under his eyes. So purple they looked like bruises. With the 

beginnings of a beard on his chin, he didn’t look much older than twenty. His clothes were worn 

and his face held a gauntness to it, as if he had been malnourished for quite some time. There 

was a defiance about him too. As though he was ready to cause trouble for the people making 

lives harder for him and his fellow workers.  
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He started to lead some of the more popular songs from the songbook, the rest of us 

singing along in our disharmonious voices. We sounded like an out of tune choir that made up 

for its sound in heart and enthusiasm. His demeanor while singing was not only defiant but 

joyful as well, his arms flailing goodnaturedly in an attempt at conducting. The chorus to The 

Rebel Girl was particularly popular among the women of the I.W.W. and was repeated with 

gusto at least twice. By the time we had gotten through about three songs the crowd was worked 

up and excited. We started cheering once more, galvanized by the lyrics.  

We had gathered outside of one of the more prominent mills. I had made sure it wasn’t 

near the one that James owned just in case of being recognized. I came here often not just for 

protests but to volunteer with the society club. We served lemonade at company picnics, and did 

other good works. 

The sky was brightly lit. The sun beaming down with a cheery light. The sounds of the 

mill were present in the background, but not overwhelming. The crowd got more and more 

excited around me, and I found it harder and harder to be engaged by the never-ending stream of 

orators. The cheers closer to the road were getting louder and less excited, the sound seeming 

more terrified and defiant than happy. Most ignored them and kept on listening to the speeches 

and cheering. I glanced towards the entrance but didn’t see anything, so I went on with the rally. 

The cheering around me was getting nearly deafening, and I decided to take the risk and move 

away from the tightly packed crowd of people.  
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I moved back to the edge of the crowd and perched myself on a rock that gave me a bit of 

height. I stood in the center of it, getting more room and height from the stone. Now that I wasn’t 

being jostled by the crowd, I looked around, wishing for Stephan’s warm rough hands around 

mine, twirling me around to the songs that we sang, and staring into each other’s eyes, each pair 

lightened and energized by simply our close proximity. I turned toward the speech maker and 

listened, hoping to hear of things that had already been done to meet our needs and demands. All 

I heard were inspiring words meant to signal change.  

“We have all been wronged by the mill owners! Some with poor wages and long endless 

hours. Others by the Commercial lub and its banning of free speech on Hewitt and Wetmore! We 

are united in our goal for equality! We all want the same thing for the mill owners to give us our 
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freedom! We have been enslaved by their greedy hands silenced by their endless tirades but no 

more! We will unite and through unity we shall achieve our goal!” As the speaker paused for 

dramatic effect, the yelling and shouts from outside started to become more prominent. They 

were coming from the side of the road where I couldn’t quite see. I assumed it was just a fistfight 

between more brash workers, and that they would clear it up soon enough and move on.  

The sounds of scuffling were amplified for only seconds before the next person got up 

and started to sing. The rest of the crowd sang along, but I chose to watch and soak in the 

excitement and assuredness of our victory against the mill owners and the commercial club. I 

continued to hope that the rumors were true that tomorrow Stephan would come on the Verona, 

with the I.W.W. We would have a happy reunion as we rallied for our cause.  

As these thoughts filled my mind, I drifted away into a world of my own making. In it the 

mill workers had achieved their goal. They had reclaimed their 1914 pay and had gotten their 

eight hour work day. I thought mainly of Stephan in this instance because he himself was both a 

mill worker and an I.W.W. member. The lumber barons and the mill owners were no longer just 

sitting in the commercial club and collecting funds from the fourteen hour days of the workers. 

They actually checked in on the progress of the workers, and cared about what happened to 

them. The mills were getting more business, and became solid in their place in the world of 

lumber. Most of all, free speech was allowed on all corners, even Hewitt and Wetmore. As a 

woman I understood the desire to be heard, and it deeply resonated with me. I started to 

remember the stakes of being here. Being caught by anyone was not an option for me. If James 

were to find out about my escapades he may take out his frustrations on the mill workers. I 
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supported the I.W.W for their free speech movement and  I didn’t want them to be wronged 

unjustly.  

A sudden jostling of my arm pulled me from my fantastic imaginings. It reminded me I 

was in a crowd with many people. As I started to become more aware of my surroundings, I 

noticed that what I had thought were cheers were actually shouts of pain and agony. The once 

buoyant happy cries were now filled with surprise, anger, and terror. I looked around, suddenly 

panicked. I had no idea what was going on. From my position on the rock, I tried to look over 

some of the heads in the crowd to see what was causing the commotion.  

Usually I relished the crowd. It kept me calm because it lessened my chances of being 

caught. Today I just found it troublesome. My height made it hard to see over the many heads. I 

was on the shorter side, only about five feet, but I soon found what I was looking for. To the left 

of the protest were a group of men, armed and wearing deputy badges. They were shoving 

people out of the way, and beating and hitting those who tried to fight back or didn’t comply 

with their demands. They had started on the left side and were working their way through the 

crowd. Since it was next to a fence, the protest was essentially a trap. 

 I was already concerned that I would be recognized and caught, scared that someone 

might inform James of my evening excursions and daytime activities, but this just confirmed my 

fears and turned them into a terrifying reality. I stopped craning my neck, and I looked towards 

my left where all the noise was coming from. I could no longer see the altercation but I looked 

anyway. As I did this, I stepped off of the stone and almost tripped into the wall to the right of 

the crowd. I stepped away and looked back to my left. I could make out figures shouting near the 

street. They stormed through the crowd, rounding people up and cuffing their hands. I tried to 
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see if there was a way for me to get away from the sudden push of the crowd towards me. I 

found none and was backed further into the corner until people were being shoved away from me 

and towards the entrance to the store. I was standing still, frozen with shock. I knew I would not 

be able to run without being seen or drawing attention to myself. As the men neared, one of them 

seemed to recognize me. It was McRae. 

With a glint in his eye, McRae he shoved his way through the crowd, when he reached 

me he said, “Well, well, look what we have here. Aren’t you supposed to be at home with my 

good friend James?” I started to think back to the times McRae had had dinner with James and 

our family in the past. He had always been paranoid about I.W.W and it had only gotten worse.  

~~~ 

I had been working all afternoon on the meal, knowing that McRae was coming for 

dinner. He was on his way to meet James to discuss the Shingle Weavers striking. They wanted 

to exchange views on effective methods for hiring scabs and eliminating the problem.  

Once McRae arrived, I curtly escorted him to the dining room, where James was waiting 

for him. James had told me ahead of time to provide pre-supper refreshments, so I was still a bit 

grubby from working in the kitchen. I had some platters set out on the table, and James made 

sure that our bootleg liquor was available.  

James ordered me out of the room, telling me that it was his business. I really did want to 

know what was happening, though, so while they talked, I lingered outside the door, 

eavesdropping on their conversation. As I settled myself, I only heard snippets of what they were 

starting to say.  

“ . . . scabs aren’t working . . .” 
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“ . . . workers striking more . . .” 

“ . . . Wobblies are rallying . . .” 

“ . . . can’t afford to keep the mill open with all the scabs we’re hiring . . .” 

 I heard the conversation pause, so I quickly scrambled to sit on the couch and act 

naturally. I had just picked up a book when James came into the room and narrowed his eyes as 

he asked for another bottle of whiskey. I rose, obliged to help, and when I came in, McRae was 

resting his head on the table, seeming tired, though I wasn’t sure if it was from a long day, or too 

much alcohol.  

I replaced the empty bottle on the table and lingered in the doorway, both of them aware 

of my presence but ignoring it.  

“Say, James, how do you think this whole Wobbly thing will work out? I think they are 

going to try something big. They might go too far.” 

“I don’t know Don. I mean if the strikers don’t let up they might take things further than 

free speech and money.” 

~~~ 

His voice was rough, like sandpaper, coating the inside of my ears. It had a demanding 

quality to it, as though he was used to getting what he wanted. He always spoke much too loudly, 

as though to make up for the deficiencies in his character. Don McRae was our town’s sheriff 

and leading supporter of the mill owners. He grabbed me roughly by the arm and cuffed my 

hands, the cool metal scraping my skin. I knew it would be raw tomorrow if they didn’t remove 

them.  
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I was shoved through the crowd and into the paddywagon. It was already filled with 

people packing the small space. An cold feeling started to permeate my chest, it was not caused 

by the air, or the hate I felt for my husband and the other mill owners, no, it was my 

apprehension of talking to McRae. I was unsure of what he did or didn’t know about my 

involvement with the I.W.W. I sometimes attended other rallies, but as far as I knew no one with 

connections to James or McRae had ever seen me. What if he found out more than just my 

involvement with the I.W.W? If he found out about Stephan I would be ruined. My reputation in 

tatters, and alone. My mind continued to race with the possibilities of what could happen while 

we continued our ride in the back of the paddywagon. We were being driven down to the county 

jail. McRae said it was for disturbing the peace but we all knew better. It was for our protesting 

and our demands nothing less. I was still thinking about ways to appear innocent. If I could 

convince McRae I was only at the protest by accident perhaps he would let it slide. I kept 

running through scenarios in my head. My imagined conversations with McRae often ended with 

me in jail. I couldn’t think of a reason why he wouldn’t use my being at the protest against me. 

My panic continued to build up, but was still hopeful I wouldn’t end up in prison.  

I had heard that the jail was a drab, bare, and cold place. With grey unpainted stone walls, 

few widows and a grimy floor from the gossips in the Society club. They gave me an earful 

about the place after they came back from volunteering there. I had seen the front of the jail 

many times passing through the town while shopping or going to society club meetings. I never 

thought I would go inside. Especially not for a reason such as this.  

The windows on the door in the back allowed me to see the sun as it started to sink 

behind us. I knew we had reached the jail when the doors opened and we were dragged out of the 
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car. I tripped on the way out and McRae helped me get up and started to shove me towards the 

jail entrance. Some were shoved so hard they fell to the stony ground and then hit for lagging 

behind. That slowed our progress amply as the other people walking to the entrance stopped to 

help them up. That angered McRae quite a bit. He started yelling at everyone to hurry up, saying 

he didn’t have all evening and had things he needed to get done. The way he said it sounded like 

a threat.  

I was getting more and more anxious with each step, dreading the inevitable questions 

from McRae. I was trying to think of things he might ask to formulate convincing lies, perhaps to 

just dissuade him from further lines of questioning. I was concocting a story about following a 

friend to the protest out of concern when we started to get shoved faster and more insistently. We 

had made it almost to the entrance so they yanked open the doors and started to shove the front 

of the crowd into the building. The crowd started to thin the more people that streamed into the 

jail. Some were trying to fight off the deputies but they couldn’t do enough and were shoved 

inside.  

 I reached the entrance which was brick with two large black doors in the center of the 

front wall. The sign next to the door stated: “Everett County Jail”, in bold letters. To the left of 

the door was a barred window, high off the ground. I was directed to the part of the jail that was 

for women and children. The inside was a large room, with two large cells on one side capable of 

holding many people. On the other were two more, also large, with capacity for many occupants. 

The air smelled stale like it had been recycled through twenty other people before me. And it had 

a faint undertone of dust, just enough so that you could tell. The floors of the cells were so dirty 

you could hardly see the cement as if people never bothered to sweep them. People entering and 
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exiting the cells had left definite marks near the entrances. The right side of the room was used to 

house the men and on the left were the two cells reserved for women and children. I did not 

relish the thought of spending much time there. Especially not now. McRae had things against 

me now and I could not fathom what he would do with them, and it couldn’t be good. I went and 

stood against the wall with everyone else.  
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Chapter 5 - The Interrogation 

William S. 

November 4th, 1916 

The deputies had lined us up, hands cuffed behind our backs. The guards were separating 

all of the I.W.W. members to the back of the prison where the cells were. The prison walls were 

a gloomy grey color. They were being taken one by one to the back to the cell. After they were 

taken to the cells I was the only one left. Then a deputy approached me. 

“Sheriff Don McRae would like to speak with you,” one of the deputies told me. I simply 

nodded as he took me through a small hallway to the right of the entrance. There were many 

rooms with different names hung up on the doors. I was taken to the end of the hallway to a door 

that had the name Don McRae on it. The deputy gave a light knock on the door and slowly 

walked in. The room was empty. 

“Sit down and wait here for McRae,” The deputy said. It was a gloomy place. I was by 

myself, sitting in front of McRae’s desk. I looked out of the window and saw buildings. The 

deputy was out in the hall watching me in case I escaped. There were some tables around the 

room with many papers on them. There was a big wooden thing holding all of the keys for the 

jail cells. The door to the hallway was to the left of me. Then I heard noises behind me and I 

turned around in fear of the police officers. It was getting dark outside and the lights were off. 

My hands were handcuffed and they were behind the chair. The handcuffs dug into my skin. My 

arms could barely reach around the chair. I could tell that there would be marks after they took 

them off of me. I looked through the doorway and could not see McRae. My heart was pounding 

fast, and I didn't know what I could do.  
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I looked around the room and saw many drawings of Everett. James had told me that 

McRae really liked the city. The sun outside was beginning to fade. McRae’s office was a light 

grey color like the whole prison. All of the prison walls were light grey and were made out of 

bricks. He had a lot of photos and paintings of Everett on the walls. There were many papers in 

front of me. There were many cells around, and guards. It was a really big and dirty area. The 

cells were light grey with some dirt on them. They all had a small window. The only thing I 

could see was the street right outside of the prison. The offices for the prison were separate from 

the cells. It had been about half an hour and the deputy was still right at the door waiting for 

McRae to show up. I wondered to myself if I got arrested how long would it be? What would 

James’ reaction be if he found out I supported the I.W.W.? That conversation would be hard for 

me. It would be absolutely terrible for my children to hear. 

Time kept on passing as that day felt like the longest day in my life. 

“Sheriff McRae will be with you shortly.” One of the deputies said. I didn’t say a word 

but instead nodded my head, and turned back to look outside again. Everything started to get 

tense. McRae quietly opened the door. He quickly walked in and hung up his coat on the coat 

rack and sat down right in front of me. It looked like he completely ignored the fact that I was 

right in front of him. He pulled out a big cigarette from a drawer in his desk and lit it. He sorted 

his desk and looked at me in the eye. 

“Clara Johnson,” said McRae. 

“Yes,” I responded. My heart was beating fast. I did not know what was going to happen. 

“I recognize you. Do you know why you're here?” asked McRae. I shrugged and acted 

like I did not hear him correctly. “Your husband is James Johnson. A mill owner,” said McRae. 

 
 



44 

“That is true,” I replied. He may be my husband, but Stephan is my real love right now, I 

thought.  

“I am going to ask you a couple of questions. You must be truthful to everything I ask 

you. If you are not telling the truth, my assistant deputy Patrick will lock you up in a cell,” said 

McRae strictly. I nodded my head in fear, knowing that I was on the verge of getting imprisoned. 

McRae took his cigarette out of his mouth and laid it on an ashtray.  

“How do you sneak out to go to your protests?” McRae asked. 

“Well James tends to drink a lot and he falls asleep early. We also have a live in maid 

that helps me take care of my kids.” I replied. 

“So, if your husband is a mill owner, wouldn't you be on the side of the mill owners? 

Wouldn't you want to stick with your husband?” asked McRae. I looked back out the window. 

“Clara!” McRae said loudly. I turned back around and look at McRae. “Answer my question,” 

McRae said.  

There was a silence between the two of us. I was too afraid to answer the question. 

McRae was looking straight into my eyes waiting for me to answer his question.  

“James already told me how your wedding was arranged, so does your silence infer that 

you don't like him?” McRae asked me. I sat there quietly and did not say a word. I felt like I was 

running out of things to say. I felt like one of the questions he was going to ask was going to be 

hard to answer and might had me in bigger trouble. 

He had a very straight face after he got up from his chair, and went to the window and 

looked outside. Nobody was on the streets anymore. Then he forcefully closed the blinds. He 

carefully walked back to the entrance of his office.  
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“Why do you support the I.W.W.?” McRae asked as he sat down in his seat. 

“Well, sometimes James comes home from the mills and tells me the conditions of the 

shingle weavers. He says that some of them have lost their fingers. Also some of them get very 

sick and have bad eyesight because of the sawdust. They work for most of the day and don't get 

paid enough money for them to keep warm, and feed their children. To me, that just sounds 

terrible. So I want to show support at the protests. I also like the way that people could have 

freedom to say whatever they wanted. I think it is unfair about their work conditions. When I see 

them around Everett, they don't look very well. I feel really bad for them. Also to think that 

James is one of the people that made some of this happen,” I responded. McRae looked up at me 

confused. 

“Have you heard about the Verona? I heard that a lot of Shingle weavers use it to get here 

from Seattle. I heard that it is coming with a lot of workers tomorrow. Do you plan on witnessing 

that?” McRae asked me. I then quickly remembered that Stephan was taking care of his grandma 

in Seattle, and he told me that he would be boarding it tomorrow, November 5th.  

“No, I don't plan on going.” I responded. In my head I was thinking to myself that I 

would really like to see Stephan again tomorrow, but I could not tell McRae about him. 

“I feel like you're not telling me something.” McRae tells me. I started to feel worried 

knowing that he was aware that I wasn't telling him about something.  

“No, I’m not hiding anything,” I tried to say confidently. Everything felt more tense as 

McRae was giving me the confused stare again. 

“Are you sure? Because if I think you're lying, I will send you straight to a cell,” McRae 

said to me firmly.  
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“Sheriff McRae, I am telling the truth,” I shakily said. He started to laugh. 

“Well that's very unfortunate, because I don’t believe you.” McRae responded. My heart 

dropped as McRae started to smoke again. McRae gave a signal for one of his deputies to come 

in. “Patrick, please show Clara to one of our prison cells.” McRae told his deputy. He came right 

next to me, and dragged me out of the chair. Without knowing what to do I started to scream and 

tears came down my face. I tried to fight off the deputy but I could not.  

“Wait!” I yelled back at McRae. He turned and looked at me. 

“I will tell you the truth,” I said. His deputy still holding on to me. McRae nodded his 

head, and the deputy let go of me and walked out of the room. I sat back down out of breath on 

the same seat.  

“The truth is, I am hiding nothing,” I said. McRae looked at me shocked. “I promise you 

I am telling the truth,” I said very slowly. McRae looked really shocked. He looked back at me, 

with a mad glare.  

“That was not what I was suspecting. But thank you for that,” McRae responded. McRae 

got up and walked to his coat rack. He took his jacket and put on his hat and started to head to 

the door. 

“Where are you going?” I asked.  

“To James. To tell him all that you told me.” He quickly replied. My heart dropped and I 

looked down at my feet as I heard the door creak open. 

“Stop!” I screamed. McRae sighs and turns back and looks at me. “You can't do that. 

Please!” I said. 

“Why not? I don't support the I.W.W.,” he asked.  
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I was so worried I didn't know what to say. I started to get a headache because of all this 

yelling. I felt like I was going to pass out.  

“I will do anything, just please don't tell him” I quickly responded.  

McRae nodded and sat back down. Sweat started to run down my face because 

everything felt more intense. There was a silence between McRae and I. I didn't try to get his 

attention. I heard noises from behind me as I saw more deputies walk into the prison. McRae 

stood up, took off his hat and looked through the doorway to see many people walking through 

the hallway to other offices in the hallway. The shadows glared through the bottom of the door. 

McRae slowly walked back to his chair. He pushed back his chair making a really annoying 

noise. McRae turned his attention to me as he faced me right in the eyes. I thought to myself, it is 

getting really late what if James wakes up and wonders where I am.  

“There is only one offer I can give you,” said McRae. At that point I didn't know what to 

do so I quickly nodded to his offer. I really didn't want to be locked in prison all night and I 

would rather go home and be with my children.  

“If you never come to any I.W.W protest again,” McRae said. I was very confused. I told 

him already that I didn't like James. I also told him that I go to the protest all the time so why 

would I stop?  

“No sheriff, I can not take this offer.” I replied. He gave me a mean grin after I said that.  

“Well the only other option is to go to the cell.” can McRae replied. He pointed down the 

hallway to all of the prison cells.  

“Is there anything else that I can do?” I asked him. He started to have a small smile but he 

shook his head. 
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“How long will I be in there?” I asked.  

“For how long I want you to.” McRae replied. It was four in the morning and I didn't 

want to spend more than a day inside of a small tiny cell with other women. McRae took his 

cigarette and continued to smoke. He put his hand up and gave a signal to deputy in the hallway 

outside of his office. He slowly came in and stood next to McRae. 

“Please take her to the rest of the I.W.W. members in the cell.” McRae ordered. McRae 

stood up and headed over to a wall where he hung all of the cell keys. He took one key and 

handed it over to his deputy. The deputy didn't say a word but started to walked to me. He 

grabbed me by the handcuffs and pulled me out of my chair. That time I didn't say anything to 

get another chance at not going to prison. I had nothing else to say to McRae. I could not tell him 

about Stephan or else I would’ve been in more trouble than I am in right now. He quickly opened 

the door. I looked back to see McRae looking right back at me. He started to have a little smile 

on his face as the door slammed shut. 

The prison hallways were very cold. The whole prison had an echo and you could hear 

every footstep really easily. You could see every shadow on the wall when a person walked past. 

We made it to the end of the hallway and were at the big entrance again. He guided me to the 

right to where all of the prisoners stay. It was the main area where the prisoners stayed. There 

was only a little bit of light since it was 4am. There were a bunch of other jail guards around the 

whole place. They had a bunch of black tables around. There was a lower layer of cells and there 

were more upstairs. The deputy forced me up the stairs to the bigger cells. Right when we got up 

the stairs we stopped. The deputy pulled out the key that the Sheriff gave him. We turned left 

right after we got up the stairs. We stopped at the cell bars. Inside of the cell, I could see three 
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other women sleeping in their prison beds. The deputy put in the key and opened the gate. He 

took my handcuffs off and put me into the cell.  

The deputy locked up the bars and went back downstairs. The prison cell was the same 

gloomy color of the whole prison. There was a small window that when you looked through it 

you could see the water. There were two sets of bunk beds in the cell. I was really frustrated 

about everything that happened. All of my cellmates were sleeping. The only bed left was on the 

bottom bunk bed to the right. With no choice I tried to fall asleep. I couldn't sleep for about 30 

minutes. I had been thinking about everything that happened after I went to that bookstore. The 

cold fall weather made the cell really cold. I woke up around 4am to see McRae and a deputy 

right outside of the cell door. 
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Chapter 6 - The Release 

Nate B. 

November 5th, 1916 

The jail room door flung open as Sheriff McRae stormed in the room, the soles of his 

leather boots clacking loudly against the tile floor. Just as he got to the center of the room, his 

deputy came into view, following behind. They both were staring at me, angrily, and for some 

reason, I could not help but feel my stress go away ever so slightly. Until this point, McRae was 

very cocky, which terrified me. He had threatened to tell my husband about involvement in the 

I.W.W several times in the past few hours. His confidence had finally wavered, which was oddly 

refreshing. 

“Well, what are you doing just standing there?!” The McRae looked at the deputy and 

threw his arm up in my general direction. 

“Sorry, sir.” The deputy came over and stumbled with the keys in my cell. I started 

walking towards the bars, desperate to be free. The keys clanged against the lock, not fitting in 

quite right. I was anxious to get out. 

“Hold on, missy,” McRae said sternly. I stopped walking forward, cooperating only 

because I knew McRae was being generous with me. 

The deputy had finally managed to open the cell, and came in to get me. He swiftly came 

behind me, not saying a word, and put his hands on my shoulders to lead me out. His hands were 

very rough. He must have used them a lot. After a few seconds, I felt a warm, slightly sticky 

water like substance soak through my dress onto my shoulders. He was sweating. I could feel the 
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calluses of his rough hands through my dress. He pushed me forward slightly so I would start 

walking, and stood me in front of McRae. He let go of my shoulders. 

“We don’t need you anymore,” the Sheriff said quickly, sounding childish and upset. 

I just stared at him, not fully understanding until three or four seconds later. My mouth 

curled into a slight smile, and I nodded my head. He looked at me for a few seconds, and then 

looked at the wall behind me, clearly annoyed. 

“We captured another I.W.W member. He told us answers to all of the questions you 

didn’t. Also, we need the cells for this morning. Big ship coming in. From Seattle. Your I.W.W 

friends. Anyway, you wouldn’t understand. Get out,” McRae said, seeming to talk out loud. He 

didn’t think much of it, but Without a word, the deputy came up behind me and grabbed my 

shoulders once again. He started walking me out of the room, to the door. We stumbled a bit 

until our feet were in sync, and when we got there, he temporarily took his hands off of my 

shoulders to open the door. He forcefully pushed the door, and the hinges groaned as it swung, 

almost hitting the wall. After this, he again put his hands on my shoulders, and walked me to the 

station exit. The Sheriff was standing by the door, hand on the knob. We came closer, about five 

feet away when McRae opened it. 

“Leave,” McRae sneared. 

We just stood there for a while, and I couldn’t tell why. 

“Well? What are you waiting for? Push her out,” McRae told the deputy.  

“Oh… okay,” he said, nervously. 

With that, the deputy shoved me out of the door. I stumbled over my dress, and fell down 

on to my knees. I felt a sharp pain on my right knee, causing my face to clench, and my hands to 
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cover it up. I felt a single tear roll down my cheek. The door hadn’t shut yet, and I could sense 

McRae’s eyes on me.  

After a few seconds, I said, “go away,” still not looking back. I heard a muffled laugh 

from inside the room, followed by a loud thud. The door was slammed shut so hard I could hear 

the bell ringing from outside. I sat on my knees for what seemed like forever, but in reality only 

a minute or so. I looked out into the dark night, and felt the rain on the back of my neck. 

~~~ 

I tore off my coat, rain streaming off of it onto the entryway floor. I was home much later 

than I expected, at 5 am, and I hoped that James did not notice my absence. I ran through the 

entryway, cut around to the right, through the formal living room, up the stairs, and finally to our 

bedroom. Luckily, James was still asleep. I undressed and put on my robe. I joined him in the 

bed, thankful that I got home safe. I was so tired, I hadn’t thought about anything as I usually 

did. Not Stephan, not the Sheriff’s station, not James.  

I only was able to sleep for a short time, and I woke to the sound of James walking 

around the house, getting ready for the day. I was still tired, only having gotten two hours of 

sleep. I pushed the covers of the bed off on to the floor, and walked over to the mirror to check 

that my hair was presentable for James. When I got to the mirror, I was horrified at what I saw. 

My hair was fine, but what bothered me most was my face. I had large bags under my eyes, half 

an inch down my face. It was extremely hard to keep my eyelids up, like a something weighing 

them down, willing them to shut. I stood there for a while, looking at my pale, sluggish face 

before I heard James call out my name, asking if I was awake yet. I walked out and greeted him, 

and went past him into the kitchen to start breakfast. 
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I tied my hair in a bun and my apron around my waist and got to work. I decided that I 

should make one of James’ favorites, eggs and bacon. I walked over to the ice box, and shuffled 

through dairy products until I found the egg carton, all the way at the bottom. This was a very 

special breakfast that I did not make very often, and it always put James in a good mood. Out of 

any day, I want him in a good mood today, so I can meet with Stephan, I thought. I was so 

excited I could barely concentrate. I started daydreaming about him once again, and completely 

forgot about cooking, until I realised, and got to work again. 

I took the pan from the countertop, and put it on the stove. I grabbed the first egg in the 

carton and cracked it on the side of the pan, careful not to spill. I did this with another four eggs, 

and put them in the pan. After they were ready, I took out another pan and put the bacon on it, 

tearing it into little pieces, just the way James liked it.  

With all of the food cooking, I flashed back to one of the first conversations I had with 

Stephan.  

~~~ 

“The mills are awful to work in. When I first started working in ‘em, I had nonstop 

dreams about them for weeks. When you walk in, the first thing that hits you is the sound. In the 

mills, you can't say a word to anyone. It is all drowned out by the grinding of wood and 

machines. Not that you would want to anyway. Anything that isn’t work the bosses hate. Could 

get you punished. Then there’s the dust. The dust gets all up in your eyes, and you can barely see 

right. After a while, you get used to it though. Just like with anything. After you have met the 

workers, then the real hatred of the mills sets in. Most of these guys are walking around without 

fingers! Don’t have fingers, legs, arms, you name it! One man even lost his ear. Tripped over 
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something, and fell on the blade, slicing it right off! It is an awful place to work.” I was shocked 

by what he said. I had never heard anything like it. If I were to marry a poor man, this would be 

what his job would be. This would be what my son’s jobs would be! I was speechless.  

“I’m so sorry,” I said, embarrassed that my husband could run such an awful business 

without me doing anything about it. 

“Well, that is why I am a part of the I.W.W. All I can do to help. Help me, help my 

fellow workers,” he said, smiling. 

“That is great,” I said, “I am so glad I met you, Stephan. If I were not at that lumber mill 

to give you lemonade, none of this would ever have happened.”  

“Yep. Even though the mills are awful, they have shaped me into the man I am today. I 

really realised how awful the mills were when I lost my first finger.” He looked down at his 

hands. I had never asked him about them, because it was a sensitive topic. “It was around three 

weeks from when I started. I had gotten used to the way of the mill pretty quick. Saw around 

three people get hurt, but never thought it would happen to me. But, it did. I was holding a pretty 

heavy log, moving it through the machine, and my pinkie finger was a bit too far out, in the way 

of the saw. I wasn’t paying attention, and the next thing I knew my finger was gone. On the 

floor. I didn’t really feel anything at first, I was just shocked. Everything else I did for the next 

few days is a blur. But when I recovered, I went back. Then, another finger came off. Now, I 

really knew I couldn’t go back. A few of my worker friends had left already, and joined the 

I.W.W. I didn’t know about it at first, but once I learned about their goals, I decided to join.” He 

said this with a smile across his face. 

~~~ 
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I was about to say something in reply, but heard Evelyn getting up and greeting James, 

shocking me out of my daydream. I jumped up, ran back into the kitchen, and realised that the 

eggs should be finished by now. I put the pan down on the counter and slid the eggs onto five 

plates, one for me, James, Evelyn, Emma, and Oliver. Luckily, they were not overcooked. 

Hopefully, it would seem I was just finishing up when James walked in the room. I could hear 

Evelyn and James walking down the hallway, their footsteps quiet. 

“Clara? The food smells good,” James said, yelling to make sure I heard. 

“Oh yes! I made your favorite. Eggs and bacon,” I said, rushing to put silverware and 

napkins next to the plates.  

“Ooh, good. Better have not burned it like last time,” he said, a hint of warning in his 

voice.  

I rolled my eyes, and a nervous shudder went down my spine. Just to make sure, I went 

over to the eggs and checked them again. No burns. I’m fine. I made three big ones for James, 

Evelyn and I, and two small ones for Oliver and Emma. I heard the wood floor creaking as James 

walked up behind me. I turned around, to see my husband who was much too old for me, looking 

at me and waiting for a kiss. Evelyn was in the background, looking at me. He leaned in, eyes 

closed, and I pecked him on the lips. Afterward, I turned away from him to wipe my lips, a look 

of disgust flashing across my face to the wall in front of me. Once again my mind turned to 

Stephan, a man I would gladly kiss. I rethought the kiss with my husband and imagined it being 

Stephan, his four-fingered hand pulling me in. 
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Shrugging off the thought, even though I relished it, I went and got the kids… What 

about the kids? I thought, What would happen to them if I left James? Would they take in their 

new father? Miss their old one? No. They wouldn’t. James is never around. They barely know 

him. A tear came to my eye. They don’t know him, but he is the only thing keeping their lives 

together. He is the reason they can come home sure of a meal every night. He is the reason they 

have many toys, and will grow up to be successful people. Stephan could not provide that. All he 

is is another I.W.W member, trying to get free of people like my husband. I was almost to the 

children's bedroom, where they were sleeping. 

“Time to get up.” I walked over to their beds, and sat on the end of Oliver’s. 

“Okay, Mom,” they said in unison, sounding slightly tired. 

“All right. Let's go eat breakfast!” I walked over to the door, the children following.  

Holding Emma and Oliver’s hands, I walked to the kitchen, and could smell the eggs. 

When we walked, I could hear our footsteps, and a slight sound of silverware being used.  

“Hello honey,” I said as we neared the table. 

“Hello.” He turned his head, looking slightly disappointed with how I looked. 

He had started eating already, and was almost done with his eggs. I wish he would at 

least had good manners. He greeted the kids, and was very nice to them, and tried to be a good 

father. I only wished that he cared for me. However, I was grateful he loved them and cared 

about them. About ten minutes into breakfast, he had already finished, and had not started a 

conversation with me once. I had been talking to Evelyn almost the whole meal. Again my mind 

switched to what life would be like with Stephan. He would have hugged me. He would be polite, 
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even if I had to teach it at first. He would have a meaningful conversation, and treat me like a 

lady.  

The rest of breakfast was very routine, and soon enough, James had left the house. Now, I 

could put my plan into action to see Stephan. It was almost 11 o'clock, and I was almost ready to 

leave. I told Evelyn that I would have to leave for the day to do some shopping, but I was 

actually going to the dock where the Verona would be arriving.  

I looked down at my clothes to make sure that Stephan was impressed and that I was 

ready for the walk, and said goodbye to Oliver and Emma. I opened the door with my right hand, 

and felt the cool breeze on my face as I took a few steps. I was extremely excited, and quite 

nervous. My mind again shifted to him. Everything about him. Every part of him that made him 

him. 
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Chapter 7 - The Verona 

Charlotte S. 

November 5th, 1916 

As I strode through the streets of downtown Everett, my mind spinning with fantasies and 

flashbacks of Stephan, I carefully watched the buildings that I passed by. Paying much more 

attention to detail than I normally would, I studied every street corner, every shop window, every 

brick wall, my eyes open to more things than before. I could tell from my new demeanor that I 

was excited. Exhilarated. I couldn’t wait to see the strength of the I.W.W. stream through the 

streets up to the free speech corner, and preach their cause to all of Everett.  

I chose to wait for the I.W.W, at the free speech corner where they decided to rally, while 

protesting the Commercial Club. I knew that they had planned for their protest to be a surprise, 

and I felt almost giddy that I was in on the secret.  

I had even scribbled a few words on a paper scrap before I left to encourage myself to 

appear in public. I’ve never really made myself known at these meetings before, but today was a 

big day for the I.W.W. and the workers. They were coming to Everett to protest and change 

lives. I felt stronger, more powerful than I had in a while. Like I could actually help, and make a 

difference to these people. They’d been planning this for a while, and this was meant to send a 

message, loud and proud, that hard workers are not to be denied what they deserve.  
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As I passed the corner of Hewitt and Wetmore, a spot so familiar to me, I felt as if I’d 

never seen it before. The awning fluttered in the light breeze, but the place itself was empty of 

people. The windows above it were cracked open, letting sunlight stream into the Commercial 

Club. Likely where James was then, meeting with his fellow lumber barons and mill owners.  

When I thought about it, I was surprised that the free speech corner was empty. Usually, 

there was at least one person there, if only just to take shelter from the sun. And shouldn’t more 

I.W.W supporters be waiting there? Scanning the intersection, I saw lots of people quickly 

moving down the hill, towards the waterfront. A family of six brushed past me, nearly knocking 

me over, and I stopped to straighten myself. I was confused by this; I didn't understand why so 

many upper-class people would be scampering in that direction. I knew that the I.W.W were 

scheduled to dock that day, but I saw no reason for so many other people to meet them there. It 

was supposed to be a surprise. I didn't think that many people knew about it.  

“Pardon me, sir?” I said to a man passing by me, and his face expressed annoyance at my 

interruption. Unsure if he was an I.W.W supporter, I decided to feign innocence. “Is there a 

reason everyone is rushing to the waterfront so hurriedly?”  

“Yes, ma’am. Two steamships are coming in from Seattle. They’re loaded with I.W.W. 

arsonists who are coming to burn Everett!” he exclaimed, hands flying to convey the drama in 

his statement. My eyes widened, astonished at the propaganda. The I.W.W. were innocent 

workers and activists! So, I quickly corrected his statement. 

“Oh no, sir, you must be mistaken. The I.W.W. are solely workers and businessmen 

trying to bring equality to Everett,” I insisted. “They’d never partake in such an animalistic act!” 
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“Yes, yes, that’s true, I suppose. I’ve never met them personally, but some of my 

acquaintances have. I assume it’s fair to say that they are very . . . radical. I’ve heard some 

rumors that they are coming here to rally for lumber and mill workers rights, fair treatment, and 

different wages.” I nodded in confirmation. 

“Yes, they want their same wages from 1914, along with civil treatment at their 

workplaces,” I informed him. 

“So they do. A bit demanding of them, don't you think? But the main reason we’re in 

such a rush is that Sheriff McRae is waiting for them. He has something planned for the 

steamships, but no one knows exactly what it is. Is your curiosity satisfied, ma’am?” he asked, 

impatient and ready to continue on his way.  

“Almost, Sir. What do you know about this ‘surprise’?” I asked worriedly. This scared 

me. I had heard nothing of McRae even knowing of the I.W.W’s plans. Was there a spy at the 

latest meeting? I couldn’t help but wonder what was to happen, and how word of the protest got 

about. The man sighed. 

“Again, not much, ma’am. All I know is that McRae and all his deputies are to convene 

at the docks and wait for the two steamships to arrive. I heard they’re armed as well.”  

My eyes widened. McRae was not a nice man. I knew that firsthand, and I was now 

worried for the safety of the I.W.W., and my dear Stephan.  

I thanked the man half-mindedly, and he rushed away without another word. I started to 

follow him, and the car belonging to Don McRae, a Cadillac Type 53 to be specific, barrelled 

past, heading straight for the waterfront. As I was on foot, I knew that he would make it down 
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there long before I would, but I had to see what was happening! What was McRae planning for 

the I.W.W.? I sincerely hoped that it was only a strict chastising. 

As I rushed towards the docks, the sound of a single gunshot suddenly pierced the air. 

Eyes widening, my pace quickened. I didn't know what was going on, but I could tell that it 

wasn’t good. Something was amiss. More bangs echoed through the streets, and I broke into a 

run down the hill towards the docks. My eyebrows furrowed in concentration as I lifted my skirts 

so I wouldn’t trip. My shoes clicked and clacked against the cobblestone as I neared the railroad.  

Along the hill and lining the streets, hundreds of Everett citizens had gathered, all of 

them vying for good places to see the waterfront. I stumbled off of the road and onto the metal 

rails of the nearby train tracks. There was a large crowd of I.W.W. supporters in front of me, 

blocking my view of where the Verona and Calista steamships were planning to anchor and 

unload hundreds of I.W.W. supporters for a rally. Where Stephan and I were to be reunited at 

last.  

Foregoing decorum and discretion, I extended my hands in front of me, moving and 

pushing bodies aside to make room for my own at the front of the tracks. Staring down at the 

bay, taking in the scene before me, I felt my knees buckling. I didn't want to believe what I was 

seeing.  
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The Verona, the very ship my dear Stephan was on, was floating in the bay, near to 

capsizing because all of the men and women on board were huddling to the far side. On the 

docks Sheriff McRae and his deputized citizens were firing guns at the boat. Hiding behind 

warehouses and piles of crates, they extended the tips of their guns, and bullets left the barrels 

faster than the blink of an eye, directed at the scrambling figures aboard the Verona.  

Thankfully, I could see the Calista farther out in the Sound, not close enough for bullets 

to reach. I assumed it was constructed in a similar fashion to the Verona, due to the two ships 

being a part of the same fleet. From what I could see, it had a large metal hull and smokestack, 

since only the main features were visible from my far-away position. It must have departed after 

the Verona, and lucky thing too. As it cautiously neared to the dock it seemed that the captain on 
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board could see the danger the Verona was in, so he slowed the course of the boat, hesitant to get 

any closer. It floated around the Sound, avoiding sailing anywhere close to the Everett docks, 

awaiting the Verona’s instructions for how to proceed.  

The men on board the Verona possessed weapons and guns as well and were shooting 

back at the deputies, but only a small percentage were armed in comparison to McRae’s 

deputies. I couldn’t do anything but stand and watch in horror as the two sides launched bullets 

at each other mercilessly. A few of the deputies fell, but even more I.W.W members and 

innocent workers were struck. I could only pray that Stephan was safe inside the boat. Knowing 

him though, he was likely at the front lines, helping his coworkers and friends to safety. I only 

wished he’d take more caution with himself.  

I frantically scanned the main deck of the boat over and over, hoping to see flash of 

Stephan’s distinctive red hair. Looking from top to bottom and over again, my eyes widened 

with every unmoving body I saw. People were scattered across the main level, the lower deck, 

the top of the boat, and even a few took shelter in the captain’s wheelhouse. I crossed my fingers 

between the folds of my dress and prayed that the captain would come out unscathed. If he died 

then the Verona would have no chance of escape. I squinted my eyes to look farther down the 

large steamship towards the stern, but I couldn’t see Stephan anywhere. Luckily, not many 

people I recognized from I.W.W. rallies seemed to be present, or at least above deck. 

The first time I caught a glimpse of Stephen’s red hair color aboard, it belonged to a 

scruffy elder man hanging onto the side rails, trying not to fall into the water. I would have sent a 

quick prayer for him to stay on board, since the deputies on shore were firing half of their bullets 
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at bodies in the water, but I was too busy, desperately raking my eyes over the entirety of the 

boat again and again for Stephan.  

Finally, I saw him. In the midst of the chaos, Stephan was helping an old woman to safer 

quarters, his hair flying in the breeze. From my perch on the railroad tracks, I felt like I could 

practically see the fear and determination in his soulful brown eyes. My heart swelled with love 

and admiration for the man, but also with fear that such a person could die so young. He couldn’t 

die. I didn’t know what I would do if he did. I clasped my hands together and hoped for the best. 

For Stephan and for all of the I.W.W. members and supporters on board. None of them deserved 

to die like this. When they eventually die, they should die as heroes, fighters for fair wages and 

fair worker treatment across the country. Some of them were so young, too. It seemed unfair that 

their life was taken from them at such a young age.  

I could do nothing but observe helplessly, along with my fellow I.W.W. supporters on the 

hillside as the Sheriff and his men attacked the boat, launching round after round of bullets. All 

of the passengers were huddled on the far side of the boat, in an attempt to shield themselves 

from the Sheriff and the deputies’ guns, which set the boat at a perilous angle in the water.  

My eyes followed Stephan until he disappeared belowdecks, reemerging soon after to 

assist a young boy with a bullet lodged in his shoulder. I couldn’t see his face, but I estimated 

that he was no older than 15. He was clutching frantically at his shoulder, mouth open as he cried 

out in pain. The wound had bright red liquid, glowing in the sun, flowing freely onto my 

beloved’s waistcoat as he picked up the boy as gently as he could and brought him to safety, or 

whatever shelter he could find.  
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Looking at the rest of the boat, I saw that similar things were happening. A man hiding 

behind the captain's wheelhouse was clearly shot, but I couldn’t see the exact location. I assumed 

that it was his leg, from the way he was staggering around the deck. A small crowd was gathered 

around another man, one that I recognized. His chest was bleeding heavily while someone tore 

fabric from their thin shirts to wrap and compress the wound.  

All I wanted to do was look away, shield myself from the carnage, but my eyes betrayed 

me and strayed to the side a bit, and I saw a young man lying on the deck motionless. A puddle 

of blood and water surrounded him. His back was exposed, along with scattered bullet holes 

marring his skin. He was dead. Even more unmoving bodies were in the water, floating until the 

deputies shot them, loading them with bullets until they sank. 

I placed my hand over my mouth at the ghastly scene, and only then I realized that I was 

crying. I reached up and felt hot, salty tears dripping from my eyes and running to my mouth. I 

wiped them on my shirtsleeve, but they didn't recede. Feeling small shivers run up and down my 

spine, I turned my attention to the folks around me.  

I recognized most of them, from protests and strikes, from mill visits, from my charity 

work. All of them were curled in on themselves, trying to hide or distance themselves from the 

brutality. The parents covered their children’s eyes and some were shocked into unmoving. 

Women were crying out names of husbands, brothers, fathers, and sons, praying that they 

emerged unscathed, or at least alive.  

I sent a similar prayer, for Stephan to make it back to me in one piece. I spotted him 

again, I let out a breath of relief to see he was alive. Then, I saw his hand rocketing to his 

shoulder. His mouth shot open in a gasp of pain, and blood oozed from under his hand and 
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through his shirt, dripping from the fabric. I cried out to him, though I knew that he couldn’t hear 

me. He stumbled around deck, and each step felt like a hit to my heart. Someone put their hand 

on my shoulder, but I could barely feel it. Then, I screamed.  

Stephan had accidentally gotten too close to the edge of the deck while holding his 

wound to stop the bleeding. He didn't have a free hand, and he toppled over the edge. I 

frantically looked to the dock, I hoped and prayed that the deputies hadn’t seen him, but they 

had. One raised a gun, I cried out again. I wailed for him to stop but it was all in vain, I was too 

far away. The deputy fired again. And again. After a few seconds, the body disappeared below 

the surface, sinking to the depths of the Sound. I buried my face in my hands, the saltiness of my 

tears stinging my eyes. A few other women came up to me, and tried to comfort me, but their 

efforts went unnoticed. It didn't matter. Stephan, my beautiful, beloved Stephan. He was gone. 

Forever.  

Eventually, my tears dried, and I looked up. Wearing a stoic, blank, emotionless 

expression, I turned towards the dock. The Verona had a single line tethering it to the dock, and 

when it snapped, the steamship staggered away across the water, warning the Calista not to near 

any more. Telling the other boat to retreat back to Seattle to recuperate. The Sheriff and his men 

were rushing around two fallen bodies, a mere amount in comparison to all the people injured or 

dead aboard the Verona.  

Their piles of ammunition depleted, their guns resting on the dock, the deputies gathered 

the bodies, and gently lowered them into the awaiting car to deliver them to the hospital. From 

what I saw, they were already dead. There were gunshots in multiple places around their bodies, 

ruining their skin, these two were not well hidden at the frontlines of the docks.  
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The crowds started to disperse, and I waited there, still facing the waterfront. The docks 

were blocked off from public, so I couldn’t go down there to mourn Stephan. So I stood, in 

shock, in sorrow, in misery, staring at the place where I last saw my beloved. I couldn’t 

comprehend the fact that I would never see him again. Never hear his laugh again.  

When my stupor ended, I was alone on the railroad. I cautiously took a step off of the 

tracks, as if I might faint, or crumble at any second. I took another, in the direction of downtown 

Everett. Eventually, I started to walk, slowly, toward my house. I couldn't bear the thought of 

seeing my husband after all of this. He was one of the reasons that they boarded the ship in the 

first place. They were protesting his unfair treatment of his workers.  

As I passed the corner of Hewitt and Wetmore, a spot I frequented during workers’ 

strikes and I.W.W. rallies, I looked up at the Commercial Club. That’s where my husband 

probably was the whole time. Laughter floated down from the cracked windows, jovial male 

voices mixed with the giggles of waitresses. Drinks clinking could be heard down on the street, 

and you could see the smoke of their imported cigars. I gritted my teeth. After all that happened, 

they were laughing. Even some of their precious deputies died, and they still returned to their old 

habits like nothing happened. The thought of it sickened me.  

I pictured my husband, sitting at a card table, cigar dangling from his lips, some kind of 

drink clutched in his fist, laughing at a joke one of his fellow lumber barons made about the 

I.W.W.’s failed attempt to rally. It made me so infuriated. They were even making fun of the 

rumored arsonists’ failure to even reach the docks. I paused and stepped to the side, closing my 

eyes, taking a deep breath to soothe my frayed nerves.  
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Striding past the Commercial Club, I kept my head held high as I neared to my house, 

thankful that my children were at home, safe, with the nanny during the massacre. When I 

arrived, I heard the children still playing, so innocent and happy. So, with a heavy heart, I 

trudged up the stair to my bedroom to be in solitude for a while. I needed some time alone, to 

reflect and mourn my loss.  

As I shed tears into my hands, the salty water dripping onto the wooden desk, I cried over 

Stephan and all of my fellow supporters lost aboard the Verona. Each one, gone before their 

time. Lost to us all, forever. Never to be heard from, spoken to, or seen again.  

After what seemed like an endless span of time, my eyes ran dry, I had no more tears left 

to cry. I mustered all the remaining willpower I had left to stand, making my way slowly 

downstairs. I stopped at the bottom of the steps, listening for the happy squeals and shouts of my 

two children. Making my way towards the sitting room, I took cautious, unassured steps, my 

knees wobbling. 

Standing in the threshold to the entry room, clutching the wall to steady myself, a flicker 

of a smile crossed my face as I watched Oliver attempt to teach Emma a game with his toy 

soldiers and her rag doll. If only life was so simple. It was then, when I saw my two, innocent 

happy kids when I knew that I had to stay strong. I had to stand tall for my children. I might not 

have been able to help the I.W.W. any longer, but I could do what I could to help my children 

prosper and thrive.  

Evelyn was watching them happily, peacefully sewing on the couch while the children 

entertained themselves. I leaned against the wall, and wondered to myself if Evelyn knew what 

just took place down at the waterfront. If she knew about all the lives lost, and people injured. I 
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knew that I would tell my children eventually. Later. When they were older, old enough to 

understand loss and mourning.  

The massacre was the only thing on my mind for the next few days. I was living and 

moving in a dull, lifeless routine, I couldn’t comprehend the fact that Stephan was gone, and so 

many of the I.W.W. members had been arrested. The group that had done so much for all the 

mill and lumber workers here in Everett. And for so many others all across the country.  

I began to pray more often, to restore my faith. I prayed, in honor of Stephan, in honor of 

all those lost or injured, or even just aboard the Verona. I wished them the best where they rested 

then; some in a hospital healing, some locked away in prison, some in the happy place souls 

return to once you pass, up in Heaven.  

One evening, after supper with my family, I started to recall how my mind spun as I 

witnessed the massacre from the railroad. How it had struck me that I could never talk to, or hear 

from Stephan again. I resolved to change that. Wherever Stephan was then, I would find him. I 

knew that I must communicate with my beloved one more time. He must know how I felt 

watching him bleed, watching him fall overboard, not able to do anything but weep and call for 

him only to return home later like nothing happened. Sitting down at the desk, I fetched a few 

sheets of paper and a fountain pen, and I decided to send one last letter to Stephan. 
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Chapter 8 - Love Letter 

Aleks C. 

Dear Stephan, 

 

I miss you so much. Every minute I know you are not here to walk along this earth with 

me tears into my heart. Now I have lost the one person I could talk to about all my sorrows and 

regrets, and share my joys and feelings with. Sometimes, I imagine what life would have been 

like if you had more of a self preservation instinct that fateful day at the docks.  

However, after a little thinking, I realize you would not have been the same man I fell in 

love with on that wonderful late August day of 1914. If I changed even the slightest of things, it 

wouldn’t have been the same. You experienced the massacre first hand, and the pain, fear, and 

death that came with it. But, I had to feel the pain and loss of the massacre’s aftermath without 

anyone to help me or take a load off my shoulders, because the only person I could trust with 

that load was you. 

 Every minute I miss you, your laugh, smile, hair, and gorgeous brown eyes. You thought 

of others over yourself no matter how young or old they were. You placed their lives above your 

own. 

I checked into the hospital to do some charity work, and in the process happened upon 

the young boy you helped below deck. He is fifteen, and his name is Charles. He says he owes 

you his life, and that he will one day find you. With a heavy heart, I had to tell him that you were 

gone. His smile fell from his face, and he stared at his hands which he was wringing raw. When 
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he finally looked up at me, he gave me condolences on my loss, and also told me that whether it 

be in this life or his next one that he would find a way to repay you for your sacrifice. 

After I left his room, I decided that I would check in with the staff to see if there was an 

older lady who checked in from the Verona. A young woman with blonde hair offered to take me 

through the floors that they were holding patients from the Verona on. She lead me through cold 

tile hallway, the strong smell of antiseptic burning my nose. There were rooms on either side of 

the hallway full of doctors tending to the injured. She brought me to the wing of the hospital 

where they kept her, and the nurse stayed with me until I saw her. I had peered through every 

door, and was at the final few in the hallway, almost fully convinced the woman didn’t make it 

off the ship, until I found her lying in a bed. I checked in with her to see how she was doing.  

“Hello, ma’am,” I said politely. She smiled weakly at me, looking up at me through 

cloudy blue eyes as I sat down next to her. 

“Excuse me miss, may I enquire your name?” she said giving me a confused look. 

“Oh, of course! I’m sorry. I am Clara Johnson. What is your name?” I said realizing 

how weird it must be to have a woman you don’t know sit down on your bed and start talking to 

you. 

“My name is Ida Daly. Do you need something dear?” 

“Oh, no. I’m volunteering in the hospital today and came to see you. On the day that the 

Verona tried to dock, I was one of the onlookers who was standing on the railroad tracks. As I 

was watching, I couldn’t help but notice the man who helped you and some other people get 

below deck during the attack. I guess I’m just here to inquire about some things.” Her eyes glint 

with the beginning of an idea starting to take shape. 
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“Could you find him? The man who helped me, I mean. I’m so happy that he could grant 

me more time with my grandchildren. However, he needs to set his priorities straight. There 

were younger and stronger people more deserving of his help on that ship. But do you think you 

could look for him? Maybe you could check if he is injured in the hospital, and perhaps allow me 

to meet him so I can thank him in person for everything he has done to help me and other 

people.” At those last words tears begin to stream down my face. I stood up and turned away so 

as not to upset the woman. 

“Oh goodness! I am sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you. Please come here. Sit down.” I 

turned back around and sat next to her on the bed. She offered me a handkerchief that she had 

lying on her bed side table, which I accepted to dry my eyes. When my face was dry and I was 

done crying, I turned to face her once again. 

“Goodness child,” She paused and looked into my eyes “you knew him well didn’t you?” I 

nodded. “And based on your reaction, he’s not here anymore.” I nodded again, feeling like if I 

tried to speak another word about you, a flood of tears would come and never stop.“I see. Well, 

I’m very sorry that this happened to you, He was a wonderful man, to value other people's lives 

over his own.” Seeing my discomfort with the conversation, she moved on to a more friendly, 

everyday conversation.  

After I left the hospital, I walked down to where the Verona had tried to dock. I sat at the 

edge of the dock dangling my feet above the water. As I sat, I planned the future we could have 

had. We would take my kids and run far from my husband. He wouldn’t care to come looking for 

us. We would find a farm house with lots of land, and raise Emma and Oliver there. Then we 
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could have two more kids of our own, they would be another boy and a girl. We could name them 

Stanton and Margaret.  

When I came back to my senses, there was someone standing behind me. It was Sheriff 

McRae. I stood up and walked away, pretending not to notice him as he stood there watching me. 

I continued walking from the dock, away from McRae, till he cleared his throat. I turned around 

and looked at him, and he looked terrible. I knew people had been giving him a hard time about 

the massacre, but I didn’t realize it was so bad. He had huge bags under his eyes, and looked so 

pale he was almost a ghost.  

“You know, I could still tell your husband you went behind his back and worked with the 

I.W.W!” He almost screamed these words, and I was worried that a passerby would hear him 

and tell my husband first. I looked around but no one was looking at us or waiting to see how 

this scene played out. “It doesn’t matter to me if someone hears, but it obviously still matters to 

you.” His words were slow and punctuated. 

I heeded the advice that you, Stephan, once gave me, to be strong and dominant in all 

situations that might not end well. I crossed my arms over my chest and straightened to my full 

height. McRae was identifying the change in my attitude, and began his verbal attack on me 

again, but this time, I was ready. “I will tell everyone of your secret night rendezvous. You will 

become an outcast of Everett and the rest of your family will always be shunned for your 

behavior.” When I didn’t flinch, he tried again. “I could imprison you again, Clara Johnson,” 

He warned. I looked him in the eyes and responded. 

“On what charges, Sheriff?” I challenged. He stared at me as if I had stricken him. I 

turned on my heels, heading back up the dock and toward my house, only stopping once when I 
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was on the hill. I turned around, to see if he still stood like a statue on the dock, and he did. With 

that confrontation over, I went back to my house to started dinner for James and the kids. 

It has been a week since my incident with McRae, and I haven’t heard from him since. 

Home life is the same since you’ve left, just far more boring without being able to look forward 

to seeing you again. But I hope to see you again in another life.  

 

With love, 

Clara Johnson. 

 

When I finished the letter, I tucked it into the drawer of the desk and headed back 

downstairs to Evelyn and the children.  

“Mama! Where were you?” Oliver said as he ran up to hug me. I scooped him up and 

held him in my arms. 

“I was just upstairs in my room. Why? Do you need something?” I set him down, and he 

grabbed my hand to lead me to the table. I sat down beside him as he told me all about his day in 

school and what new things he learned that day. When he was done talking, I went to the kitchen 

and found Evelyn and Emma. I walked over to Emma, she grabbed onto my leg, and is dragged 

behind me as I made my way over to Evelyn, who was preparing a snack for the little girl. 

“Hello Mrs. Johnson. Can I help you with anything?” 

“No, thank you Evelyn.” Then I remembered something. “Actually, Evelyn, would you 

mind putting the kids to bed for me tonight? James will be staying out a bit late and I need to run 

a quick errand.” 
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“Of course Mrs. Johnson, when will you be heading out?’ 

“As soon as possible, if that's all right. It’s already dark outside.” Which is what I 

wanted, so no one could see and recognize me as I was walking. 

“Of course. The kids will be in bed by the time you get back. Or should I expect James 

first?” 

“I should be back before James. Thank you for putting the kids to bed tonight I shouldn’t 

be out long.” I turned around and left the kitchen, heading over to Oliver. 

“All right Oliver, I have to run an errand, so I’ll be home late. How about you go upstairs 

and get into your night clothes. And behave for Evelyn.” 

“All right Mama.” I followed behind him up the stairs. When he was in his room 

changing, I slipped into my room and grabbed the letter from inside the desk. After he was done 

I walked into the kitchen, where Evelyn was cleaning up Emma. 

“I’m going to head out now.” 

“All right, Mrs. Johnson.” At that, I turned around to exit the kitchen on the way out, 

grabbing a box of matches from the counter. 

As I walked down the street, I kept my hood up and my head down, so as not to be 

recognized. I walked all the way up to the hill where Stephan had attended his company picnic 

and where he and I first met. I figured the only way to speak to the dead is to burn what you want 

them to see, so that it ends up in the same place they are. I started with my letter. I would burn it 

at the place we first met. That felt like forever ago. 

I walked up the hill and sat on the fresh green grass, it was the end of the day so almost 

everyone is off the streets and in their homes, where I should be. But I still would have to be fast 
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because I didn’t want to be caught. I pulled out the letter and the matches from my pocket and set 

them down. As I lit one of the matches, I picked up the letter and held the match to the bottom of 

the letter. As the letter caught fire and the ashes fell to the ground, I could feel my words drifting 

away with them. But I also believed that as every word formed to ash, the ghost of that word 

floats up to Stephan.  

As I walked back from the mill, I realized how quiet the streets were and how much color 

really surrounded us. I learned to see and notice these tiny details thanks to Stephan. He opened 

my eyes to things I would have never thought to pay attention to before him. He was so 

charming and showed me the world through another point of view. You could put him in a black 

and white room and he would still find something bright and colorful about it. To him, nothing is 

as it is, it’s always more, it’s always what it could aspire to be. Bright colors, sounds, and details 

was the language that Stephan spoke. There was always something new and amazing when you 

were with him, whether it be the colors on people that flash by as they walk past, or just a quiet 

hillside with only you and the one you love. Because he is gone, my world has once again fallen 

into black and white, unless I’m remembering him, then, and only then will the colors come 

alive. 

When I arrived back at the house, I went upstairs and to my children's room to find 

Evelyn putting their covers on and telling them a story. I went back downstairs to make some tea 

for Evelyn and I. I took the kettle and put it on the stove, while I waited for it to boil, I grabbed 

the Rocky Mountain tea. I made a cup of tea for myself, then left the water on the stove so it was 

warm for Evelyn when she came downstairs. Then I headed back up to my bedroom to go to 

sleep.  
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