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suaded him to sign, too, and come along. And
he came.”

Jim McNamara Would Blow Up the
Whole Country to Get His Rights

Burns remained a long time silent, musing
blankly, and thoughtfully fingering his mustache.
“They were both frightened,” he said at last.
“They didn't know what they were really
wanted for, and they didn’t know how to find
out. McNamara said: ‘You don’t want me for
a Chicago job. You want me for a Los Angeles
job.” Our men didn’t enlighten him, but he
guessed it. He tried to buy them off. After
some talk to the effect that they were not ‘fools’
and knew good money when they saw it, he
offered them twenty thousand dollars to let him
get away. My son Raymond objected that this
was not enough — that it would ‘have to go too
many ways.” Then he offered thirty thousand.
Raymond asked where he would get so much
money. He answered: ‘From the higher-ups.’
When he found that he was merely being
played, he gave up that attempt.

“He talked a good deal on the train, justi-
fying himself in what he had done, because
he had done it, he said, to further the cause
of union labor. When one of our men objected
that the killing of innocent printers would not
advance the cause of union labor, he replied:
‘I'd blow the whole damn country up if |
thought it would get us our rights.’ 1 did not
see him until he arrived in Chicago. [ told him
what the charge against him was. | warned him
that he was in a serious situation. | advised
him that, of course, whatever he said would be
used against him, and advised him not to

‘make a statement under any circumstances.

He replied that he hadn’t anything to say.

“ McManigle, when | saw him, was rolling
cigarettes and smoking nervously. 1 warned
him as to his rights, as | had warned McNamara;
and then | went oyer the case with him, telling
him where he had been and what he had been
doing for months past, and proving to him that
we had a perfect and complete case against him,
and left him, saying that if he concluded he
wanted to see me he could send for me. A few
hours later he sent for me, and gave me the truth
about the whole conspiracy. There was no ‘ third
degrec’ used. | have never used it in my life.

‘It was necessary to wait for the extradition

‘ papers from California before we could proceed

with our arrests. McManigle and Jim McNa-
mara had been caught red-handed — but John
J. McNamara was another sort of game. We
knew that we could not expect to find him
carrying bombs in a hand-bag. We knew that
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if we arrested him prematurely, without the
papers from Los Angeles technically perfect to
hold him, he would get out of jail on a bond and
destroy any evidence of his complicity, and
finally escape us.

“But while we were waiting we had to pre-
vent him from taking alarm. Our men who
were watching him reported that he seemed wor-
ried and uneasy. There had been no explosion
in Detroit. The two dynamiters, of course,
couldn’t send him any explanations. Their
silence would be suspicious.

“I got McManigle to write a note to his wife
telling her that ‘everything was O. K.,” and 1
sent the letter to Detroit and had it mailed back
to her from there. | was calculating that, no
matter how worried J. J. McNamara might be
about his brother and McManigle, he. would not
be in any fear for himself. He would suppose
that the two men, if caught, would ‘stand pat,’
and trust to him and their other friends to assist
them at their trial. He wouldn’t guess — any
more than McManigle had guessed — how com-
plete our case was against him.

The Arrest of the Union’s Secretary-
Treasurer

““When the papers arrived, they were brought
by the assistant prosecuting attorney of Los
Angeles, with two Los Angeles police detectives
and a deputy sheriff. We went to Indianapolis
and appeared before the Governor. He found
the papers correct, and necessarily he authorized
the warrant for McNamara’s arrest. That
warrant was taken by the Los Angeles officer
and presented by him to the Chief of Police
of Indianapolis, who detailed two of his men to
take McNamara into custody. 1 accompanied
them to the headquarters of the Iron-Workers’
Union, where the executive committee had been
in session all week. We knew from our men
that John J. McNamara was still there. An
Indianapolis officer knocked at the door and
asked for McNamara. The man who had an-
swered the knock said, ‘I am that gentleman.’
The officer replied: ‘ The Chief of Police wants
to see you.’

““He looked aver at us and turned pale, but
said nothing. He was rather tall, well built,
neatly dressed, smooth-shaven, with gray hair
and good features. | saw that we were going to
have no trouble with him. He prepared silently
to accompany us.

Legal Formalities Scrupulously Observed

“At police headquarters, the Indianapolis
chief of detectives, in the presence of the super-
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intendent of police, read the Governor’s requisi-
tion and the warrant of arrest to McNamara,
and proceeded to search and ‘book’ him ac-
cording to the regular routine. He was then
taken by the Indianapolis officers before Judge
Collins, who had always heard such cases, and
Judge Collins examined the papers and found
them correct. According to the law, he had only
to determine the identity of the prisoner, so as
to make sure that he was the man named in the
papers. McNamara said: ‘I don’t deny that
I’m the man.” There was nothing left for the
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Namara in the auto, | started out, with Indian-
apolis officers, armed with search warrants, to
find whether McManigle in his confession had
told me the truth about where the men had
their explosives hidden and their clockwork
bombs. We rode out Washington Street in an
automobile on my directions, and turned to the
right at a road that McManigle had described
to me, and continued until we came to the rail-
road tracks, and then kept on to the left until
we came to the farm-house of a man named
D. Jones. | had never made the trip before,
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judge to do but to turn him over to the Los
Angeles detective, James Hosick, who was the
agent named by the State of California and by
the State of Indiana to transfer the prisoner to
Los Angeles. Hosick took McNamara back to
the desk sergeant, had the things returned
to him that had been taken when he was
searched, and put him in an auto to start him
on his journey to the Pacific Coast.

“Throughout the whole proceedings every
legal formality was scrupulously observed; but
I knew that we were dealing with men who were
dangerous, and | had our movements planned
and prearranged so that if there were any dyna-
mite bombs handy we might proceed too silently
and too swiftly to be intercepted or overtaken.
That was the alleged ‘kidnapping’ of John J.
McNamara!

“As soon as Hosick had departed with Mc-

and naturally my knowledge of the road seemed
uncanny to the police officers, since they did
not know that McManigle had confessed.

“Union Records’’ that Were Packed in
Sawdust

‘ Jones answered our summons at the door.
He was in appearance a mechanic, as he was in
fact, for he was an iron-worker and a member of
the union. We asked him to take us to his
barn. It was now seven o’clock in the evening
and growing dark. Jones brought a lantern and
the barn key. When we entered the barn we
saw a piano-box in one corner of it, beside the
grain-bins, opposite the stalls. ‘Jones,” | said,
‘whose box is that? Whom does it belong to?’

““He replied, ‘To J. J. McNamara.’

“‘What is it doing here?’
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““Why, he has it to keep books in.’

“‘What sort of books?’

“* Records—the union’s old books.’

“‘Didn’t you know there was dynamite in it?’

“No!” He grew so frightened that he could
scarcely answer.

“The box was locked with a heavy padlock.
We opened it with one of the keys that we had
found on Jim McNamara in Detroit. In the
sawdust with which the box was packed were
forty pounds of dynamite and a small tin of
nitroglycerin. | asked Jones: ‘What sort of
books did ygu think they were going to pack
in sawdust?’

“He replied that John J. McNamara, the
secretary of his union, had hired storage-room in
the barn to keep old books and records, paying
a year’s rent of sixty dollars in advance; that
McNamara had bought the piano-box at Bald-
win’s music store in Indianapolis, and the smaller
box that went inside it; that McNamara had
hired him to buy the sawdust and haul it and
the boxes to the barn; and that there bis part
in the affair had ended. His wife corroborated
him. Their statements were taken down in
due form by the police.

Dynamite in the Union’s Vault

“Our next step was to make speed back to
the American Central Life building, where the
police officers were still on guard at the doors of
the executive committee’s council-room. There
we found a safe which the union officials de-
clared themselves unable to open. The superin-
tendent of police sent for an expert safe-cracker.
When the safe had been drilled and forced,
the books were taken from it for examination.
And all this was done by authority of search
warrants, in a criminal case.

“Then we proceeded to the basement, where
the union had a sort of ‘vault’ that had been
built by Secretary McNamara’s orders— for the
storage of more ‘books,” apparently. None of
the keys in my possession would open it. A
police officer forced the hasp of the padlock, and
we found, on the floor inside, four packages
containing, in all, about eighty pounds of dyna-
mite, each package wrapped in newspapers, and
a corner of each torn open as if to make a hole
for the insertion of a fuse. We found also four-
teen of the little alarm-clocks that were used to
explode the bombs, a box of fulminating-caps,
some yards of insulated wire, a number of the
metal strips that were to be attached to the
thumb-keys of the alarm-clocks, and some odds
and ends of electrical apparatus to be used in
the manufacture of ‘infernal machines.’ Also
we found a sort of valise of ‘fiber-board,’ spe-
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cially made to fit exactly one of Morehart’s
ten-quart tins of nitroglycerin so that it might
be carried handily.

“We found on the bureau of John J. Mc-
Namara’s bedroom, in his boarding-house, an-
other of the little alarm-clocks; and the police
of Cincinnati found tools, wire, a battery-tester,
and a'lot of interesting correspondence in Jim
McNamara’s house.

The Charge thal Burns ‘‘ Planted’’
Evidence

“They’re saying | ‘planted’ these things before
I found them. Well, if | were the most fiendish
murderer that ever drew the breath of life, |
might have ‘planted’ dynamite in the piano-box
in Jones’ barn. But how would | persuade John
J. McNamara to buy the box and have it placed
there for me and have the sawdust hauled to
pack it with? What sort of records does a
labor union pack in sawdust in a country barn?
How did I get a lock on the box to fit James
McNamara’s keys? How did | arrange it so
that McManigle’s keys would duplicate them?
How did I get all the materials of clockwork
bombs placed in the labor union’s vault, built
by its secretary’s orders — materials that were
the same as those in the bombs found in Peoria
months before, and in Los Angeles months
before, and in the suit-cases that McManigle
and Jim McNamara were carrying when they
were arrested in Detroit? The thing is not worth
discussing. [Itis not only humanly incredible: it
is humanly impossible,

“Next we went to Tiffin, Ohio, and found a
cache of five hundred and forty pounds of dyna-
mite in a shed on property that belonged to
McManigle’s father. We found the quarry from
which this dynamite had been stolen, and the
liveryman from whom McManigle and Jim
McNamara had hired the horseand wagon that
they used to haul the explosive from the quarry
to the shed in Tiffin. We found a suit-case
soaked with the nitroglycerin from dynamite in
the railroad station in Toledo where McNamara
had left it. In short, having rounded up the
three men together, we were able to find all the
evidence we needed to support every detail of
our case against them, even without McMan-
igle’s confession. Do you mind if | take a
little nap?”

Burns ‘“Has Some Fun'’' with the
Constables

It certainly seemed as if he had earned it; for,
if he had been asleep in the forty-eight hours
previous, no one had heard him snore. He
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laughea to himself as he settled back against
the cushions; and it was anything but the
laughter of guile. ‘“We had some fun with
those constables, anyway,” he said.

As a matter of fact, the “fun’’ that he had
had with the constables makes as good an ex-
ample of Burns’ simple and effective sleight of
hand as any case of his that could be recorded.
This is what it was:

A warrant had been issued for his arrest in
Indianapolis on a charge of “kidnapping” John
J. McNamara, and he came to Indianapolis —
to attend to the final details of the ““investiga-
tion’— knowing that the county officers would
be waiting to arrest him. But, instead of slip-
ping into town in an automobile, he arrived by
train; and, instead of hiding in some friend’s
house, he went to the most conspicuous hotel
in the city and registered, but asked the clerk
not to give out the number of his room. He
called his men to him by telephone, consulted
with them in his apartments, and was receiving
his friends openly some hours before the county
constables could convince themselves that his
name on the register was not a clumsy ruse to
mislead them.

By observing the coming and going of visitors,
they decided what floor he was on; and two con-
stables were posted at either end of the corridor
to watch doors. This interfered with Burns’
activities; he wished to see several men who
could not now get access to him. He took his
hat in his hand, humped up a shoulder, short-
ened one leg, and limped down the hallway past
the constables to the elevator.

“You see,” he explained afterward, *they did
not know me by sight. Théy had my descrip-
tion, but that did nof include a limp. [ waited
at the elevator shaft — with one of the con-
stables not three yards from me— till the
cage came. Downstairs | straightened up and
walked out.”

He met the men whom he wished to see, re-
turned to the hotel, rode up in the elevator, and
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limped past the constables to his room again!

Simple? Yet an elaborate disguise would
not have been any more effective.

The joke was too good to keep. The reporters
who had recognized him downstairs were laugh-
ing at the constables. They raided the room
into which they had seen Burns go. As soon as
they knocked on the locked door, Burns said to
his assistant, ““Open it.”” He stepped into the
bath-room and turned the catch. There were
three doors together on that side of the room —
the bath-room door, the door of a clothes closet,
and a locked door leading into the, next apart-
ment. The constables tried a!l three, and, con-
cluding that the two locked doors opened into
the next room, they went back into the hall to
make their way into that closed apartment.
Burns came out of the bath-room and went on
with his work.

Absurd? But that was an element in its
success. The constables would hardly sup-
pose that he would do anything so inadequate
as to lock himself in a bath-room.

“They just wanted the satisfaction of turning
a cell key on me,” he explained afterward. “I
held them off till I was sure that bail had been
arranged, and then I went down to the court-
house and surrendered myself.”

It was good comedy. And it was more. It
was an instance of how surely Burns can “out-
guess”’ the man who is pursuing him as well as
the man whom he pursues. His manner through-
out was as natural and easy as a trained actor’s.
He invented the simple tricks of deception with-
out so much as a shrewd pause of thought, busy
with other matters on his mind. When it was
all over, he laughed and went to sleep —to
waken in Columbus, Ohio, where another
squad of his operatives had trapped and ex-
posed a band of corrupt legislators by tactics
that he had laid out, in a campaign of which he
had been receiving reports even while he
was dodging the constables in the Indianapolis
hotel! .

IN THE SEPTEMBER ISSUE WILL APPEAR AN UNUSUAL STORY OF THE TRAILING
\OF A SUPPOSED COUNTERFEITER





