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PREFACE 
 
Between 1745 and 1760, a turnpike was established across 

Maryland to provide a land route between the port city of Baltimore 
and the mostly-German settlement of Fredericktown, some fifty 
miles to the west. Stone markers were erected every mile along the 
north side of the road. Many remain to this day. Mile Marker Ten 
sits just to the west of the Patapsco River—in the shadow of the 
B&O railroad bridge. 

The Ellicott brothers founded their mill town in 1772 at the 
intersection of the turnpike and the Patapsco River. Mills of various 
types were built on both sides of the river. The town thrived through 
the 19th century. It was an ideal location: numerous streams flowed 
through the town from surrounding high ground, providing 
abundant waterpower. 

In 1808, the Union Manufacturing Company established a textile 
mill on the river about a half-mile north of the town. An Irish 
immigrant and industrialist named William Dickey purchased the 
mill at auction in 1887 and renamed it “Oella Mill”. After it was 
destroyed by fire in 1918, it was promptly rebuilt and operated 
continuously until 1972. Today the building houses elegant 
apartments overlooking the Patapsco River. 

After living on the outskirts of Ellicott City for more than twenty 
years, my wife and I moved into an apartment in Oella Mill in the 
fall of 2015. My daily ritual was to work through the morning and 
then hike into town for coffee in the afternoon, either at the Little 
Market Cafe behind Tonge Row, or at Bean Hollow in the old 
Easton Sons’ building. Then, if supplies at home were low, I might 
stop in The Wine Bin for a nice Tuscan red, or, time permitting, 
browse in one of the many fine antique or art stores along Main 
Street. Gramp’s Attic Used & Vintage Book Store was also a favorite 
location. 

I had been working on my second novel, which was to be about 
a modern-day forensic accountant, but I found myself growing less 



 

and less interested in the project—too similar to other novels that 
line the shelves of airport bookstores.  

On my walks through Ellicott City, I began reading the bronze 
plaques mounted on many of the old stone buildings. I discovered 
the Howard County Historical Society and their archive of books 
and other materials describing the area’s rich history. I began reading 
old newspaper articles from the late 1800s and early 1900s. I zeroed 
in on 1908 and found several interesting stories that suggested the 
outline of a plot. Abandoning my forensic accountant, I began work 
on the novel you now hold. 

Thus, this book is a work of fiction, but it is based on real events 
that took place in and around Ellicott City, Maryland in 1908 and 
1909. Many of the characters are real (see list below), although the 
dialogue and situations are fictionalized. All of the quoted newspaper 
articles are real. I have made only minor edits for typos and 
consistency in the spelling of names. 

 
Most of the street names are the same now as they were in 1908, 

with a few exceptions:  
o Ellicott Mills Drive is new. Fels Lane used to extend all the 

way to Main Street, providing a route to the northwest. 
o Mercer Street (where the Chemist has his shop) was a short 

spur off of Fels Lane. It is now little more than a driveway.  
o What is now Church Road used to be called Ellicott Street in 

the old maps, although folks would commonly refer to it as 
“the church road” because Methodist and Lutheran churches 
were situated along its short length. For clarity, I refer to it by 
the modern name. 

 
The following characters are historical: 

o Martin Burke (1869-1944) – State’s Attorney in Howard 
County 

o James Clark (1884–1955) – Young lawyer starting his career in 
Ellicott City 

o Linwood Cross (1876-1936) – Boarder at Angelo Cottage 
o Daniel Easton (1883-1935) – Co-owner with his brother of 

Easton Sons’ Undertakers 



   

  

o Edward Hammond (1877-1928) – A lawyer in Ellicott City 
o Katie Hatwood – William’s Mother 
o William (Billy) Hatwood (1881-?) – A laborer in Ellicott City 
o Archdeacon Edward T. Helfenstein (1865-1947) – Rector of 

St. John’s Episcopal Church, west of Ellicott City. 
o Benjamin Hill (1866-1945) – Farmer in Clarksville 
o Charles E. Hill (1876-1964) – Farmer in Clarksville 
o John Hill (?-1898) – Patriarch of the Hill family, farmer in 

Clarksville 
o James Hobbs (1854-1941) – Deputy Sheriff of Howard County 
o George W. Howard (1860-1930) – Sheriff of Howard County 
o Marion Morgan (1875-1932) – Laborer, boarder at Angelo 

Cottage 
o Edward Burr Powell (1882-1975) – Lawyer and editor at the 

Ellicott City Times, son of William Powell 
o William Powell (1853-1931) – Founder of the Ellicott City 

Times 
o Matthew Powers (1883-1964) – Blacksmith, boarder at Angelo 

Cottage 
o John Reichenbecker (1866-?) – Worker at Howard House 

Hotel and Restaurant 
o Johanna Ray (1868-?) – Owner, with her sisters, of Angelo 

Cottage Boarding House 
o Martin Rodey (1838-1909) – Owner of Rodey’s Emporium at 

the bottom of Main Street 
o Roberta Ray Sanner (1874-?) – Widow, manages Angelo 

Cottage boarding house, sister of Johanna Ray 
o Bernard H. Wallenhorst (1840-1909) – Immigrated to the U.S. 

in 1866 and settled in Ellicott City as a local merchant and 
magistrate 

o Rev. Immanuel Wegner (1884-1971) – Pastor of the German 
Lutheran Church on Church Road 

o Ethel Wosch (1881-1955) – Julius’ wife 
o Julius Wosch (1873-1945) – Newly appointed chief of the 

Ellicott City Police 



 

 
 
 

 



   

  

 
 



 

 
 
 
 
Dedicated to the good people of Ellicott City, Maryland, who 

endured a devastating flood on the afternoon of May 27, 2018. This 
was the second such flood in less than two years. Recovery efforts 
are again underway at the time of this writing. I have no doubt that 
the town will return soon to its former charm and beauty. 

#ECStrong 
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MILE MARKER TEN 
Wednesday Evening, March 11, 1908 

The Chemist stood on the flat roof of Angelo Cottage in the 
crisp March air. He pulled the last match from a cardboard book and 
struck it against the front. Cupping the flame in his hands, he held it 
to the bowl of his boxwood pipe and puffed gently. He refolded the 
book and glanced at the ad on the front, proclaiming “Howard 
House, Ellicott City – Cuisine Unexcelled." He flicked the spent 
book over the side of the roof to the cliff below. He sucked gently 
on the ivory horn mouthpiece and inhaled deeply with satisfaction: 
Fine, aged, North Carolina tobacco from his supplier in Baltimore.  

The prosaic name “cottage” did not do justice to this outlandish 
building—a stone castle replete with notched parapets. It was built 
in the 1820s atop a steep slope overlooking the Patapsco River and 
the north side of the then-nascent Main Street. The building had 
seen more grandiose days and now served as a boarding house. 

Up here the Chemist felt calm and powerful. He indulged 
himself in the twilight tableau: Far along the river to the north he 
could barely make out the stark, brick buildings of Oella Woolen 
Mills. Across the river, to the east, colored men busily loaded 
wagons in the lumberyard. To the southwest, a shift was just ending 
at the cluster of buildings making up Gambrill’s Flouring Mills. 
Below him, to the south, was Main Street, with its bustle of early 
evening foot and carriage traffic. 

A squeal of brakes brought his attention back across the river. 
The six o’clock electric car was just now emerging from the gorge in 
the hills of Oella. It slowed as it approached the trestle bridge that 
carried it over the river into town. 

His serenity was disturbed momentarily by the shrill but muffled 
voice of Mrs. Sanner, the boarding house matron, noisily arguing 
with her daughter on the floor below. The Chemist remained silent, 
not wanting to be admonished yet again by the unpleasant woman 
about the danger of climbing onto the roof. 
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He took another puff from his pipe and focused his mind. He 
had business this evening that would have a certain amount of risk 
to it. He had not been able to determine the identity of the man who 
had written to him, except that he was almost certainly a druggist, 
and that he was from Catonsville, or so read the postmark on the 
envelope. The letter had instructed him where and when to meet, 
and what to bring with him. It also hinted at grievous consequences 
should he not comply. 

He once again considered his plan—the likely moves that his 
opponent would make and his own counter moves. Bold action 
might be required before the night was over. He extinguished his 
pipe and descended to his room to prepare. 

The Chemist would not want to be recognized on this evening. 
To this end he had purchased patched, second-hand clothes from 
the bargain room at the back of Rosenstock’s department store. He 
removed his normal fine attire, folding each article carefully and 
laying it on his bed. He donned the tattered replacements with no 
small revulsion. He had already washed the wax out of his thick 
handlebar mustache and had not shaved in over a week. A dark, 
wide-brimmed slouch hat, caked with dust, completed the disguise. 
For good measure, he would avoid the main roads and keep to 
himself, relying on the waning evening light for anonymity. 

He could still hear Mrs. Sanner’s endless tirade in her daughter’s 
room. For a brief moment it reminded him of his own unhappy 
childhood. 

His preparations complete, he descended the creaky staircase. 
His intent was to exit from the side door, through the kitchen, and 
onto the grassy hillside between the cottage and the German 
Lutheran Church next door. All was well until he entered the 
kitchen. To his annoyance, he found Mr. Marion Morgan, another 
boarder at the cottage, seated at the table. Morgan looked up from 
the watery soup that Mrs. Sanner had prepared for the house. He 
raised his bushy eyebrows in surprise at the Chemist’s unusual 
appearance. 
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The notion that he now bore the same disheveled appearance as 
Morgan disgusted the Chemist. He never understood such men—
either shave, or don’t, was his motto. But like many of the lower 
classes, Morgan shaved maybe once a month, leaving his face more 
often than not covered by untidy stubble. 

Morgan said nothing. He set down his spoon, picked up his 
always-present snuffbox, and began to fiddle with the lid. The 
Chemist continued through the room. There was no point in 
offering an explanation. Morgan was beneath him—a common 
street laborer to whom, for reasons incomprehensible to the 
Chemist, Mrs. Sanner had taken a liking. Morgan didn’t even pay for 
his lodging, but rather performed menial tasks, such as fetching 
wood and water in exchange for a small room connecting to the 
kitchen. 

Finally free of the house, the Chemist walked past the privy and 
turned down the steep hill. He found the top of an old stone 
staircase that led to a short crooked path. Then he descended a set 
of wooden stairs between Rodey’s Hall and the vacant stone building 
that used to be the Railroad Hotel. Finally, he emerged onto Main 
Street and turned left toward the river. 

He ignored the bustling plaza in front of the B&O passenger 
station, keeping to the left to go under the railroad bridge. He was 
distracted by a commotion directly in front of him: A fistfight was 
just now breaking out on the trolley tracks between two young men 
who had likely spent the afternoon at O’Brian’s, or Kramer’s, or one 
of the many other saloons for which Ellicott City was famous. 

One of the brawlers took an uppercut to the chin and, falling 
several steps backward, collided with the Chemist as he attempted to 
pass by unobserved. The Chemist was shoved back into the building. 
Attempting to retain his balance, his left foot violently struck the 
stone ten-mile marker protruding from the cobblestones. Cursing 
the other man, he hurried under the bridge and turned left along the 
west bank of the river through Ratcliff’s coal yard. He passed the 
storage shed and continued northward through the narrow strip of 
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land between the railroad tracks and the river. His left foot was 
tingling. 

He continued northward through the brush along the river. He 
gradually became aware of a clattering sound, growing louder until it 
was quite clear over the rush of the water. He had been told that this 
was the sound of the looms. Oella Textile Mill operated around the 
clock. This must be one of the rare occasions when they opened the 
windows in the weaving room. 

Remembering the contingencies of his plan, the Chemist 
stopped and selected a good-sized stone, about three or four 
pounds, from the rubble around the railroad ties. He tested its heft 
by taking a few practice swings with his left hand. Satisfied, he 
placed it in his coat pocket. 

After walking about a mile, he came to a junction where a short 
spur of track separated from the B&O line and crossed over a trestle 
bridge to the mill. The clatter of the looms was quite loud here. He 
could see a boxcar on the other side of the river and several workers 
unloading heavy, tied bundles of raw wool. He climbed onto the 
narrow catwalk built along the side of the bridge and started across. 
It was precarious in places, with nothing to hold on to and the 
rushing river twenty feet below. 

He made it across without incident and clambered down onto 
the cobblestones, noticing a feeling of pressure in his left shoe as he 
landed. He hoped he had not broken his toe. He had miles still to 
walk this night. 

He ascended the winding hill of Oella Avenue, past Dickey’s 
company store and numerous tenement houses, past the dilapidated 
school house on the dirt path they called Race Road, past more 
tenements and farm houses, and finally to the crest of the hill where 
the negro church stood. From here it was a short, mostly level walk 
to where the street intersected with the electric car tracks that ran 
between Baltimore and Ellicott City. According to the mysterious 
letter he had received, this was to be the meeting place. He pulled his 
watch from his pocket and squinted in the semidarkness. It was just 
after seven o’clock—about a quarter hour before the appointed time. 
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He backed into the shadows of the woods, away from the gas 
streetlight, and waited. 

This was the colored section of Oella. The old Banneker 
residence was just down the street. As he waited, several men passed 
by, likely returning from a day of labor at the lumberyard or one of 
the factories that hired negroes. It was odd that his opponent had 
chosen this place. After several minutes, he spied a white man 
walking toward him from the direction of Westchester Avenue. If 
the man was from Catonsville, as the postmark implied, perhaps he 
had taken the electric car to the stop next to MacDonald’s store, and 
then hiked up the hill from there. As the man approached, the 
Chemist emerged from the darkness of the trees and removed his 
dusty hat. 

The newcomer was startled at first and recoiled into the middle 
of the road. The Chemist stood still at the edge of the light from the 
street lamp and remained silent. He wanted the other man to make 
the first move. 

The other man approached cautiously until he was quite close. 
They were about the same height, but whereas The Chemist was lean 
and muscular, this man had pudgy features—a man obviously 
unaccustomed to physical labor. He was breathing heavily and his 
face was moist from the exertion of his walk. He was clean-shaven, 
and over the stench of the man’s sweat, The Chemist thought he 
could detect the scent of expensive cologne. He had an unwavering 
smirk—a sort of poker face, the Chemist supposed.  

They sized each other up for a moment before the newcomer 
broke the silence. He laughed and took a step back, looking the 
Chemist up and down. “What a clever disguise. You look positively 
... Oellan.” Getting no response, he lifted his hands in surrender. 
“Very well, sir—I can see that you are all business. I am pleased that 
my letter sufficiently motivated you. It is good to finally meet you.” 

The Chemist finally spoke. “You have me at a disadvantage, sir. I 
do not know who you are.” 

The man waved the question away. “Who I am is of no import, 
except to say that I am, as you no doubt have deduced, well 
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connected. I instructed you to meet me here this evening so that we 
might come to an arrangement concerning your business activities. 
Did you bring the money?” 

 “Shhh! Not here,” the Chemist cut him off. “Too many colored 
folks passing by. We stick out like a sore thumb. Follow me.” 
Without waiting for a reply, the Chemist plunged into the darkness, 
walking briskly along the trolley tracks to the north. His damned left 
foot was starting to ache now, but he forced himself not to limp. He 
sensed that it was important to show no weakness. 

He heard the man lumbering behind him, breathing heavily 
again. They came to a small clearing after about a quarter mile, just 
before a right bend as the tracks ascended into Catonsville. There 
was a shallow ravine to the side and the sound of trickling water. It 
was quite dark now, everything in silhouette. 

The Chemist began the short speech he had prepared: “Sir, I am 
a humble druggist trying to make a living with a small shop in 
Ellicott City. I wish you no ill will, but I do not know how my 
business could have anything to do with you, and I certainly do not 
see...” 

The man cut him off. “Come, come, my good fellow. Let us not 
feign ignorance. Allow me to recite a few facts. Firstly, you are not, 
as you claim, a druggist. I have it on good authority that no one with 
your name has a license to practice pharmacy in the State of 
Maryland. So at the very least, sir, you are a humbug.” 

The man continued before the Chemist could retort. “Secondly, 
you have been selling cocaine in sizable quantities to the negroes 
who work in the shirt factory, the quarry, Thistle Mills, and perhaps 
other locations. I dare say, sir, your present appearance 
notwithstanding, that you are doing a good deal more than—how 
did you put it—making a living.” 

He paused, studying the Chemist’s face, before continuing. “Fear 
not, sir. I am not one to deprive a man of his livelihood. My 
associates and I merely want some small consideration. I will tell you 
that we have, in fact, quite a bit of influence within the Maryland 
Board of Pharmacy. I’m sure we can clear up your lack of credentials 
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without any trouble. As for the cocaine, well, please, I want you to 
continue. I have a close relationship with your supplier and can easily 
keep tabs on your sales volume. Do take care, though, to avoid using 
the powder yourself. It has been the ruination of many fine, 
otherwise upstanding men such as yourself.” 

The Chemist was dumbfounded. How did this stranger learn all 
of this? About one item, though, the man was wrong. The Chemist 
had indeed passed the Maryland certification examination. But that 
was before—it seemed a lifetime ago, long before he had changed 
his name and moved here from Baltimore. 

Seeing that his opponent was waiting for some kind of reply, he 
asked, simply, “What is it, exactly, that you want from me?” 

The man clapped his hands and rubbed them together. “Ah! 
Now that is the right question! Oh, nothing too burdensome. As I 
say, we would never deprive a man of his livelihood. Shall we say 
one hundred tonight, as I instructed in my letter, and twenty-five a 
week going forward? I do hope you have brought the money, or we 
may have a problem. I’d hate to have to walk back into town to find 
the sheriff. I believe his name is Wo...” 

He never finished his sentence. The Chemist had silently 
removed the stone from his coat pocket and swung it in a wide arc. 
He heard, and felt, a satisfying crunch as the stone made impact with 
the man’s right temple. He fell to the ground without another word, 
landing with his head face down in the gully.  

The Chemist’s heart was racing. He took several deep breaths to 
calm himself. He had planned for this contingency, and had followed 
through on his plan. He had hoped it would not come to this, but 
his opponent had forced his hand. 

The Chemist sighed in resignation and slowly began his 
remaining tasks. He grabbed the man’s feet and dragged him back 
into the clearing. He took out a fresh book of matches and struck 
one for light. The right side of the man’s head was caved in, and he 
was bleeding profusely through his nose. He wouldn’t be alive for 
long.  
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Where was the man’s hat? He had been wearing a dark porkpie 
hat. It must have fallen into the ravine. The Chemist descended the 
short slope, favoring his left leg, and took several minutes striking 
matches and searching the area. It was to no avail. He was running 
out of time and would simply have to rely on the incompetence of 
any investigators. 

He removed the man’s fine coat and set it aside. He had some 
trouble placing his own tattered coat onto the man’s bulkier frame. 
He searched the man’s coat and trouser pockets, which yielded forty 
dollars in a silver clip but no identifying papers. He had hoped to at 
least learn the man’s name. 

His plan in this contingency had been to drag the body into the 
ravine. Not many people passed this way on foot. Let the rodents 
work on him for a few days and he’d be unrecognizable. But now a 
different idea came to him that had a certain dramatic appeal. 

He dragged the body across the trolley tracks, leaving the man’s 
head on one rail and his knees on the other. He took out a small 
bottle of whiskey that he had brought for this purpose, and spilled it 
on the man’s chest. He slipped the empty bottle into the man’s 
breast pocket. Finally, he set his dusty slouch hat over the man’s 
ruined face. The eight o’clock electric car should be along soon. It 
would come around the bend from Catonsville at a good speed and 
would not have time to stop, even if they did see the man on the 
tracks. 

Satisfied with his work, he started to don his opponent’s fine 
black coat, only to discover the right shoulder and sleeve were 
soaked with a warm, sticky substance—blood, no doubt. He sighed 
heavily. He considered putting the soiled coat back onto the body 
and returning with his tattered one, but he had already soaked it with 
whiskey. And there was no time; he would have to take the bloody 
coat with him. He rolled it into a bundle and set off down the tracks 
back toward Oella Avenue.  

This time, he allowed himself to limp. He was pretty sure by now 
that his toe was broken. 
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Instead of retracing the circuitous route he had used to get here, 
he walked straight down Westchester Avenue. He soon emerged at 
the flouring mill and hobbled through the cluster of buildings to the 
covered wooden bridge. His foot was throbbing now. He 
remembered the old times when he could take solace in a stiff drink 
at a time like this. But those days were gone for good. 

Halfway across the bridge, he glanced both ways and, seeing no 
one, hopped up on his good leg and tossed the soiled coat through 
the latticework under the roof. The river was high with recent rain. 
With any luck the current would carry the coat all the way to 
Baltimore. 

 
MANGLED BY CAR  

Unidentified Man Killed on  
Ellicott City Line Tracks 

An unidentified man was instantly killed about 
7:30 P. M. yesterday between Rock creek and Oella 
avenue by a westbound Ellicott City car. His skull 
was crushed in, his legs and arms were all broken 
and his right leg was severed at the ankle. 

Motorman Charles Zimmerman and Conductor 
Charles Russell were arrested and taken to the Ca-
tonsville Police Station where they were later re-
leased pending an inquest to be held by Coroner 
Whitely at Catonsville tonight. 

Zimmerman says the man was lying across the 
car track and that as soon as he saw him he tried to 
stop the car but it had too much momentum. The 
car passed entirely over its victim. 

The man was smooth-faced, of medium build, 
with dark hair, and wore a dark coat, gray trousers 
and a black slouch hat. No papers were found in his 
pockets, and he had but 5 cents. He was roughly 
dressed. 

[Baltimore Sun, March 12, 1908] 
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A STICKLER FOR FORMALITY 
Thursday, March 12, 1908 

The Honorable Justice Bernard H. Wallenhorst, Sr., sat at the 
busy lunch counter in Kraft’s restaurant on lower Main Street. It was 
just after noon on a rainy, but unseasonably warm, Thursday. 
Another downpour had just started, and several pedestrians had 
ducked in and now waited by the door for it to pass. 

The judge ignored the commotion and concentrated on his meal 
and his newspaper. He was an elderly but virile man in his late 
sixties. His dark hair was impeccably groomed in well-lacquered 
swirls, with just a touch of gray on an upraised wave in the front. His 
well-trimmed mustache wrapped around the corners of his mouth to 
join a luxurious goatee that flared out at the bottom, covering the 
top of his black silk bowtie. 

He stabbed the last morsel of weisswurst with his knife, swirled 
it in mustard, and gingerly placed it into his mouth. He took a sip of 
coffee and then dabbed at his lips with his napkin. He adjusted his 
copy of the Baltimore Sun so as to read below the fold. 

After a moment, he grunted and slapped at the paper with the 
back of his hand. He turned to the woman seated on his left. “Have 
you seen this in today’s paper, Mrs. O’Flynn?” The slightest hint of a 
German accent betrayed his immigrant background. 

The woman on his left was Mrs. Gertrude Leary O’Flynn. At 
thirty-five, she retained a youthful air. Her dark hair had been teased 
up, parted in the middle, and pinned in the back, thus showing her 
full cheeks and dark green eyes to good advantage. She was dressed 
in a typical woman’s business suit—high-collared white blouse with a 
dark vest and ankle-length skirt, the hem of which was now soiled 
with mud due to the inclement weather. 

She worked as a writer at the Ellicott City Times, a few doors up 
the street. As was her lunchtime custom, she had been engrossed in 
a novel when the judge spoke. It took her a moment to realize she 
was being addressed. She had told the man on numerous occasions 
that he should simply call her Trudy, as everyone else did. But the 
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judge was a stickler for formality. She sometimes wondered if he 
called his wife “Mrs. Wallenhorst” during their intimate moments.  

Trudy leaned forward and scanned the proffered newspaper 
column. It was about the unidentified man found on the electric car 
tracks. She was always amazed that the Baltimore Sun managed to 
get so much information so quickly.  

“Yes, Edward and I were talking about that this morning. He 
wants me to write something for this Saturday, or perhaps next.” 
Trudy was referring to her employer, Edward Powell, the editor and 
part owner, with his father, William, of the local weekly newspaper. 
“He was on the telephone with Julius this morning, trying to get 
more material.” 

As if on cue, the door to the street opened again, and in strode 
Officer Julius Wosch, the newly appointed chief of the city’s Police 
Department.  

Behind the counter, a waitress approached with a steaming pot 
of coffee. She motioned toward Judge Wallenhorst’s empty cup. He 
nodded, sliding his cup and saucer across the countertop. She 
topped it off. 

“Thank you, Viola,” said the judge. He pointed to the article in 
the newspaper. “This electric car accident last night, where the man 
was killed—this happened up where your family lives, yes? Near that 
church where your people go, Mt. Gib, Gibbon...” 

“Gilboa,” the waitress corrected. “Mt. Gilboa Methodist 
Episcopal Church. Trudy lives up that way too.” 

“Ah, just so ... Gilboa,” repeated the judge. “It is where you 
coloreds worship on that side of the river, is it not so?” 

Viola smirked and shook her head. “Well, not alls of us goes 
there, sir. Why Lawdy, somes of us jes’ lies around drinking da 
whiskey oh sniffing da white powdah.” 

Trudy tittered into her sandwich, but the sarcasm was lost on the 
judge. He responded ponderously, “Yes, yes. I have come to know 
that cocaine powder is indeed becoming a problem among the negro 
people. I have seen more than one case in my courtroom. Ah, Chief 
Wosch—do join us.” 
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Julius Wosch had finished hanging up his coat and shaking the 
water off of his pant legs. He was a tall, dashing man in his mid 
thirties with full, dark hair. He had kind eyes and a well-waxed 
handlebar mustache as wide as his ears. He had the same German air 
of formality as the much older judge. He claimed the stool to 
Trudy’s left and set his policeman’s cap on the counter. “Good day, 
your Honor, Mrs. O’Flynn. What’s good today, Viola?” 

“E’rything’s good, of course. Corn chowder ain’t half bad. S’got 
bacon in it. Trudy’s having egg salad. You want coffee, Hon?” 

Wosch nodded. “Please. And a bowl of the chowder would be 
fine, with a slice of black bread.” 

When Viola had moved on, Wosch leaned close to Trudy. “So,” 
he said. “I was just visiting the Times and spoke with the elder Mr. 
Powell. He said you would have questions for me about the 
unfortunate incident up in Oella last night. I understand that you are 
writing it up for Saturday’s edition, yes?” 

Trudy started to speak, but Wosch cut her off with an upraised 
right hand—a consummate cop gesture. “I am speaking both 
officially and as a friend. I have no information to share. The incident 
occurred across the river in Baltimore County—out of my 
jurisdiction—and so is being handled by the Catonsville police. They 
have not as yet requested our assistance. You will have to telephone 
Mr. Whitely. He’s the coroner there.” 

Viola returned and set a bowl of thick yellow chowder in front 
of the policeman. She put out a fresh cup and saucer and proceeded 
to fill it from the tin coffee pot, which seemed to be always attached 
to her hand. As she poured, she asked Trudy, “You heading up the 
hill normal time today?” 

Trudy nodded, “Yes, about five. Billy says he’s getting off early. 
We can all walk together.” Viola nodded and returned to her duties. 

As a newspaper writer, Trudy felt obliged to at least try to get a 
few nuggets of information for her article. One technique Edward 
had taught her was to give air to her thoughts, hoping for some kind 
of reaction—either a confirmation or denial—from whatever official 
she was interviewing. “I understand, Julius. I’ve been thinking, 
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though ... I assume the Catonsville police searched the area as well as 
they could in the dark last night. And I’m sure someone returned 
today to do a proper search for clues, although I suppose that would 
be difficult in this rain. Also, I hope they asked the local residents to 
see if anybody saw something strange around that time last night. It 
hadn’t started raining then. You know, the folks up there—they keep 
a close eye on things, though I don’t think they like to talk to the 
police much.” Wosch said nothing, so Trudy continued, “Say, you 
know, I live very near there myself. I could walk up tomorrow 
morning and ask around, if you think it will do any good? You said 
yourself I was a big help with the Huntley case last year.” Trudy 
paused, hoping for a response. 

Chief Wosch listened impassively. He now smiled and changed 
the subject. “How many weddings has our good Reverend Ridgely 
done this week? I hear he’s been slacking off. If he is not careful, 
Reverend Branch will eat his lunch this year. And then what will 
happen to our city’s reputation as the marriage capital, or ‘Gretna 
Green’, of the state?” 

Trudy slapped him playfully on the shoulder. “Okay, I get it. No 
comment. Ridgely has done only five so far this week, but I believe 
three are scheduled for Saturday. Myrtle Robinson has wed Richard 
Hudson and will be moving to Baltimore. I just wrote it up. You can 
read about it on page five this Saturday.” 
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TO ELLICOTT CITY BY TROLLEY 
Northeast Baltimore Improvement  

Association Has Excursion 

Members of the Northeast Baltimore Improve-
ment Association went on an excursion to Ellicott 
City by trolley last night. It was the annual trolley 
ride of the association, and 10 cars, which left North 
Avenue and Caroline Street at 6 o’clock, were filled. 

Banners bearing the name of the association 
were displayed on the cars. President W. W. Parker 
gave out horns, sirens, and a variety of souvenirs. 

Supper was served at the Howard House, fol-
lowed by dancing, games, a frog race, peanut race, 
and other contests for prizes. 

[Baltimore Sun, March 4, 1908] 
 

BRIEFS 

George M. Henault, of Prince George County, 
has petitioned the Legislature to change his name to 
Wm. Jennings Bryan Number 2. Mr. Henault ex-
plains his reason for his petition is his great admira-
tion for the “peerless one.” 

The automobile business does not effect the 
horse business at all. Horses of all classes average 
$20 a head more now than they did in 1902. Breed 
more horses. 

Mr. Taft is playing politics for all there is in it, 
while the understrappers of the War Department 
have to attend to the Government business, which 
Taft is paid to do. 

The members of the Lutheran Church of 
Woodbine will hold an oyster supper for the benefit 
of the church, Thursday night, March the 12th. All 
are cordially invited to attend. 

[Ellicott City Times, March 7, 1908] 
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POLICE RESPONSE UNGRACIOUS  
WHILE SAM FARES BETTER 
Thursday Afternoon, March 12, 1908 

After returning to the newspaper office, Trudy sat at her desk 
and collected her thoughts. She turned to a fresh sheet on her 
notepad and made sure her fountain pen was primed. She plucked 
up the earpiece of the candlestick phone on her desk, tapped the 
handle a few times, and waited for the operator to come onto the 
line. “Hi, Millie, it’s Trudy down at The Times.” 

Millie was the daytime operator for the Citizens’ Telephone 
Company. It was a locally based company trying to compete against 
the much larger Chesapeake & Potomac, or C&P. Both were part of 
the Bell System and could thus intercommunicate. Citizens’ 
exchange office was two blocks up the hill on Main Street, just 
across from the firehouse. “Oh, hi Trudy! Hey, you’ll never guess 
what I heard about Sam Mueller. It’s probably too juicy for you to 
print, though. He’s ... hang on, there’s another call coming in.” 

Trudy knew that Millie often listened in on calls after making a 
connection, even though she wasn’t supposed to. If a party said 
something startling, he or she might hear an audible gasp or a 
judgmental “tsk.” Millie was a great source of tips for the local 
personals section. 

At length, Millie came back on the line. “Hey Trudy, so where 
was I?” 

“You were about to tell me about Sam Mueller. Sorry to scoop 
you, dear, but I already heard. He’s having an affair in Baltimore. 
That’s the reason for all the ‘business travel’. I hear his wife is livid. 
But, hey, I don’t have much time right now. Can you connect me to 
Catonsville—A Mr. Whitely at the coroner’s office? Sorry, I don’t 
have the number.” 

“Sure, honey, but they’re on C&P. Hold a sec while I get Dot on 
the line.” 

“Oh, sorry. I could have just walked to her office.” The C&P 
exchange was the next building up the hill from the Times’ office. 
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“No problem, hon. Sit tight.” 
Trudy heard a series of clicks and then Dot’s voice. “Operator—

is that you, Millie?” 
“Yeah, hi Dot. I’ve got Trudy on the line for a Mr. Wrightly at 

the colonel’s office in Catonsville.” 
“Sure thing, hon,” replied Dot. “Hey, Trudy.” 
“Hi Dot,” said Trudy. “How’s Sam doing?” 
“A lot better since Dr. Sykes pulled the molar. Thanks for 

asking. I’ll have to call the Catonsville exchange for the number. 
Please hold.” 

After another series of clicks a nasally voice answered, “C and P. 
Number please?” 

Dot said, “Hi Polly, this is Dot over at Ellicott City. I have 
Trudy on the line for a person to person with Mr. Knightly at Mr. 
Cornwell’s office.” 

Polly said, “Trudy! How have you been, gal? Say, you know, I 
was just thinking about you. There’s a new land investor in town, 
just down the street, a Mr. Harold—quite a dish. Money, too. I hear 
he’s from Philadelphia. He’s supposed to be at the subscription 
dance at Egge Hall tomorrow, why don’t you come on out? I’ll 
introduce you.” 

Trudy had been a widow for six years. Her friends were always 
trying to set her up with bachelors who were advancing in age. 
“Sorry, Polly. Can’t make it. Besides, you know I already have two 
boys in my life.” She was referring to her sons, Colin, 12, and Liam, 
8. “Who needs a man?” 

That drew a laugh and general agreement from all the ladies. 
Polly asked, “So what was that party? Mr. Litty, was it? Never 

heard of him, but I can connect you to Dr. Cromwell’s office. Maybe 
he’s new there.” 

Dot said, “No, it’s Dr. Cornwell. You know, corn, like in 
fritters.” 

Millie corrected, “No hon, I think she said Colonel—like in the 
Navy.” 
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Dot countered, “Sam was in the Navy. I don’t think they have 
Colonels. They have Captains.” 

Polly was confused. “I don’t think we have a captain’s office in 
Catonsville. I can try the Annapolis exchange?” 

Trudy interjected, “Coroner—the Coroner’s office. And the 
man’s name, unless I have it wrong from Officer Wosch, is 
Whitely.” 

“Oh, him,” said Polly with undisguised scorn. “I saw him at 
lunch today and he was huffed to be tied. He batty-fanged Officer 
Norris right there in front of everybody. You sure you want to talk 
to that podsnapper, hon?” 

“I’m afraid I have to, Polly. Please connect me.” 
After more clicks and an extensive pause, a woman’s voice came 

on the line. “Coroner’s office, this is Evelyn speaking.” 
“Hey, Ev, this is Polly. I got a person-to-person for your boss, 

from Mrs. Gertude O’Flynn at the Ellicott City Times. He still in?” 
“Oh, hi Trudy. Hold on. I’ll see if he’s finished with his 

meeting.” 
After a lengthy pause, a gruff man’s voice came onto the line. 

“Officer Norris. To whom am I speaking?” 
“Oh ... good afternoon, Officer Norris. I was holding for Mr. 

Whitely. This is Mrs. O’Flynn from the Ellicott City ...” 
“Yes, yes. Mr. Whitely asked me to take the call. He’s tied up 

with important matters. You can put Mr. Powell on now.” 
“Uh, Mr. Powell isn’t here. He asked me to follow up on the 

electric car incident in Oella last...” 
“Am I to understand that Mr. Powell is too busy to call and 

wants me to talk to his secretary?” 
Trudy said, “Officer Norris, I am a writer at the Times. I have a 

few questions about ...” Trudy heard a derisive laughter on the line.  
“Writer, indeed! Do you handle the gossip column or the 

recipes?” 
Trudy controlled her indignation and kept her voice even. 

“Actually, I do handle both the personals and the recipes. I also do 
news reporting and features from time to time. Can you tell me if the 
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police found anything when they came back to search the area 
today?” 

“Today? Do you pester your husband with such absurd 
questions? Perhaps you have been indoors all day polishing your 
nails. The rain has been relentless, and the area was trampled last 
night by God knows how many people. There is no point in going 
back.” 

Trudy considered, but decided against, responding to his crack 
about her husband. “So then, I will write that no proper search has 
yet been done. Have you established the identity of the victim?” 

More derisive laughter, “Really, Mrs. O’Flynn, I assume you read 
the story in the Sun. There is no way to identify such a body. He was 
probably a drifter who passed out on the tracks after one too many 
drinks. There was an empty whiskey bottle in his coat pocket. We 
will have to wait to see if anyone is reported missing. Now I do have 
important work to do. Please stick to your clothing ads and wedding 
announcements, and leave this to the professionals. Good day.” 
Trudy heard a click and then silence. 

 “Trudy, honey,” said Polly’s voice, “He’s a typical bully. He get’s 
chewed out so he takes it out on you. A real razzle-dazzle. I wouldn’t 
worry about it. The word is, Norris is a real flapdoodle in the sack.” 

The bawdiness of this comment drew laughter from the 
operators, who had all remained on the line. 

 
  


