Chapter 1
 
￼Opening.m4v
 
The city was a white bride. Except the bride was screaming. And crying because she had burned her entire face a few years before. The Chicago World Fair was in full swing since it’s opening in May of 1893, and people from all over the world were flooding into America to experience the city of glistening magic.
Elijah Parker walked among the magic city, the noise close to deafening. Machines roared left and right from him, the ultimate reminder that America was improving. A shadow swallowed his, and he looked up to find a giant balloon above him, a strange contraption that could carry something even as heavy as a human. He tipped his hat, shielding his eyes from the ever bright sun.
“Blazes, one bullet in that there contraption, and I’d be a belly through the brush,” he mumbled, chuckling to himself. He patted his ribcage where his gun was safely resting, an odd little thing. Looking to the shimmering water in front of him, Elijah decided he wanted a drink. Scanning the masses of people around him, Elijah saw what looked like a bar and decided to go. He pushed his way through the people enjoying the fair, always keeping an eye out for any pretty lady that happened to look his way. 
The bar was a fancy place, busy and bustling. Light poured into the building, illuminating the glass bottles that held the drink of the devil. Elijah wove his way over to the bar stools and sat, tipping his hat ever so slightly to the tender in front of him. 
“Velcome to Berghoff’s,” said the bartender, his accent a heavy German sound. “Vat can I get for zou?”
“I’ll have for myself the very best, thank you,” Elijah said, looking at the polished wood under his hands.
“Comingen right up,” he responded, turning to the giant crate of beer bottles next to him. Grabbing one from the pile, he popped off the cap and slid it to Elijah who grabbed it with lightning speed.
“What’s this?” He asked, looking at the unfamiliar label on the room temperature bottle. It was tilted with a white background. Nothing like Elijah had ever seen before.
“Zat is zee Best Select! Avarded zee Blue Ribbon just zast veek!” The bartender said proudly, his shoulders widening, a wide smile on his face.
“Interesting,” Elijah commented, taking a sip of the apparent fantastic drink. The tender was right, it was good. Who knew this fair was better for more things than just getting ladies and money? Elijah thought, his eyes closing for just a brief moment. In that single moment, he felt the slightest change in wind. A slight touch to the right side of his trousers, where his money rested. 
His eyes snapped opened, the bottle slamming to the counter with a harsh thud. Turning his head, Elijah’s hand already had his pistol drawn, the barrel in the center of the thief’s back.
“You dare take from a man who is enjoying a drink?” Elijah growled, his voice low. Although he wanted his money back, he was smart enough not to cause a scene in such a busy place. The thief turned, slowly and cautiously, his posture perfect. The slight wad of bills could be seen in his hand, the possession that had been in Elijah’s pocket just moments before.
“Ah, I did dare to, but I see that that was a mistake,” he responded, a gleam in his eye. 
“You darn right, you thief. Gentleman looking thing, you give a bad name to the rest of us,” Elijah snared, snatching the money from the other man’s hand. 
“I prefer the term ‘cutpurse’, and I hardly do think you are a gentleman,” the man said plainly. “Judging from the gun that you have aimed at my torso, I would have to disagree with your statement.”
A top hat adorned his head, complete with a suit that was just a little different than the rest. His hair underneath the hat was combed, and the posture was that of aristocracy. The stranger sat at the stool next to Elijah, who cautiously holstered his gun back in it’s place. His eyes never left the other man, his other hand on the money.
“I am Gideon Forge,” the cutpurse introduced, tipping his hat to the gunslinger. “It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance.”
“It has been nothing but unpleasant meeting you,” Elijah spat, returning to his drink. The bartender returned, and Gideon requested the same that Elijah was having.
“I have been wanting a drink of this since I heard about it yesterday,” the thief commented, attempting to make small talk. “Almost as much as this blasted country wanted those railroads to meet.”
“The Central Pacific and the Union Pacific, thief. If you are to say anything about those railroads, you say it with respect and you use their names.” Elijah snapped, hotheaded as he was.
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“How long ago was it? Twenty years ago? Those railroads have had their fair share of respect and admiration, quit being so protective of it,” Gideon responded nonchalantly, taking a proper swig of the Best Select. 
“My father-” Elijah began, stopping just as quickly as he had started. “That railroad turned this entire nation into a market, making it even greater than it was. It was twenty-four years ago.”
“This and that, such a shame. Too bad those Southeast immigrants are flooding in from Europe and devouring the jobs out from below you natives,” the sarcastic tone in Gideon’s voice was like a poison, angering Elijah with every word.
“You talk like you ain’t from around here,” he responded, eyeing the thief for the umtienth time.
“Oh my dear gunslinger, I am very glad I am not from this country. I proudly came from the city of Manchester to marvel at this ‘World Fair’. Many wealthy to greet, much to learn from all of these fantastic machines,” Gideon boasted, his ego in great competition with Elijah’s. 
“Lying ain't easy for you ain’t it?” The gunslinger questioned, although his interest was elsewhere. “I could spot that lie so well I could spit on it.”
“Well, I would greatly appreciate it if you didn't spit at all,” said the cutpurse, sipping his beer. “I am a man of opportunity, and I took it as a personal challenge to make it here under that Immigration Act that was passed back in 1882.”
“Wild guess… you made it,” Elijah responded, his voice dull and annoyed. The cutpurse stood and took a small bow.
“Here you see I stand. American soil.” Gideon tapped his toe on the ground, a small taunt in the act. Elijah groaned inwardly, stood, and turned to walk out. He tipped his hat to the german bartender and strode toward the door. Just as his hand grasped the doorknob he heard the thief call out behind him. 
“Fine meeting you sir! I wish you good fortune on your travels!”
The gunslinger rolled his eyes and stepped outside, the sun warming his skin. The loud machines were in the large building across the pond from Elijah, but he was in no hurry to get back to those. Deciding to enjoy the music he faintly heard, he followed his ears until the music was loud enough to truly enjoy. 
Along the way Elijah thought of his older brother Samuel, who was to pick up the work that his father started. The Grange… an organization Elijah had basically grown up in, his father's dream and determination in one group. It was amazing, quite really, what Oliver Kelley had accomplished. Assembling together the most independent and stubborn group around to give better life to farmers. 
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“Wow Dad, way to get over 800,000 people to fight the railroad for better shares,” Elijah mumbled, shaking his head. Too bad second sons do most of the work and get none of the recognition. The gunslinger shrugged his shoulders and patted the gun in its holster happily. 
The music grew, a strange sound that Elijah had never heard before. No twang from a bango, no warble of a voice. Instead he was greeted with a smooth language that had no pause for it didn't need a pause. Looking up to see where he was at, Elijah observed the street sign that read “Street in Cairo”.
“Darnist thing I ever heard,” he commented, unsure of how he could even pronounce ‘Cairo’. A crowd gathered in front of him, 30 people or so all intrigued with the act. Elijah, curious as well, walked around until he could see what the fuss was about.
In front of him was a woman. Her skin was dark, but not like the typical negro. Elijah tilted his head, instantly infatuated. Her hair was long and black, curled toward the ends. Her skirt jingled softly, the jems catching each other and letting go. Her arms were raised and her hips moved with a rhythm that matched the peculiar music. The audience was just as interested as Elijah was, including a young girl and an older man who could have been her father. Elijah barely noticed, but his gaze slowly shifted from the woman to the girl. 
The girl was different than the others, Elijah could tell that much. Although she was looking at the dancing figure, her eyes didn't track and follow like the others did. They were positively still, their focus non existent. She was as still as her eyes, even though her smile displayed happiness. Her hand grasped on to the man next to her, who was watching the dancer as well. 
Shaking his head ever so slightly, he turned back to the dancer and watched until the end of her performance. After a round of applause was sounded, the crowd dispersed, searching for their next form of entertainment. Elijah waited though, for the woman to go for a drink of water.
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“You did a mighty fine job there,” he said, a grin on his face. The woman looked up, her brown eyes almost gold. 
“Thank you,” she answered, a small smile on her face. “Little Egypt it’s called.”
Her hand waved to the banner above them, the twirling letters accompanied by her smiling figure. Elijah didn't even look, his eyes never leaving her face. 
“Little Egypt,” he whispered, absolutely in love… at least by his terms. 
“Yes,” she laughed, taking a sip from her water. “My name is Fatima. You are?” 
“Elijah Parker,” the gunslinger said, barely keeping track of the conversation. 
“What has been your favorite attraction so far, Mr. Parker?”
“Why, missy, at first it was that fancy floating balloon that could carry a person… but the darndest thing just happened. I watched you.” Elijah stared at her, completely unable to hide his infatuation.
“How nice of you… personally, my favorite attraction wasn't quite an attraction… but it was that woman, Susan Anthony I believe her name was. Stunning really. Dedication at it's finest to make sure us women get the fair treatment we deserve. All the way to being able to vote!” The dancer grinned, her hands on her hips triumphantly. Her eyes gleamed, and Elijah's heart melted just a little bit more. 
“A reformer are you?” The all too familiar voice invaded Elijah's ears and shook him out of his revere. A grey suit stood next to Fatima, the top hat a perfect match. 
“Oh yes, yes I am. Although I wasn't near old enough to participate, I do love the idea of that Pendleton Act that happened in 1883. So smart of them to use tests to give jobs instead of patronage. Sure does help out us little people,” Fatima answered, smiling brightly at Gideon. Elijah’s body tensed, his eyes glued to the cutpurse. Gideon winked at Elijah, putting his hand at the small of the dancers back.
“I agree wholeheartedly Miss, I do think us little men should help each other out. That's why I’m a very proud member of the People’s Party. Founded last year, we even managed to win over four states in the Presidential Election last year,” Gideon boasted, tipping his hat. Fatima’s face brightened, as if she were meeting the president himself. 
“How kind of you!”
“Just doing what is right Miss. I do think a direct election of senators and a graduated income tax would do our country some good. Perhaps even an 8 hour work day compared what we have now for our workers,” the cutpurse spoke, and Elijah’s hand instinctively went for his pistol. Gideon raised his eyebrows, a slight tilt to his head. Almost growling, Elijah forced himself to relax just a small bit. 
“I'm very interested in what you have to say Mr…” The man and his young daughter had walked up, the man in his late fifties. 
“Gideon... Gideon Forge,” the thief replied, a delighted smile on his face. The hand that was at the small of the bellydancers back returned to Gideon's pocket, except now it had a few bills in grasp. Elijah's eyes widened, his mouth dead still. Gideon winked again, before returning his gaze to the man. 
“My name is Andrew Carnegie,” the man introduced. “And I do have to say, I'm very intrigued in what you have to offer.”
“Mr. Carnegie! How fortunate to meet you!” Gideon responded, a new gleam in his eye. “I'm honored to meet the head of the Carnegie Steel Corporation, only the leading company in steel production. I do believe you were one of the first to fully take on the Bessemer process?”
“Yes, I did,” Carnegie answered with a chuckle. “Along with my friends John and Jay, I do believe we are changing the country with railroads.”
“John Rockefeller and Jay Gould?” Gideon asked, a wide smile on his face. 
“Yes.”
“How marvelous!”
“I agree. I do like my new idea of a different sort of Social Darwinism. I think I might call it Gospel of Wealth,” Carnegie boasted slightly. 
Fatima’s smile grew. “What is it?”
“It's an idea that the world isn't survival of the economically fittest, but that those with more wealth should help the less fortunate. It's our job really,” Carnegie smiled, age lines in the crook of his eyes. 
“Interesting concept you got there sir, but I'm curious to know who that there lady is,” Elijah asked, hoping to get Carnegie’s attention and look more impressive than the cutpurse. 
“This? This is Helen,” he answered, looking happily at the tween. She had been standing there smiling, yet didn't look at a single thing. As much as it unnerved Elijah, the fact that Gideon stood so close to Fatima bothered him more. 
“She's such a cutie!” Fatima said in awe. The cutpurse learned forward slowly, and took her hand gently. Helen flinched for just barely a second before her smile grew from ear to ear. 
“Well it's been lovely to meet you Helen,” Gideon shook her hand and stood. Looking at the others he nodded curtly. “Lovely meet you as well Mr. Carnegie… Ms. Little Egypt.”
Elijah stood, rigid as a tree. Gideon turned to him and grinned slyly. 
“And good day to you too Mr. Parker.”
 
 
 

Chapter 2
 
￼07 Final Frontier.m4v
 
Elijah walked around the fair with a new purpose, his gait strong and fast. His eyes searched throughout the crowd wildly, looking for Gideon's top hat. 
“Hello! Would you like to come inside and experience Louis Sullivan's buildings in grand style? Today you can, at the World’s Fair!” A man announced, touching Elijah's arm. The gunslinger turned to the advertiser and shook his head.
“Sorry, I’m in a rush,” Elijah apologized, continuing on his route. Searching frantically at this point, he decided to head back over to the place he first came across Gideon. Berghoff’s bar. Hardly observing what was going on around him, Elijah quickly made his way back over to the bustling restaurant.
Sure enough, the place was booming with finely dressed women and men who didn’t know what to do with their money as they had so much. Returning to his original seat, Elijah ordered another one of the Blue Ribbon winning beer while struggling to understand the bartender's thick accent. 
“Didn’t expect to find you here again, especially after this morning,” Gideon’s familiar voice rang in Elijah’s left ear. Turning to the well dressed gentleman, Elijah tipped his hat.
“Look man, I saw what you did to Little Egypt and Carnegie. Figured I would ask for my share of the goods, considering I distracted them and all,” the gunslinger proposed, eyeing the cutpurse. Gideon let out a low laugh.
“I do suppose I had a much easier time pickpocketing those two when you were around…” he teased, hardly thinking of actually giving Elijah any money.
“I think we could do it again, and split the profits?” Elijah asked, taking a sip of his beer. 
“Perhaps,” answered Gideon, ordering a beer of his own. “As I said before… It was easier to acquire when you were around…”
“Yes…?”
“I agree. We shall team up at this World’s Fair and thrive off of others lack of caution,” Gideon answered, his voice low to avoid being heard by others. 
“Good,” Elijah said, finishing off his beer in excitement. 
“We start tomorrow Mr. Parker, as it’s almost nightfall. Sure did take you a while to find me didn't it.”
“As you said… it's almost nightfall,” Elijah commented, standing to leave. “Where are you staying?”
“Today was my first day at this marvelous fair. I did see though, an interesting three story building down the street a ways. Holmes Hotel I believe it was,” Gideon pondered, glancing at Elijah.￼
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“I saw the place, looks nice. Reckon we stay there for the night?” The gunslinger asked, reaching into his pocket to count his money.
“No worry about that,” Gideon answered, voice British and proper as always. “I will pay your keep if I get 60 percent of tomorrow's profits.”
“I'll take you up on that offer,” Elijah replied, walking out. Gideon followed, the two oddities making their way down the glowing streets. The building they intended to stay at was an impressive three stories high, almost a castle of sorts. Elijah looked at it in wonder, amazed at how steel was allowing such tall buildings to be built, as he had grown up in a one story house in Minnesota. 
Stepping inside the building, Gideon and Elijah walked over to the front desk. Gideon daintily picked up the gold bell and allowed its sound to ring through the hotel. The two waited patiently, Elijah admiring offhandedly the paintings on the wall; even the bookcase that seemed to be placed so oddly. Soon a small man showed up, his hair even darker than that of Gideon's. A mustache adorned his face, bushy and pointed. Elijah watched the man awkwardly, unsure of how he felt about the little man.
“Hello, I am Vincent. How can I help you today?” The man asked, picking up a pen. 
“‘Ello, I am Gideon Forge, and this is my traveling companion Elijah Parker. We would like to stay here for the night, preferably two rooms,” Gideon introduced, his demeanor changing once again in front of others. 
“I’m sorry to say sir, but currently the hotel only has one room open,” answered the employee. “Would you still like to stay?”
“Yes,” Gideon answered before Elijah could protest. “That will do just fine.”
Elijah looked at the cutpurse, his mouth agape. One room for two men who were only working with each other for benefit? Never in Elijah’s 32 years would he sleep in the same bed as another man.
“Excuse m--” Elijah attempted to interject, but was cut off by a wave of Gideon’s hand. 
“No worries friend. I know what we will do.”
--
Elijah stared at the dark ceiling, his hat next to his head. The end of the scratchy wool blanket rested on his shins, the other end just below his chin. The soft hum from the outside world wasn’t loud enough to bother Gideon apparently, as he was sleeping like a cat on the bed.
The shaggy rug beneath Elijah bothered him and the gunslinger wiggled around to make himself more comfortable.
“No worries friend,” Elijah mimicked, his agitation never subsiding. “I know what we will do.”
“Yeah, I’ll make you sleep on the floor while I lounge on the comfy bed,” Elijah continued to mimic, a crude mixture of western twang and british sophistication. He rolled his eyes, and turned on his side. The cool bite of metal fit into his side, and Elijah felt a small amount of comfort from the gun. At least he was protected.
--
The world had returned to it’s original excitement, the fair back in full swing. Gideon and Elijah strode down the streets, both quietly picking out their next target. Gideon mentioned the fact that he was happy that Elijah knew how to use a gun, yet boasted that he was talented enough to not need Elijah’s skills.
The day turned out a great profit whether the money came from a fat businessman or street shows that were unaware of the cutpurse. Although the duo was focused on their main task, that didn’t stop Gideon from being completely intrigued with the art of a pressed penny, or Elijah finding great interest in this new fast way to paint anything. Spray paint it was called.
“How interesting it would be if we could find President Cleveland…” Gideon pondered, a sly smile on his face. Elijah shrugged, secretly hoping he could come across Little Egypt’s act again. 
“Would be a feat,” Elijah answered, patting the roll in his pocket offhandedly. It was nice that it was larger than normal, a sure sign of a solid days work. 
“I see one,” Gideon whispered, nodding towards a Chinese man who was admiring one of the street merchants product. “I do believe he is one of the reasons that that Chinese Exclusion Act went into effect in 1882.”
“Dull,” Elijah sighed. “It was only for laborers from China. Sure, they were taking jobs, but it was also because railroad and mine owners kept using them as strike breakers. How long have you really been in America? I'm convinced you know nothing.”
“My dear gunslinger, I came to America in 1883. As I believe I mentioned before, I took that Immigration Act in 1882 as a personal challenge. No criminals or paupers. You would think me to be a criminal, but that is the beautiful part about what I do. No one knows about it,” Gideon explained, winking at Elijah. 
“Makes perfect sense why the APA was started,” Elijah mumbled, his eyes never leaving the Chinese man. 
“Excuse me?”
“The APA. American Protective Association. Meant to keep new immigrants out… at least mainly to keep away strikebreakers,” the gunslinger groaned, glancing at Gideon. He looked deep in thought, although it was about as deep as a puddle. 
“Intriguing,” Gideon thought out loud and nodded. “Yes, that man is next. You see that alley just behind the stand he is at?”
Elijah searched for a solid minute. Finally his eyes laid rest onto the alleyway that Gideon was talking about. Extremely removed, hard to find in the first place. 
“Yes, but it took me a bit. Little hard to spot, Gideon.”
“Exactly,” Gideon stated, his gait picking up from a casual stroll to something with purpose. Elijah kept pace, his hand feeling for his gun, just to make sure it was still there.
“Walk into the alleyway. You have a package that is simply too heavy to carry for two men. I will go for help,” Gideon instructed, and Elijah followed. During their first couple of attempts, it had been harder to steal as Elijah was too stubborn to listen to the cutpurse. After their close run in with a bakery owner, he had decided that whatever Gideon said was law. 
“Okay,” Elijah said, continuing on to the alley. It was heavily shadowed, a small space between the new ‘skyscrapers’ that steel was allowing. There he waited for Gideon to set their plan into action. Elijah's mind wandered and he remembered a book that this odd fellow Mark Twain had written. ‘The Gilded Age’ had been about all the corruption that had been spreading after the Civil War. Interesting book, Elijah remembered, nodding his head. Much better book than all that yellow press going on. What exaggerated stories. Can't understand how anyone would believe such a thing. 
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“‘Ello friend!” Gideon’s voice echoed through the alley and Elijah knew it was showtime. There was a box next to him, but it was hardly large enough to be ‘too heavy’ for two men. Time to improvise.
“‘Ey man, I already got the customer to come and get the package. Figured I ought to wait here to let you know,” Elijah lied, his eyes flashing in between the Chinese man and the cutpurse. 
“Ah, I see,” Gideon answered, a slight tint of annoyance in the reply. “Well, sir, I’d like to thank you for being willing to help anyway.”
The Chinese man nodded, his face stern. Gideon patted him on the back and reached forward to shake his hand. The man raised his calloused hand and shook it twice. Elijah watched, curious to see if Gideon would quit or improvise. Gideon lowered his hand from the man's back and in that instant, Elijah knew they had made a mistake. 
“Huah!” The Chinese man exclaimed, thrusting Gideon's arm back. His leg came up, delivering a sharp blow to Gideon’s stomach. The cutpurse doubled over, the wad of cash falling from his grasp. The Chinese man reached down to grab the money while Elijah ran towards him. Fist raised, Elijah’s blood was pumping. Although he didn't like to start fights, he was always excited to end one.
Gideon rolled to the side, desperately trying to catch his breath while also escaping the Chinese man's reach. Elijah rushed in in an attempt to lay a blow on the man’s shoulder. The Chinese man glanced at Elijah for a half second and took into action again. Thrusting his elbow into Elijah's chest, the gunslinger went flying over the man’s back. Landing on his back, Elijah struggled to regain his breath. The man sighed heavily and once again went to grab his money when Elijah pulled his gun.
The familiar click stopped all three men in their tracks. The Chinese man stopped, still as a stone, and turned to Elijah. Suddenly Elijah felt that he was standing all too close to the man, and took a couple cautious steps back. 
“You do not do,” the Chinese man said, his English broken, but understandable. “You do not have money, I do not fight.”
Elijah grimaced, a sharp pain arising in his ribs. Gideon lay on the ground, his arms around his stomach, a silent groan escaping his lips. The Chinese man stared at Elijah, perfectly unscathed. 
“Okay,” Elijah said, lowering his gun just slightly. “Take your money and leave. Say nothing.”
The Chinese man nodded. Reaching for his money for a third time, Gideon watched as the man finally grasped the wad. Standing up straight, the Chinese man pushed past Elijah and disappeared into the crowd outside the alley.
“What…” Gideon coughed. “A mistake that was.”
“I agree,” Elijah answered, wincing from the pain. “I think we should quit for today. Start back up again tomorrow.”
“I think you are right,” Gideon wheezed, slowly rising to his feet. “This was certainly not one of my finest moments.”
The two slowly moved their hurt bodies back to the Holmes Hotel where Gideon collapsed onto the bed. Elijah coughed a few times before he took off his holster. Softly tossing the gun to the side, Elijah fell to the floor where he took a well deserved nap.
 
 

Chapter 3
 
￼16 Standoff at Blackpool Tower.m4v
 
Elijah woke, the pain in his chest faint. The room was dark and the gunslinger blinked furiously, trying to become aware of his surroundings. 
“I… I don’t understand what… what is going on?” Elijah mumbled, his hand making it’s way to his gun. It was met with more cloth from Elijah’s shirt. 
Suddenly alert, Elijah looked around him with eyes wide. Scooting to where his back was against the wall, Elijah observed every aspect of what was around him. There sat Gideon, back against another wall, his head down. His breaths were deep and even, but his clothes were still dirty from the alleyway. Directly across the room from Elijah was none other than the chinese man, standing at the corner, a focused look on his face.
“What in the blazes is going on?” Elijah asked, noticing that the room that they were all in didn’t have any windows. The floor was ridden with dirt and Elijah took note of the scratch marks on the wall behind him.
“We have be trapped,” the Chinese man explained, his hand tracing the bricked wall. 
“I can get that much,” Elijah groaned, coming to his feet. The Chinese man turned to him and frowned.
“You friend try before,” the man said, nodding towards Gideon. “He find nothing.”
“I see,” Elijah nodded, trying to let the man know that he understood him. “What is your name?”
“Me? I am Tadaki Heshi,” the man answered, taking a small bow. Elijah began to notice that he was only wearing a pair of pajamas, and his feet were bare.
“How long ago did you wake up? Do you know how we got in here?” Elijah asked, inspecting the corner closer.
“I wake two hour ago. You friend wake before,” Tadaki said, pushing on the wall with no success. “Here is door. Door no open.”
Elijah let out a groan, the sudden exhale reminding him of the pain in his ribs. Cringing slightly, Elijah walked closer to the door. It would have been impossible to tell it was there had he not been told about it. The brick was left with hardly a space between, and the hinges must have been on the other side as Elijah couldn’t see them.
“Where are we?” Elijah asked, hoping that Tadaki held more answers. Tadaki shook his head, walking away from the door with a sigh. 
“We’re in the hotel, gunslinger,” Gideon’s voice was rough and tired. Elijah turned to see the british man pick his head up, his hair askew and eyes squinted. 
“The hotel? How could there have been room in the hotel for a room like this?” The gunslinger questioned, baffled.
“It’s simple. The hotel is three stories high, we could see that much from the outside. When we were checking in the first time, the clerk told us that there was only one room open. Yet when we were walking along to our room, I counted the doors. According to the desk book, there’s only a two thirds of the people in this hotel than what it can hold. Judging that, I’ve presumed we are on the third floor of this wretched place, in a blasted box where no one outside can hear us,” Gideon explained quickly, annoyance in his voice. “I’m surprised you did not pay attention to that, considering you were one of the few who can spot my thieving.”
“I only count when it deals with money, cutpurse. Not when it comes to doors and people,” Elijah snapped, the confinement causing anger. 
“No matter,” Gideon replied, standing. “There is no possible way we can get out of here. I’ve looked. I could not even get out when the person threw Tadaki in here.”
“What person?”
“The kidnapper, the killer, the person who put us in here,” the cutpurse sighed. “I didn’t see him.”
Elijah’s sigh grew into a growl. 
“Ughhah!” He yelled, slamming his fist into the wall.
“It’s no use,” Gideon said plainly. “You’ll only be adding to the marks on the walls.”
The three men waited in silence for what seemed like forever. Boredom, fear, and worry overtook their minds, driving them a little bit more and more insane.
“I should have never left Great Britain,” Gideon regretted, shaking his head.
“I do no regret my choose,” Tadaki said, looking between the two men.
“What?” Gideon asked, his eyebrows furrowed.
“I do no regret. I from Japan. I leave,” Tadaki said. “Year 1880, when I be 18.”
Elijah and Gideon nodded, completely uninterested, but under the impression that it was their last day alive, they feigned interest.
“Tell us more,” Gideon said.
“When I come before, I work on railroad. I work to 1883 on Northern Pacific Railway. Pay be okay, but animal get hurt. Buffalo get hurt. I work on Great Northern Railway. We stop in Wisconsin. Much strike happen, but I work always,” Tadaki explained, his shoulders slumped. 
“I remember that railroad,” said Elijah with nostalgia. “I’d have to cross it with cattle during the long drive. Had to stop because of the barbed wire though. The cattle couldn't make it through. Profit ain’t worth the work anymore. So I left. I knew my older brother Sam would pick up the work. Father’s favorite anyway, it wasn’t like they would miss me.”
“You are an interesting one Mr. Parker,” Gideon commented, his eyebrows raised ever so slightly. 
“I’m a cowboy and I like guns… nothing more to it.”
Gideon turned to Tadaki.
“You. Why did you come over here? Why come to America?” He asked, waving his hand around.
“I… I disgrace my family. I disgrace my name. I be samurai before I come to America. I failed.” Tadaki lowered his head, shame evident on his face. 
“A culture we will never understand,” Gideon whispered to Elijah who hardly seemed to hear him.
“So that’s how you fought us! You’re a blazin what-a-what?” Elijah asked, suddenly realizing he didn’t know what a samurai was.
“A samuari. A honored fighter for Japan. I serve under Emperor Meiji from age 6. I leave at 18.”
“Oh,” the gunslinger said, slumping to the ground next to Gideon. Once again, the three fell into a suffocating silence, Gideon nodding off.
Suddenly the door was thrust open and a man fell inside, his body seemingly lifeless. Elijah stood and rushed over to the limp body and laid it down.
“Is that Vincent?” Gideon wondered, awake again. 
The small limp figure was in fact the desk clerk from the night before. His hair was ruffled, his mustache tangled. Elijah nudged his shoulder, hoping to get some life out of the little man. Gideon moved over to where they were and put his ear just above Vincent's mouth. 
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“He’s breathing. He will be fine,” Gideon confirmed, leaning back. 
“Or as fine as you can be stuck in a box like this,” Elijah groaned, looking back at the wretched door. Tadaki punched at it with his fists, although they all knew the effort was worthless. 
Vincent began to cough, his body writhing this way and that. He waved his hand in the air, almost as if he were trying to grab onto something. 
“Hold your horses there little guy,” said Elijah, his hands raised in caution. “You’re alright. No worry here.”
“But death by starve,” finished Tadaki, who shrugged helplessly. 
“Hush,” Gideon snapped. He felt around the small man, pushing here and there, as if it were to help his breathing. Subtly Gideon’s expression shifted, his brows furrowed as compared to their surprise before. Yet, the cutpurse continued until he found the right spot. With a final press, Vincent took in a full and deeply needed breath. Struggling to sit up, the clerk leaned forward, his hand to his throat. 
“Thank… you…” He managed, nodding gratefully. 
“You are welcome.”
The three men stared at the newcomer, unsure on how to truly greet him. They didn't have anything to offer, no food, water, or even a decent story to tell. 
“What happened? Where am I?” Vincent asked and the men spent a while explaining their situation. With a slow nod, it seemed Vincent understood what was going on. 
“So you didn't know about all these extra rooms?” Asked a curious Gideon. 
“No… I did not. I have only been working here for a month or so, you see. I’ve only met the owner once. His name is H.H. Holmes, he lives on the top floor. Except after he had his fair share of fun at the fair, he went on a vacation to Boston. Hasn't been here since,” the clerk explained, genuine fear in his eyes. 
“And that is all you know?” Gideon pressed. 
“Yes! I wish I knew how to get of here!” Vincent panicked, his breathing picking up once again. 
“Calm down, calm down. The door is right over there if you want to see it,” pointed Elijah. His stomach growled and Gideon glanced at him, a look of empathy in his eyes. 
“What do you mean? I see nothing!” Vincent whimpered, scrambling to stand up. Rushing to the door, he let his fingers run against the brick. Gideon sighed as the three men watched Vincent go through the exact same motions Elijah did. 
So he gave up, sliding down the wall to sit at the doors base. Head in hands, he let out a loud sob.
“My wife… she will think that I left her! We… we fought about my not working in the factories! I told her I didn’t want to do it because the wages were so low and it was dangerous! It happened just this morning!” Vincent wailed in agony.
“As long as you’re bringing in the money she won’t leave you,” Elijah attempted to comfort, looking to Gideon for help. There was none, as Gideon was looking at the ground, his stare strong enough to melt the floor. 
“We just moved out of the tenements!” The small man yelled helplessly.
“Those buildings where a bunch of people live, but it’s no better than living in a barn? Those tenements?” Asked Elijah with a look of disgust on his face. Vincent’s head nodded so quickly Elijah was convinced it would come flying right off. 
“I managed to get enough money to move into one of the nicer apartments that this really wealthy family used to live in! They moved to the suburbs to escape the slums,” Vincent said. 
“I do no understand,” Tadaki questioned, his head tilted.
“What Vincent means is that so many people came flooding into the cities for more jobs that they became overcrowded. Still are. Entire family has got to work too, right?” Elijah explained, nodding towards Vincent.
“Yes,” he sniffled. “Even my youngest… Lucy… she’s only twelve and in a clothing factory down the road… I’ll never see them again!”
Vincent continued to wail and Gideon finally stood up, his entire body alert. 
“Look, we will get you out of here to see your family again. We will all get out of here,” Gideon finalized. “We are not dying today.”
“Re… really?” Vincent sniffled, a spark of hope in his eyes. Gideon walked over to the little man and helped him stand up. 
“Yes. I have an idea. We all stand guard, but take shifts. Next time this kidnapper tries to throw someone else in, whoever is standing guard grabs them,” Gideon planned, looking at Elijah and the others. “I’m in no mood to die today, and I am sure you are not either.”
“I’m in,” Elijah agreed, while Tadaki and Vincent nodded their heads. 
Quickly the four men decided their shifts and Elijah stood next to the door. The other three went to their separate corners to sleep, in an attempt to catch up on some much needed rest. Elijah judged what must have been a couple of hours before he nudged Vincent awake.
“Your watch bud,” Elijah said quietly, as not to wake the others.
“Okay,” the little man yawned, and stood where Elijah was just moments before. Elijah laid down and fell asleep, barely aware of the fact that Gideon was strangely close to the door as well.
--
The sound of screaming woke Elijah, who opened his eyes to find Gideon grabbing hold of Vincent’s pants. 
“Help me!” Vincent screamed, the door slightly open and his head on the other side. “He’s trying to take me! I don’t want to die!”
“No… you… won’t…” Gideon growled, struggling to keep hold of the small flailing man. His grip was loosening, unable to find something good enough to hold on to. Elijah stood, trying to run over and help, but it was too late. Vincent’s pant leg ripped, and a the small man disappeared through the door which slammed closed immediately behind him.
 
 

Chapter 4
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“No!” Elijah yelled, running into the door. Slamming his fists on the closed opportunity to escape, he shouted. “We let him down!”
“How fooled you are,” Gideon said behind Elijah. Elijah whipped around, confusion and anger coursing through his veins.
“What?!” He exclaimed. Tadaki stood behind Gideon, a look of confusion on his face.
“What an interesting character he was,” Gideon said lowly, raising his hand next to his head. With a small smirk, Gideon opened his hand, and there fell a key. It hung from the cord around Gideon’s finger, twirling around.
“What is that?” Elijah frowned.
“Why, it is our way out of here. I knew our little desk clerk was an odd man when he came to give us our room. Gunslinger, I even noticed you admiring the walls in the lobby. I was surprised to find you didn’t recognize him.”
“Recognize what?”
“That Mr. H.H. Holmes decided to pay his victims a visit. It would seem interesting that our new employee, the clerk, would be front and center of the hotels framed portraits, wouldn’t it?” Gideon explained smugly, walking towards the door. With a slight glance at the bricked door, he smiled. “He thought he was all alone, and would make the perfect escape out of here. Sick, twisted little man that would want to watch his victims before they die.”
Raising the key to an almost unnoticeable divot in the brick, Elijah watched as Gideon unlocked the door. A fresh gust of air invaded the room and the three men smiled. 
“Vwala. Freedom,” Gideon said, complacent. The three rushed to open to door further and were met with a short, dark corridor. With Gideon leading the way, they walked down it, their shoulders hunched. 
Once they reached the end, they pushed on what they must have assumed was a bookshelf. Light flooded the corridor and Elijah squinted his eyes. They were back in the main part of the hotel, except there seemed to be less rooms.
“Third floor,” Gideon whispered, looking around. 
“Bright,” Tadaki said, still blinking rapidly. Closing the bookshelf behind them, the three men made their way to the stairs. Sure to be quiet, they glanced down the second floor hallway. It was empty.
“Good,” Gideon breathed, stepping out. “As much as I’d like to have our little dear friend Holmes in a cage of justice, I’d rather just leave with my life.”
The other two nodded in agreement, feeling that neither were in any position to alert the authorities considering Gideon and Elijah's thieving the day before. The group walked down the hall, taking little note of the doors to other rooms around them. Just before they reached the next set of stairs, Elijah looked to his left. The door was slightly ajar, and the sparkle of something inside interested Elijah, although he didn't know why. 
Pushing the door open just slightly more, he peeked his head in. In the middle of the floor was a single skirt... a sunset orange piece of cloth that was adorned with jewels. 
“That looks… familiar,” Elijah whispered to himself, racking his brain to remember where he had seen that clothing before. Suddenly, the memories of days before flooded his mind. Fatima and her dancing routine. Little Egypt and her stunningly different music. Brown eyes that sparkled gold.
“We need to go back,” Elijah said, and the other two men stopped.
“We need to do what?” Gideon asked with a hint of an incredulous tone.
“We need to go back. He has Fatima.” Elijah turned around to face the others. Reaching to pat his side, the gunslinger was once again met with a gun less side. “And he has my gun.”
“Gunslinger, I’m in no mood to go back and get your gun,” Gideon said, his lips pursed. “Yet, I do not want to stand idly by when I have the key to someone's escape.”
The cutpurse thought to himself for a while longer before nodding. 
“Yes, we will go back,” he said, nodding once more and looking to Elijah. “Back to the third floor we go. Holmes mentioned that ‘the owner’ lived on the third floor. He must have an office somewhere. Perhaps a map as well.”
Elijah nodded rapidly, moving towards the stairs that led to the third floor. Jogging up, Elijah looked back at Gideon.
“You're the genius. What’s next,” Elijah asked.
“Find the office. I'm assuming it will be at the end of the hall.”
The three rushed to the end of the hall, and sure enough, there was an office. The lights were off inside which was a sign of good luck. Gideon walked over and jiggled the knob.
“It's locked,” he mumbled, taking a step back. “I may be a pickpocket… but I do not know how to pick a lock.”
The three stared at each other silently. Suddenly Tadaki rushed between the other two and raised his leg. With a defined kick, the door flew open, the lock ripped from its slot. 
“Bud, what are you doi-” Elijah exclaimed.
“Door can always be fix.” Tadaki nodded and continued into the room, paying no attention to the swaying door next to him.
“I must look into these Samurai people,” Gideon joked, glancing sideways at Elijah who shook his head.￼
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“Gun and Fatima, then we are leaving,” Elijah reminded as the three searched around the dark room. Gideon switched on a light which flooded the room. In a far corner was a single desk that looked bare. 
“Drawers,” said the cutpurse who walked over to the desk. After rummaging through a few drawers Gideon raised his hand triumphantly. 
“I found it!” In his hand was Elijah's gun, safely in its holster.
“What a beauty,” Elijah said grabbing his gun from Gideon.
“That isn't the only thing that is a beauty around here,” said Gideon, reaching back into the drawer. “Look at this.”
Pulling out a piece of paper, the cutpurse grinned. In his hand was a map of the entire hotel, secret rooms and all. 
“Good,” Tadaki nodded with a smile on his face. The gunslinger and the cutpurse grinned, inspecting the map carefully. The more the two looked at the paper, the more and more they became uncomfortable.
“It’s like a castle full of murder,” Gideon whispered with a light tint of fear in his voice.
“Look…” Elijah said, pointing to a particular spot on the map. “There’s our room… no wonder it was so easy for a man as small as Holmes to get us into that room. It was right next door.”
Gideon shook, a tremor of uncomfortableness. 
“Little Egypt’s room. Is it not the one you looked into?” He asked Elijah. His finger was on the edge of the paper, pointing to a room at the end of the hall on the second floor. What was drawn next to it disturbed Elijah to his very core.
“I looked right at her.”
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“I looked right at her and I didn’t see her,” Elijah said looking up from the map hauntingly. “I didn’t see her.”
Elijah ran towards the open door and sprinted down the hall. Air roared through his ears and he practically jumped down the steps. 
“I will be there Fatima… I will,” Elijah mumbled over and over again, tunnel vision closing in. Only one thought ran through his head, and it was to free her. Reaching her room, he busted through the still cracked door and hit the opposite wall. 
The wallpaper was a light green, similar to a grassy meadow. Elijah’s heart was pounding as he frantically searched around the empty wall.
“Anything… Anything to tell me,” he said to himself as his eyes landed on the slightest tear in the wallpaper. Slapping his hand to the wall, he ripped the tear open wider revealing a small keyhole. Just what he was looking for.
Gideon and Tadaki entered the room, out of breath. 
“Key! Now!” Elijah shouted and Gideon tossed the small piece of metal through the air. Wasting no time, Elijah unlocked the door and pulled it open. Inside was dark, damp, and musty. 
“Yueah!” A shrill screech sounded from inside the small room and out flew Fatima, clawing at Elijah. Throwing him on his back, Fatima tore at Elijah’s clothes screaming the entire time.
“Murderer! Killer! How dare you!” She shrieked, trying to wring Elijah’s neck. Gideon and Tadaki watched in shock, completely surprised by the woman. Elijah struggled to cover his face and avoid her attacks but to no success.
“Wait! Stop!” Elijah choked. “I’m not him! I’m not Holmes. It’s Elijah!”
Gideon and Tadaki rushed over and grabbed at Fatima, trying to calm her down. Her dark hair was matted and her clothes were dirty and ripped. Gideon faintly noticed that her nails were all broken and bleeding, the inside of the door a shredded mess of blood and shaved wood. 
“Calm down!” He consoled, trying to avoid her flying claws as well. Tadaki grunted, lifting her up by her legs.
“What are you doing!’’ The woman screeched, her attention now on trying to stay upright. Elijah scooted back, desperately escaping her reach.
“Fatima! Little Egypt! We are here to help you!” Elijah yelled. Slowly her stamina ran out and Fatima stopped flailing.
“What?” She questioned, her voice laced with suspicion. 
“We… were trapped too,” explained Elijah, breathing heavily. His brow was bleeding, along with his cheek. “I saw that you… that you weren’t in your… room, so… we came to… find you.”
“Oh…”
Tadaki slowly lowered her to the ground, face full of caution. Fatima looked around her and finally came to realize that the men were just as badly dressed as she was.
“I am so sorry. It is just that he took my friend. She was in here as well… he took her so long ago though… I doubt she is still alive,” Fatima said, close to tears. “She was my best friend… she showed me around so much of this country. Her father was a general for the confederate army… General Edmund Kirby Smith… I will miss you dearly Ana Smith.”￼
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Fatima’s eyes welled with tears as she thought about her lost friend. 
“I understand your struggle Fatima,” Gideon said, slowly making his way to the door. “I had a friend whose father was in the Union army that won. What a civil war this country has experienced. I do have to say I am glad that African Americans are as free as we are due to that 13th amendment, although I’m afraid that will no longer hold true if we do not get out of this hotel soon. I fear that if we do not, we will serve a similar fate as President Lincoln at Ford’s Theater.”
Elijah stood, nodding in agreement. “Yes, we should go.”
The four made their way to the front of the building, attempting to avoid Holmes as well as escape as quickly as they could. Fatima clung to Elijah’s arm while Gideon lead the group.
 
￼Hollow in the Ferns.m4v
 
 
Soon they reached the lobby and each let out a sigh of relief. Pushing the doors open, they breathed in a large breath of fresh air. Fatima let out a whimper of happiness and Tadaki fell to his knees before bowing to the ground.
A few passersby glanced at the group, concerned. Yet, the fair was far more exciting and they quickly lost interest. 
Gideon looked to the others.
“This has been quite the adventure my friends, and I would be happy to take us all to grab a drink… but it seems that Holmes robbed us of much more than a couple days from the sunlight.
“He may have robbed you, but I did not keep my money with me. Let us go, and leave this place,” Fatima smiled faintly and began walking down the street. Elijah followed and looked behind him at the others. Gideon and Tadaki nodded and followed Fatima as well.
The four made it to Berghoff’s bar and the men were surprised to find Fatima having a friendly conversation with the german bartender. After a few short words, he handed her a wad of cash from under the table. Fatima turned around, a wide smile and a gleam in her eye.
“Who is up for a drink?”
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7 Issues
 
Context: Located in Chapter 5, where Fatima discusses her friend and Gideon mentions the Civil War
Technology and the Industrial Revolution: Located in Chapter 1, where Elijah and Gideon are conversing with Andrew Carnegie about business and the other two tycoons, John Rockefeller and Jay Gould.
Advances in transportation and its effect on the environment: Located initially in Chapter 1, where Elijah and Gideon talk about the Union and Central Pacific railroads meeting. Then in Chapter 3 where Tadaki talks about working for the railroads and how the buffalo were going extinct because of it.
Technology and the rise of industrial capitalism: Located in Chapter 1, where Elijah and Gideon are talking with Andrew Carnegie.
Migration and urban America: Located in Chapter 1, where Gideon talks about getting into America after Immigration Act  in 1882. Then in Chapter 2, where Gideon and Elijah discuss the Chinese Exclusion Act.
Migration and social and cultural changes: Located in Chapter 3, where ‘Vincent’ is talking about his family and city life along with work.
Gilded Age social issues and debates: Located in Chapter 1, where Gideon is pretending to be part of the populist, Fatima’s mention of Susan B. Anthony, and then Carnegie’s mention of Gospel of Wealth.
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Author’s Note
 
As there was no maximum limit on anything, Priscilla took this book as an opportunity to write in the style that she loves with a prompt idea she has been wanting to work on for a long time. In late October, Priscilla won first place in a writing contest held by Kenyon College in Ohio for photo number six in which she wrote a dark piece similar to something Holmes could pull off. Priscilla has been writing since she was 7 and it has always been a passion of hers. She is in the middle of writing her first novel and hopes to have it finished by the year's end. 
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