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			FOREWORD


			The “Northside” neighborhood of Iowa City, Iowa has a long history and a checkered past. The following is a tale of Iowa’s heritage, but it is also a much larger story, an American story, that illustrates our passionate individuality and the struggles that go with it.

			This story is wrought with entrepreneurialism, connected neighborhoods, sharp divisions along the lines of politics, country of origin, customs, language, and religion. It is a story of just how difficult the details of our beautiful melting pot were in the past and still are today.

			The tale found in this book is classified as “historical fiction,” which can mean many things. What it means to me and this book is that the vast majority of major events found on these pages really happened. The overwhelming majority of characters actually lived in Iowa City and were a part of the happenings you will soon discover.

			Historical fictions are full of educated guesses and this one is no different. I endeavored to portray the story dramatically as well as factually. Thanks to many wonderful historians who’ve gone before and archived so much detailed information that made my goal achievable.

			Enjoy a tale of blood and beer in America’s Heartland.

		


		
			AUTHOR’S NOTE


			My romance with the “Northside” of Iowa City, Iowa started in the fall of 1988. I was an eighteen-year-old freshman at the University of Iowa. I spent orientation with a couple of other Iowa boys in Burge Hall located on North Clinton Street.

			My first act as a resident of Iowa City would forever tie me to the story I now share with you all these years later. I committed a crime. The very same crime committed by the characters in my book. I broke the state laws of Iowa and illegally purchased and consumed beer.

			My new friends and I walked, since we had no vehicle, to a Quik Trip gas station formerly located at the corner of Market and Linn Street. I had no idea it was sitting right between what had been Englert’s City Brewery and Graf’s Union Brewery.

			We simply wanted some beer like thousands of young lads who had gone before us. We were undeterred that the state of Iowa had declared that at age eighteen, we were not allowed to buy or drink beer. We had no idea people had broken the law and fought for their right to drink beer more than a hundred years before us at that very same location.

			Open a bottle of your favorite beer and enjoy the story of the northside that is a fascinating part of Iowa City history and learn of the deeply rich heritage that is literally under the streets!

		


		
			








FYI: I’ve discovered many people do not know the term Teetotaler. This term is frequently used in the story. It stood for people who were completely abstinent and drank zero alcohol. They became known as teetotalers which derived from “Tee” for Total and “totaler” for total abstinence.

			Also, you will find the word Bohemian used a few times, which is a more period accurate term for people who would commonly be called “Czech” today.
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			November 5th, 1881. Iowa City, Iowa

			Anton Stein applied more grease to his unruly shock of dark hair in an attempt to tame it. He crooked his neck and hunched his shoulders to better see himself in the mirror that was obviously hung too low for his height. He wet his fingertips with his tongue and straightened his mustache.

			With a final glance he adjusted his suit coat and re-checked each pocket to be sure of their contents. Inhaling deeply, he exited the small room containing only a single bed, a small three-drawer dresser, and the mirror. The single window was trimmed with white lace and birds were announcing a glorious day just outside.

			Mrs. Spryng ran a respectable boarding house on Dubuque Street, which was the heart of Iowa City. She worked hard and kept a clean establishment that regular travelers returned to again and again. Spryng Boarding House was known for an affordable room with a hot breakfast in the morning and a pleasant landlady.

			No one asked what happened to Mrs. Spryng’s husband. The story was he died back east before she made her way to the frontier. She was no longer thin of body and her hair was always pulled back, which showed much more gray than it used to.

			She heard the heavy footsteps of a man coming down the stairs. She knew who it was. He was the last one to rise. All her other boarders had already gone at a respectable hour. It was eight o’clock and a man coming down at this hour was peculiar, as if he was sick or a man of leisure. She took him for neither, which made her wonder.

			At the sight of him dressed elaborately in a full dress suit she gasped. “Oh my, Mister Stein, don’t you look dapper today.”

			“Thank you, ma’am. I’ll take breakfast.”

			“I’m sorry, but breakfast has already been served. All I have for you is coffee. Would you like a cup?”

			His stare hardened at the landlady and his steely eyes caused a chill to run up the matron’s spine.

			“Uh, I have hot coffee. M-Maybe a biscuit?” she stuttered.

			His cold stare gradually turned to a strained smile. “Thank you, mum, I’ll be on my way.”

			“Yes, Mister Stein. Please come again,” she said, though it was obvious she didn’t mean it.

			Mr. Stein placed a stylish round hat upon his head and carefully tipped the bill to Mrs. Spryng as he promptly strode out the front door.

			“Whew.” Mrs. Spryng exhaled loudly, glad he was gone. Not many people made her nervous, but that man did. She went to the window and watched him making his way south toward Market Street. Her gaze lingered until he disappeared from her view.

			Something about him just felt off. It wasn’t because of the divorce business either. If truth would ever be told, Mrs. Spryng’s husband hadn’t died back east, she’d left him and all the beatings that went with being his wife. She’d made her way out west and started a new life in Iowa. It was simply easier to tell people he had died. There was no judgment in that.
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			Anton Stein walked straight and tall like a man who knew what he was about. Something about wearing a fine suit just made you stand taller. He ducked down an alley and came back out on the street front right where he meant to. He paused for a moment and peered through the front glass of Luse’s Shoe Shop.

			Several men inside were hard at their craft. He was looking for one man in particular. It didn’t take long, and he spotted his father-in-law. Peter Hess was a well-liked man with a careful way about him. His gray hair and sweet disposition meant almost everyone instantly enjoyed his company. He was meticulously working at his bench with a hammer, gently tapping the sole of a leather shoe held in a bracket before him. He did not notice his son-in-law across the street.

			Mr. Stein stared with contempt for a moment, wishing he could see the look on his self-righteous face when he found out. His vision was interrupted when his stomach growled loudly. He unconsciously put his hand to it. “Dang Mrs. Spryng and her breakfast!” he muttered.

			He was hungry and the smell of bread baking down the street made it worse. He turned to go as he’d seen all he was hoping for anyway. Mr. Stein made his way directly toward the smell. He didn’t glance up at the simple sign overhead stating Union Bakery.

			He let the door shut behind him. No one else was in the bakery save the man behind the counter. He was a stout man in his fifties and had the round look of a healthy baker.

			The baker raised his gaze at the sound of the door and with a glance realized he did not know his patron. A grand smile came across his face and he waved his flour covered hands. “Welcome to the Union Bakery, my friend. I am Alexis Bushnagle and everything we bake is delicious. What would you like?”

			Mr. Stein approached the counter and carefully admired the selections like a man picking his last meal. After some time, Mr. Bushnagle pointed to a few items, “This is sourdough, that one is cinnamon, and that is French pastry. I’ve been working on it with my good friend, Mister Bloom. He was born in France. He says we are very nearly perfect!”

			Mr. Stein nodded at the pastry with a smile. “I’ve never had a French pastry, perfect or not. Today’s the day to try it.”

			“Fantastic!” The baker carefully slid the large pastry onto a paper. “Ten cents.”

			Mr. Stein took a coin from his vest pocket and paid the baker. He promptly took his pastry and turned to leave without a word.

			As the door was closing behind him, the baker hollered, “Come back and let me know what you think of my pastry!”

			Mr. Stein gave a sideways glance at the single-story house next to the bakery and turned his back, making his way to the Union Public House only a few steps away.

			Once inside, he spotted a man behind the bar in a white apron. He appeared to be counting beer casks that lined the back wall. The room was empty, as it should be at this time of the day. Most men were working.

			The man behind the bar noticed his presence. “Good day to you, sir,” he said with a fine baritone.

			Mr. Stein stepped up to the bar and set his pastry out before him. The bartender approached.

			“That’s a fine pastry. Al’s very nearly got it perfected, or so he says. What can I get you to wash it down? I’m boiling some sausage if you want some meat to go with it? But that won’t be ready for a bit. I have a pot of hot coffee, and of course, we have the best beer in town.”

			“I’ll take a beer, thank you,” Mr. Stein said.

			“Never too early for a glorious Graf Golden Brew, I always say.” The bartender laughed and went about his business of pouring the suds.

			He returned and placed the beer before Mr. Stein. It was a beautiful golden color with bubbles rising to the top, just a slight foam on the surface. “There you go, sir.”

			“Thank you,” Mr. Stein said.

			“I don’t know you. From out of town?”

			“Yes, I’m from Cedar Rapids. My wife’s family lives here and we are in town on some legal matters.”

			“Well my name is Max Geiger. My great-uncle Anton founded this brewery with his friend Simeon Hotz and let me tell you, it’s the best one in town.” He stuck out his hand.

			Mr. Stein shook the bartender’s hand firmly without a word.

			“I know most everyone on the northside. Who is your wife’s family?”

			Mr. Stein glanced out the window, suddenly uncomfortable with all the conversation. “The Hess family is my wife’s family.”

			“Yes, I know them. Fine people. And you are?”

			“I am Anton Stein. I married their daughter Lizzie. Do you have a paper I could read while I eat my pastry and enjoy my beer?”

			“Why yes, sir.” Max reached behind the bar and handed the paper to Mr. Stein. “Here you go, sir.” He laid the day’s copy of The Iowa Post on the bar. “It’s half in German, half in English. Enjoy.”

			Max had bartended long enough he knew when to walk away, but there was something about this man. All dressed up like he was going to a wedding or a funeral and Max had heard of neither on that day. His attire was definitely something strange for so early in the morning on a weekday, but to each his own.

			Mr. Stein carefully ate his pastry and enjoyed his beer, while Max kept on with his inventory. He knew he had to have the sausage ready by noon and prepare for a steady crowd of hungry workers the rest of the day. Mr. Stein and his pastry didn’t matter in the slightest.

			Mr. Stein was savoring his last bite of pastry when the front door burst open. A serious-looking man in a white shirt and a dark vest closed the door behind him. His sleeves were rolled up, his open collar showing the dark curly hair of his chest. He strode through the public space and went straight behind the counter to speak with Max.

			“Are we ready? Sausage smells good. Ida is bringing a huge pot of kraut and Alexis is bringing over bread as usual.” The man had a strong voice. He was obviously all business and he scanned the room with his penetrating eyes, suddenly noticing the man at the bar decked out in a full suit.

			“Hello, sir, I don’t know you. May I introduce myself? I am Conrad Graf. This is my place. May I ask you a question?”

			“Yes, sir, of course,” Mr. Stein said, clearly nervous.

			“What is a man dressed as fine as you are doing in here at this time of day?”

			“I am in town with my wife for a brief time,” Mr. Stein said, glancing at the door.

			“May I be of service? I know everyone in town and am well connected. Are you in town on business?” Conrad asked with a quizzical look on his face.

			“No, sir,” Mr. Stein answered and offered nothing more.

			Conrad’s curiosity was obviously piqued. “What do you do, sir?”

			Mr. Stein again looked out the window. After a long pause he said, “I used to work for Magnus Brewers in Cedar Rapids.” The corner of his left eye twitched a bit.

			“Yes, I know Magnus. What did you do for them?”

			“I was in the caves.”

			“Oh, good work in the summertime! Cool down there!”

			“Yes, it is cool.” Mr. Stein turned his back to Conrad and shuffled slowly out the front door.

			Conrad and Max watched until he was gone, then Conrad asked Max, “What’s the deal with that guy?”

			“I don’t know. Kind of strange. Are you bringing up a few more casks?”

			“How many?”

			“Maybe ten. We are fine for mid-day, but later we will need some more. Later on, they’ll be thirsty.”

			“I will send them over,” Conrad said, marching off to his next task.

			Max threw away the pastry paper and wiped down the bar where the odd fellow had stood. He discovered a penny left as a tip. With a smile Max tucked it into his pocket.

			Mr. Stein left The Public House and turned a hard right, making his way past the bakery to the simple house next door. He stepped behind the bushes near the back entrance, leaned up against the clapboards, and exhaled slowly, looking back toward the alley.

			Two boys walked down the alley. They each carried a school pail and Mr. Stein could see their breath in the cold November air. The temperature was hovering around freezing, but the bright sun and absolute stillness made it quite pleasant outside to those accustomed to the midwestern climate. Stein could hear the soft sounds of a woman singing inside the house.

			He swore under his breath and muttered, “What the hell does she have to sing about?”

			 

			At twenty-five years old, Lizzie was stunning in her beauty. She had blonde hair, a shapely figure, and a sweet countenance that endeared people to her instantly.

			She hugged her daughter tight to her chest. Lizzie knew that at five years old she’d already seen too much. Her blonde locks fell around her shoulders and her little blue eyes shone like a lake bathed in sunlight. Her son brooded. His eyes were always dark and downcast. Ever since their father had died, things had not gone well. She feared he would never recover and be the giggling boy he once was.

			She’d been known as “The Widow Goering” since her childhood sweetheart had died suddenly from an accident with a horse. She was too young to be thought of that way. When a new suitor had shown up so willing to accept her children and love her she quickly remarried.

			Lizzie discovered her mistake on her wedding night as her new husband apparently enjoyed inflicting pain upon her more than wedding night intimacy. She had her first black eye the next morning.

			Lizzie learned a few months later that his name wasn’t even Stein. It was Skierecki. Everything he’d promised her had been a lie. He had no money and seemed to only find enjoyment in punching and kicking her. She had hoped and prayed it would get better, but it did not. When he began beating her children as well, she knew she had to do something.

			Her friends and even her parents told her to endure it, but she knew she could not. Divorce was the only answer…or run away, but the thought of leaving and losing her family was too much. She decided to try divorce, despite the shame it would bring. There was no other option and now it was done.

			Only two days earlier she’d stood in the Johnson County Court before Judge Hedges and told her tale as best she could.

			The scar on her lip and the yellowing bruise on her cheek helped illustrate the dire situation. Lizzie couldn’t help but smile as her divorce request was granted. Her smile disappeared when she looked across the courtroom and locked eyes with Anton. They were cold, dead eyes. She was afraid.

			Judge Hedges saw Anton’s eyes as well. He slammed his gavel. “I also do hereby grant an injunction that Anton Stein not be allowed near the home listed or any future homes in which Lizzie Stein may be living.”

			The Judge pointed right at Anton. “You stay away from her! Do you understand?”

			“Yes, Your Honor. I’ll stay away,” Anton said as he exited the courtroom. And with that, he was gone. A weight lifted from Lizzie’s chest, with a requisite amount of fear lingering in the back of her mind from his haunting stare.

			She took her children and moved back into her parent’s house right next to the Union Bakery. The divine aroma was enough to stay forever. It was time to make a fresh start even if it meant she never married again. She’d decided to live an old maid for her children and nothing else.

			Her mother joined them in the front room and sat down near her grandchildren with a book in her hand. “I have a story to read you,” she said.

			Lizzie smiled. “Thanks, Mother. I’ll be in the kitchen.”

			She picked up her water can and began watering the flowering plants that sat on the window ledge. Lizzie didn’t even notice that she was humming a tune. Did she dare entertain happiness?

			She heard the back door open and assuming it was her father she turned. “Hi, Papa…”

			She screamed a bloodcurdling scream at the sight of Anton Stein. He stood completely still with his finger up to his mouth to force her silence.

			“What do you want? You aren’t supposed to be here!” she cried. “Mother, he’s here!” The house was small enough anyone talking loudly could be heard in the other rooms.

			“I want my journal and the picture of my mother. Nothing more,” he said with the icy cold look that was his way.

			“It’s in the other room. I’ll get it, you stay right here, but then you must go.” She went to the front room and grabbed the journal and the picture from the shelf. She motioned to her mother to stay where she was with the children. Both of them looked terrified in her arms. They’d seen Anton’s outbursts before.

			Lizzie gave them a forced smile and re-entered the kitchen. She handed Anton the journal and the photograph. He accepted them and tucked them into the inside pocket of his suit jacket.

			In one motion he withdrew a long knife he’d concealed under his coat. With no more words and in a movement as swift as a cat he was on Lizzie. She screamed a terrible sound as his right hand raised high and slammed down hard. The blade entered the left side of her chest just above her breast, crushing through her ribcage and piercing her lung. She continued to scream as the knife was withdrawn and stabbed into her body a dozen more times.

			Her life’s blood flowed like a torrent down her body, spraying the floor. Lizzie pushed away with all her remaining strength and lost her footing in the slippery mess covering the wood floor. She landed on her back. Anton was instantly on her with his knee pressing hard against her chest. She blinked and faded to darkness as a chortle emanated from her throat.

			With a handful of Lizzie’s golden hair in his left hand, Anton kept sawing with the knife in his right until his mother-in-law screamed and hit him with full force.

			He fell from Lizzie’s body and focused on Mrs. Hess, who stood before him. He regained his footing and slashed her way with his bloody reaper.

			“No! No!” She put up her arms to protect herself. Anton felt the meat on her forearm cut like a beef steak with each swipe. She cried out and dropped her arms. With a slashing motion from left to right he clipped her throat.

			Blood sprayed forth between her fingers as she clutched her wound.

			He heard a strange whimpering sound and turned to see Lizzie’s children staring at the scene. Mrs. Hess took her opportunity and bolted out the front door. Mr. Stein could hear her screaming for all the world to take notice.

			“Murder! My daughter’s been murdered! Help! Help!”

			Mr. Stein glanced down at himself and could see his fine suit was covered in bright red blood. He turned his attention to the two children who stood motionless, staring at the remains of their mother.

			He laid them side-by-side in the front room after slitting their throats. Peering down at them, he was surprised that he felt nothing at all.

			The noise was growing out front. Mr. Stein stepped out the front door and stood for a moment staring at the gathering crowd. Mrs. Hess lay on the ground, blood all around her. Several men were attending to her wounds.

			He was a picture of terror, dripping in the blood of his slain victims, carrying a large knife in his hand.

			The bulk of the crowd stared at him in horror. An image they’d not soon forget. He realized the knife was still in his hand. He raised it and waved it at the crowd menacing their advance.

			Several women screamed and covered the eyes of their children from the carnage. Several adult men had arrived, and they froze at the sight of Mr. Stein covered in blood, brandishing a large knife.

			Mr. Stein could see they didn’t know what to do. Should they charge him? Go get a gun? Wait for the sheriff?

			He knew his time was short, but he smiled at his success. All who saw it were forever haunted by that demonic smile. Mr. Stein stepped back into the home as Dr. Lytle arrived. Anton reached into his pants pocket and removed a small glass vial with a cork top. He pulled the cork and tossed it aside. He put the vial to his lips and threw his head back as if it was a shot of whiskey. With not a drop remaining Mr. Stein dropped the small bottle as the acid found its way home.

			He stood in the doorway to the kitchen for a moment. Dr. Lytle pushed by him and went to Lizzie. The doctor glanced up in time to see Mr. Stein cough hard and blood dripped from his mouth. Without warning, his eyes rolled back in his head, leaving only the whites showing, and he fell flat on his back, convulsing like a man with seizures.

			After a few moments his body relaxed, and Mr. Stein never moved again. His eyes glossed over in death, frothy blood dripping from his mouth and nose.

			Dr. Lytle glanced sideways when a man in a uniform stepped up next to him. He was a young man new to town but eager to do well and make a name for himself in law enforcement.

			“Who might you be?” asked Dr. Lytle with a sideways glance. “We’ve not met.”

			“Deputy Parrot. Samuel Parrot. I just moved here from Pennsylvania.”

			“Well, welcome to town, son.” Dr. Lytle chuckled a little with a wicked wry sense of humor he’d picked up during the war. “Have you ever seen a dead body?”

			“Uh, yes, one time,” Deputy Parrot said. “My grandpa in a coffin.”

			“Get ready, this ain’t nothing like that!” Dr. Lytle said, leading the young officer into the kitchen.

			Young Deputy Parrot’s face blanched whiter than white and his jaw hung slack for a few moments. He’d obviously never seen anything as horrific as the scene before them.

			“Doc, he cut her head clean off!”

			“Not all the way. There is a slight bit of tissue on the right side there,” Dr. Lytle said matter-of-factly, like the seasoned doctor that he was.

			“Holy Mary, Mother of God…”

			“Yeah, Jesus and Joseph too. Did you see the two kids in the other room?”

			The young constable looked into the other room and abruptly ran to the back door. He slipped in the blood but caught himself on the table and made it out the back door just in time to vomit in the bushes.

			He wiped his mouth and shut the door behind him. Dr. Lytle gripped Lizzie’s head with both hands and placed it more where it should be on her neck. Parrot heaved again but kept it down.

			Dr. Lytle glanced up at him. “I think you need a task. You better get the sheriff and send for Doctor Clapp. I’ll need his help. Also, get Father Edmonds, and somebody better go find Peter Hess. His family’s been destroyed. He should know straightaway. News like this will spread like wildfire.”
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			Deputy Parrot stepped out of the little house into the cold, clear day. He stood motionless for a moment on the top step of the porch. A large crowd had formed, and he could see Mrs. Hess was already in a wagon and heading toward the hospital. He noticed Deputy Sheriff Tom Fairall pushing his way through the crowd and he was glad for it.

			He was at a loss for words and he knew Fairall would know what to do. He was as tough as they came. He’d served at Gettysburg, and after that nothing shook him. He stopped at the bottom step and sized up the look of the young constable.

			“How bad is it? You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Fairall said.

			“It’s bad. Worst I’ve ever seen. They’re all dead. The young mother and her two children. They just took the old mother to the hospital all cut up.”

			“Who did it?”

			“He’s dead too. Doctor Lytle is inside. He says it was the husband. He killed himself with a poison. He’s in the front room.”

			Fairall nodded. “Alright. We need to take care of these bodies. Alright?” 

			“Yes, sir.” Parrot looked like he wanted to say more.

			“Spit it out, man, what is it?”

			Parrot took a step closer and whispered, “He cut her head off. I saw her spine sticking out of her neck.”

			Fairall exhaled and shook his head. “I’m sorry, young man. The first time is the worst. I hate to say it, but you’ll get used to it.”

			“I won’t ever get used to that. She looked kinda like my sister.” He dry-heaved again.

			“Get a hold of yourself, man. We’ve got a job to do and it’s you and me. You see this crowd over my shoulder?”

			Parrot nodded.

			“We have to get them to disperse. We can’t haul out bodies in front of the friends and family who love these people. Have you notified next of kin yet?”

			“No,” Parrot said. “I just walked out here to get some air. Doctor Lytle wants Doctor Clapp and Father Edmonds right away.”

			“Definitely. Both those men will help.” Fairall scanned the crowd and pointed. He saw two boys pushing their way through the crowd to see what they could.

			Fairall pointed at them, waving for them to come near. They complied immediately. “I want you two boys to help with what’s happened here today. It’s an important job and I’m trusting it to you. Can I count on you?”

			They both nodded with wide eyes.

			“I want one of you to run and fetch Father Edmonds and the other to go find Doctor Clapp at his office in the Sisters of Mercy Hospital. Can you do it?”

			They both agreed and were off running. After they had disappeared from sight Fairall patted Parrot on the shoulder. “Let’s go inside.”

			“I’ll stay out here and control the crowd if you don’t mind,” Parrot said.

			Deputy Fairall nodded and went in to have a look at the scene. Deputy Parrot stood like a sentry as the crowd continued to grow. A man with graying hair and a leather apron over his shoulders pushed through the crowd and burst toward the door.

			Deputy Parrot stopped him as his hand grabbed the knob. “Sir, please get back out with the crowd. This is a crime scene.”

			He looked incredulous. “A crime scene? This is my home. What’s happened?”

			It was like a kick in the gut. Deputy Parrot strengthened his resolve. “I’m sorry, sir, what is your name? I’m new to town.”

			“I’m Peter Hess. I’m going inside.”

			“Mister Hess, I hate to tell you this but…your daughter, she’s gone.”

			“What do you mean gone? I had breakfast with her just a bit ago.”

			“I mean she’s dead, sir. Killed by her husband we believe.”

			“What? No! My wife, the children?”

			“I believe your wife has been taken to the hospital. I do not know the extent of her wounds, but she was hurt. And, sir, the children are both dead as well.” Deputy Parrot did his level best to remain steadfast. He could see the turmoil in Peter Hess’ eyes as he tried to comprehend what he was hearing. The loss was more than a soul could bear.

			He lunged toward the door. Deputy Parrot stopped him. “I implore you, sir. Do not enter. Remember your breakfast with your sweet daughter. You don’t want to see her now.”

			Hess’ face twisted in pain like the young deputy had never seen before. Tears streamed down the older man’s cheeks. “I must see,” he insisted.

			Deputy Parrot shook his head and a tear slipped from his eye. “If you must, I will not stop you, but—”

			Just then Dr. Clapp pushed his way through the crowd with Father Edmonds right behind him. They gathered on the porch in an awkward silence.

			Dr. Clapp was a fine-looking middle-aged man. His appearance commanded authority and the unique trimming of his beard marked him in an instant. Each corner of his chin had its own magnificent growth of whiskers separated in the middle. His medical brilliance was known far and wide.

			Father Edmonds was a legend. The “Prairie Priest,” Mazzuchelli, had been the first priest in the territory and founder of St. Mary’s, but Edmonds had done more to spread the Catholic faith than any before him west of the Mississippi.

			Both men sensed the situation they’d walked into and they all knew each other well from life lived in a common neighborhood. Father Edmonds had eaten in this very home with the Hess family. Dr. Clapp had examined the children when they were sick.

			“Deputy? How can we help?” Father Edmonds asked.

			“Mister Hess would like to go into his home and see what has happened. I’ve cautioned him that might not be a good choice given the nature of the…murders.”

			“Murders?” Dr. Clapp echoed.

			“Yes, sir. Doctor Lytle is inside and told me to send for you. The Hess daughter and her two children are both dead. Mrs. Hess has been taken to the hospital and is severely wounded.”

			“A loved one has the right see their dead,” Father Edmonds said.

			“I agree, Father, but it’s not a vision you will forget,” Parrot said. “At least I never will.”

			Father Edmonds turned to Peter Hess. “Do you want me to go in first and look? Let me see if I think it’s a good idea or not?”

			Peter Hess was getting angry and visibly shaking from the grief already taking hold. “No, Father! I’m going in. None of you can stop me. I will see my daughter!”

			Father Edmonds nodded and looked at Parrot. “Right or wrong, we’re going in.” He glanced at Peter. “I’m right here with you, Peter, and may God be with us at this desperate hour of need.”

			Deputy Parrot opened the door and stepped out of the way, allowing them to enter. He closed the door after they’d gone in. He could hear Peter Hess wailing though the glass and thin plank walls. A somber mood fell over the crowd as they all heard the sounds of a man who had lost control of his emotions. Some left about their business while others patiently waited for a word or statement.

			After a time, Father Edmonds came out of the house, his hands stained with blood. He nodded at Deputy Parrot and walked to the crowd. “Dear friends and neighbors, a great tragedy has taken place. Three souls snuffed out by the evil one and a fourth taken to damnation. Lizzie Hess and her two children are dead, murdered at the hand of her own husband, Anton Stein. We will have a candlelight mass tonight at the church to pray for the dead and our community. Now pray with me.” He raised his right arm high. Everyone, Catholic or not, removed their hats, bowed their heads, and prayed aloud.

			“Hail Mary, full of grace, The Lord is with thee. Blessed art thou amongst women, and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus. Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners now, and at the hour of our death. Amen.”

			Father Edmonds pushed through the crowd, struggling to conceal how rattled he was to his very core. Most of the crowd turned and found somewhere else to be.

			News of the murders spread exactly like Fairall had predicted. Within an hour every person in Iowa City knew of the slayings and news of the grisly murders was on its way to Des Moines for the next day’s statewide papers.
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			Conrad Graf was standing at the bar talking to Max when fellows started coming in from the house just a block down. The somber mood was hard to miss.

			“What’s happened, lads?” Conrad asked.

			“The family Hess has been killed,” a solid looking man with a mustache answered, placing his arms on the bar.

			Max set beer in front of the men and began to place sausage, kraut, and bread on a plate for each. At the Union Public House if you were buying beer, you got a nice meal compliments of the house.

			“Peter Hess? The shoemaker? What do you mean killed?”

			“No, Peter is alive, but his daughter Lizzie and her two little ones are dead. The old mum, she’s been injured, and they have taken her to the hospital. Don’t know how bad, but it didn’t look good for her either.”

			“Who did this?” Conrad asked, incredulous.

			“The young woman’s husband they say,” the man continued. “Stein.”

			Conrad and Max locked eyes.

			“That was the guy from this morning!” Conrad exclaimed. Max nodded. Conrad slipped on his coat. “I’m going to go see if I can help.” More men were coming into the pub as he made his way out the door.

			It was only a moment before Conrad stood in front of the Hess house. Dr. Clapp was standing on the porch talking to Deputy Fairall and noticed Conrad.

			With a somber countenance Dr. Clapp immediately walked toward his friend. “Sad day on the northside.”

			“What the hell happened?” Graf asked. “They’re dead?”

			“Yes sir. Three murdered and one suicide. The young gal and her two children were killed by her husband, then he killed himself rather than face the hangman.”

			“He had a beer in the pub just before he walked down there and killed them. I talked to him. Doc, this is bad.”

			“Sure is. I guess the husband didn’t take kindly to his wife divorcing him. Judge Hedges just passed judgment a day ago, along with an injunction for Stein to stay away from her.”

			“Oh my.” Conrad shook his head. “Anything I can do?”

			“I’m not sure. Peter is in shock. I’m going to go see to his wife. We’ve called for the undertaker. I’m taking the murderer to see if I can determine the poison that killed him.”

			“You send the bills for anything you do to me, do you understand? No bills to Hess,” Conrad said. “My father-in-law worked in the shoe shop with Peter years ago when they were young men.”

			“I’ll be sure to send you any bills. That’s real nice of you to do that, Conrad.”

			“Only the right thing to do.”

			“Father Edmonds is having a special prayer mass tonight for the neighborhood. Spread the word.”

			“Will do. See you there, Doc.”

			Golden light bathed the Old Capitol dome as the sun dropped low, bringing a day chilled by cool breezes and death to a close. The hollow gong of the bell at St. Mary’s rang out across the town calling all who would come to mourn together and try to understand the senseless.

			Father Edmonds stood at the front of the sanctuary watching the pews fill with his friends and neighbors. He noticed all three of the neighborhood kings had entered together as if royalty. The three successful breweries and the men who owned them were titans of industry and celebrities within Iowa City and Johnson County. Conrad Graf owned The Union Brewery, John P. Dostal owned the Great Western Brewery, and John J. Englert the City Brewery. They were widely known as the “German Beer Mafia” and they controlled all things on the northside whether they meant to or not.

			First came Conrad Graf and his wife Anna with their children, followed by John Dostal, his wife and children, and finally J.J. Englert and his children. They knelt and made the sign of the cross before sliding into a pew.

			The ushers closed the back doors and Father Edmonds raised both arms, beginning the meeting in Latin prayer. Of course, none present spoke Latin other than the priests, but the repetitiveness of the prayers provided comfort to the saints in the seats no matter the language.

			After Father Edmonds finished his prayers, he continued in English. “My friends, we are gathering tonight to pray for our neighborhood, as mere steps from this very altar, the evil one has stretched out his wicked hand and slain our brothers and sisters in the faith.

			“We are all shocked by the viciousness of this attack. It’s hard for a civilized mind to understand such horror inflicted so viciously upon the innocent. We must pass our petitions on to God and pray for the Hess family in this time of unspeakable loss. Peter Hess, our friend, has lost much. His wife may survive, but his daughter and grandchildren are gone. We will have a wake and burial services for them in the coming days, but for now cry out as one voice for mercy upon our community in the coming days as we try to make sense of this senseless act and go on about our business. Do all you can for our brother Peter in this time of unspeakable trials.

			“Remember to love your family and protect them from all evils. Love your neighbor as yourself and look to help one another in the name of the Father, the Son, and Holy Spirit, Amen.

			“The common room is open to any who wish to stay and talk or if anyone has a special request you can find me there.”

			Father Edmonds switched back to Latin and closed the abbreviated session with a conclusory song and prayer then made his way down the center aisle.

			No one went to the common room. Parishioners filed by Father Edmonds on their way home either by foot or carriage. Darkness had fallen, and the air had a bite to it as bitter as the death on everyone’s mind.

			The three brewers stood before Father Edmonds.

			“Father, we’d like to sponsor all costs associated with the funeral mass and we will each be donating to the benevolence fund in the name of Hess,” J.J. Englert said with a clear and melancholy tone. “Anything we can do, don’t hesitate to ask, Father. I know Peter would never ask us directly for help, but maybe through you and the church we could do some good.”

			“Thank you, sirs, and may God bless you and yours tonight. It’s times like these we all fill our roles and we must stick together like the family we are,” Father Edmonds said.

			“Goodnight, Father,” Conrad said, shook his hand, and turned to go.

			“Bless you, Conrad,” said Father Edmonds.

			“Bless you, Father.” J.J. Englert clasped the priest’s massive warm hand.

			“And you, J.J.”

			John Dostal looked a bit uncomfortable and turned to go. “Goodnight, Father.”

			“Bless you too, John,” Father Edmonds said. He turned to the next of his flock to bless them all one at a time.

			 

			The three brewers paused in front of the church while their families waited in their carriages. Conrad noticed his wife Anna nod to him as if to say, please hurry. It was cold, and the children needed to be fed and bathed.

			He nodded back to her and turned to his compatriots. “Sad times, gents.”

			“Indeed. Never heard of man killing children like this,” Dostal said.

			“Well he didn’t father them…horrible, nonetheless. Too bad the coward killed himself,” J.J. added.

			Conrad glanced down the block. He could see lights and people coming and going from Methodist Church that dominated the opposing corner of Dubuque and Jefferson Streets. The entire block was divided up between St. Mary’s on the Southeast corner, First United Methodist on the Southwest corner, and the entire Northern half of the block consumed by The Union Brewery and its various buildings.

			“Looks like the Methodists are having a meeting,” Conrad said.

			J.J. glanced down the block. “I must be going.”

			“Yes, we all do,” Dostal agreed. They shook hands and went their separate ways.
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			Joe Lund shuddered in his coat. The wind was colder than he’d expected. The stone church stood before him with a light emanating from the arch topped windows. He glanced down the street toward St. Mary’s. He stretched out his hand and grabbed his friend by the shoulder, “Hey, Richard, look at that.”

			Three men were standing together, obviously talking. 

			“The Catholics probably had a mass or something,” Richard Jones said. “Let’s go in, its cold.”

			“Look closer, it’s the mafia,” Joe said.

			Richard squinted in the poor light. “It is indeed. All standing together.”

			Joe sneered. “Yes, probably plotting ways to destroy God’s light.”

			“They just came out of church, Joe. Leave them be.”

			“For now.” He gave his friend a shove and trotted up the steps into church.
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			Joe was surprised to see such a large group in the sanctuary. He’d only just heard there was going to be a meeting an hour before. There were only five other men in the room and at least twenty women.

			The men congregated together toward the back pews. Joe nodded to the fellows, as he knew them all well. Mrs. Vernice Armstrong stood at the helm. She was a strong looking woman, but not attractive, and always dressed modestly. She commanded attention if nothing else.

			“Thank you all for coming on such short notice. Thank you, ladies of the Christian Temperance Union, for venturing out on this cold night. Also welcome, Sons of Temperance.” She waved her hand toward the men. “I’m sure you’ve all heard of the horror inflicted on our community today. A man slaughtered a mother and her children and killed himself. This is yet another blot on Iowa City’s history. A stain on the Christian presence in Johnson County. It is now a mark in time that things are about to change.

			“How does this happen in our town? A town so educated and enlightened that our state university is known as the Athens of Iowa? A town where God’s word and our Methodist church has been established since 1839. I’ll tell you how this happens here in a place where God’s light is predestined to shine. Beer. That’s how. Beer and strong liquor are the wide path to destruction. These brewers and their mafia are a den of wickedness and must be stopped.

			“Did you know that this murderer stopped in the Union Public House and imbibed a beer right before he committed his heinous crimes? Did you know that none other than the owner of the Union Brewery himself, Conrad Graf, drank with this murderer and did nothing but entwine himself with the devil and drink down his wicked ways?”

			A young woman in the front raised her arm. “Yes, Matilda?” Vernice said.

			“What can we do, but pray?” Matilda asked. “They run the city.”

			“Pray yes, but we must take action. Bold action like Jesus when He cast out the demons and turned the tables on the money changers. We must cast these beer men out and shut down their vile breweries. Only then can the light of God return to our city. They don’t run this city anymore. God is in control and will deliver us our desires.”

			“How? What can we do?” Matilda continued.

			“We will agitate them. We will give them no peace. We will rally more to our righteous cause. We will march in the street. We will distribute pamphlets all over the county. My husband will print them in our shop. We will get the politicians to change the laws. Every God-fearing Christian will know we are not going to sit idly by and let our neighborhoods and our children be corrupted by this foreign way, this ungodly way of living! These Germans, and these Bohemians, they even let their children drink!”
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