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The Zeppelin 
 
Guns! far and near  
Quick, sudden, angry,  
They startle the still street,  
Upturned faces appear,  
Doors open on darkness,  
There is a hurrying of feet,  
And whirled athwart gloom  
White fingers of alarm  
Point at last there  
Where illumined and dumb  
A shape suspended  
Hovers, a demon of the starry air!  
Strange and cold as a dream  
Of sinister fancy,  
It charms like a snake,  
Poised deadly in the gleam,  
While bright explosions  
Leap up to it and break.  
Is it terror you seek  
To exult in? Know then  
Hearts are here  
That the plunging beak  
Of night-winged murder  
Strikes not with fear  
So much as it strings  
To a deep elation  
And a quivering pride… 
 
—Robert Laurence Binyon 
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CHAPTER ONE 

BURYING SECRETS 

Evaline Amstel adjusted the brim of her black velvet bonnet 
and pulled the veil closer to her chin. She was grateful the fabric 
was tightly woven and obscured her face. It would be nearly 
impossible for anyone to detect that she wasn’t showing the 
customary hallmarks of grief—a downturned mouth, rubbed 
raw nose and reddened eyes. Her eyes at present were clear and 
bright, their usual gray-green color, and her face appeared 
unruffled and serene. Her maid Ruby drew up her corset 
especially tight this morning. So tight that she found it a bit hard 
to breathe and she was somewhat shaky on her feet.  

She would bow her head at graveside, her small frame 
trembling in the brisk March breeze, and that would be a 
sufficient performance from the Widow Amstel so that all would 
acknowledge her profound sorrow. The only possible 
impropriety would be that, although her basque and traveling 
coat were black, her skirt was a rather bright indigo and gray 
pinstripe. She possessed no black skirt and could be forgiven 
due to the quite unexpected death of her husband Heinz. But 
Joplin, Missouri, despite its remoteness from city manners and 
sensibilities, still had its unspoken codes of civility, and 
appearances must be maintained. She had on order three simple 
black dresses to last the year. She still possessed the mourning 
dresses from a few seasons ago when her father died but the last 
few years had seen her waist thicken slightly and the extra inch 
or so made them a bit snug. She supposed she could have Ruby 
let the seams out. She did not want to sew black crape onto her 
existing clothing so what she was wearing now must suffice. 
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She gave one more look in the mirror, pulled a bit at the 
bodice to straighten one pervasive wrinkle, and turned on her 
heel to descend the stairs to the drawing room where the 
minister John Parnell and her lawyer Aloysius Gordon waited 
to accompany her to the cemetery. 

The somber men rose from the dark green brocaded chairs 
when Evaline entered the room. The minister bowed from the 
waist slightly and took one of her black-gloved hands in 
between his, patting it solicitously.  

“My dear,” Rev. Parnell said. “A sad day indeed. But we 
must have strength and take comfort in knowing Heinz is in a 
better place with our Lord.”  

She allowed the elderly minister to help her don her neatly 
pressed traveling coat. He crooked his right elbow toward her 
and Evaline gripped his forearm with her left hand. The burly, 
blond attorney took her other arm and the two men escorted her 
out the front door and down the red brick sidewalk towards the 
carriage that would take them to the cemetery. The day was gray 
and blustery, but not overly cold. The snows from February had 
melted and the ground was no longer frozen solid, thank 
goodness, so Heinz could be buried properly. In fact, she had 
noticed purple crocuses blooming in the back garden just 
yesterday. 

The conveyance taking the three of them to the cemetery 
was draped in black, as was the accompanying hearse that held 
her husband’s casket. The carriage and hearse were each drawn 
by a pair of wonderfully matched black horses. Evaline glanced 
over to the gaunt man seated next to the hearse driver—it was 
the mortician, who tipped his hat slightly in her direction. 
Gordon assisted Evaline as she stepped up into the wine-
colored, velvet-seated interior of the black carriage. She settled 
back into the plush upholstery with a sigh. 

Beautiful, really—but expensive. The undertaker in 
Carthage had taken care of all the details but by the time the 
stonecarver’s fees were discussed, Evaline had lost patience with 
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the whole process. Just yesterday, the wording on Heinz’s 
headstone was the final topic of business. The price was set on a 
per letter basis. 

“Would you like to add a verse, madam, or perhaps a 
simple tribute? May I suggest…Beloved Husband?” said the 
obsequious funeral director as he peered at her over the round-
framed eyeglasses perched on his hawk-like nose, his liquid 
brown eyes affecting the look of a shy, abused hound. His pen 
was poised over the final invoice of the funeral services. 

“No, I don’t believe so. Simply Heinz F. Amstel, 1858-1896.” 
“But no month or day? It is now customary to put the full 

dates of birth and death, at least,” the undertaker remarked as 
he shook his head slightly, placed the pen down beside the 
inkwell and reached for the blotter with his long thin fingers to 
dab at a large black drop of ink on the paper’s surface. 

“That will add cost and I have already loosened the purse 
strings quite enough,” Evaline said flatly. “Besides, it is of no 
consequence. My husband is dead and we will no longer be 
celebrating his birthday.” 

She now reflected upon that last remark as the horses clip-
clopped briskly on the brick-paved street leading to the site of 
her husband’s interment. It was quite improper to have said that, 
she thought, the corners of her mouth turning up slightly in a 
wry smile under the black veil. But nonetheless, quite amusing. 

“Oh, Evvy, look!” said Rev. Parnell, pointing outside his 
window to the south.  

Evaline leaned forward to look out the carriage window 
and lifted her veil to peer into the distance. There, silhouetted 
against the overcast gray sky, floated the three remaining 
dirigibles from the Amstel Airship Company. The filtered 
morning sun was directly behind the buoyant trio and their 
bloated oval shapes were illuminated as if emitting a slight 
luminescent aura. Like clouds with silver linings, Evaline thought. 
A ray of sun broke through the clouds and caught a fin or rudder 
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here and there and the reflected light glinted and sparkled as if 
it was bouncing from mirror to mirror.  

It had been at least two years since Evaline had seen all the 
airships in the sky at one time. From her view in the moving 
carriage they were still a magnificent sight. Only when the 
vehicles were grounded and housed in their oversized hangars 
did they reveal their true decrepit, dilapidated state with various 
patches marring the smooth surface of the metallic painted 
balloons. And one soon noticed that the aging seams on the hulls 
of the gondolas had been sanded, primed and painted numerous 
times but the paint continued to bubble up and peel away, 
exposing large rusted spots along the soldered edges. The ships’ 
exteriors were grimy and sooty, and the interiors were shabby 
with threadbare seats and stained carpeting in the aisles. But on 
this day, seeing all three airships gliding along the southeast 
horizon, Evaline felt the long-forgotten thrill of pride and 
excitement for her husband and his wonderful dream ships. 

“Whatever possessed Hubbley to do this?” Evaline 
whispered. Marcus Hubbley was the shop foreman and chief 
mechanic for the company. At one time he supervised a half 
dozen men in the maintenance department that kept the airships 
running as if they were a finely tuned fleet of oceanic cruisers. 
Nowadays the team was reduced to himself and a lone 
journeyman mechanic hired for a few days’ repair at a time. 
Hubbley, who also served as the sole pilot, flew few-and-far-
between excursion trips as a tourist experience.  

The Kraut Follies. Evaline knew what the people of Joplin, 
Missouri, called her husband’s airships. The Equatia, the 
Savanthia, and the Revolutia were the ones floating serenely in 
the skies above Joplin this day. The Equatia and the Savanthia 
were twin blimps of the same design and construction. They 
were strictly small passenger airships constructed in 1884 that 
Heinz had purchased in used condition—non-rigid aerostats 
filled with hydrogen for buoyancy with limited 
maneuverability. For forward propulsion each was fitted with a 
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small steam engine that powered three propellers affixed to the 
gondola, one in back and one on each side. 

The Revolutia was newer, designed by Heinz after the 
Amstels married. The semi-rigid dirigible boasted a flexible 
aluminum keel which Heinz had shipped (at great expense) 
from the Pittsburgh Reduction Company. The craft’s onboard 
electric motor drove four six-bladed propellers that allowed for 
a much more controlled flight and the sliding weight 
compensator provided better balance. Heinz designed the 
airship with the dual purpose of carrying a few passengers as 
well as serving as a shipping transport vehicle. The Revolutia 
was equipped with a winch powered by an elaborate pulley 
system that allowed cargo to be lifted and stored inside the 
gondola, bypassing the necessity to bring the ship in for a 
landing. Really, it was an astounding piece of machinery! Now 
it languished in a storage hangar. It was by far their most 
expensive ship to take to the skies. 

There had been one more dirigible: the Innovatia, a deluxe 
passenger vehicle exquisitely appointed for the upper classes 
that had been destroyed by fire in January 1894. While the ship 
was undergoing a few repairs, sparks from a workman’s 
soldering iron strayed into the trail left by a leaky container of 
flammable sealant, resulting in a flash explosion that killed the 
torchbearer and a nearby construction worker. The blaze spread 
rapidly, devouring the canvas ballasts and attacking the hull of 
the ship in minutes. Its fine Honduras mahogany and teak wood 
paneling, velvet upholstery and gilt-edged embellishments 
were consumed in flames. Its hangar also burned to the ground. 

And, destroyed in the conflagration was Heinz’s grand plan 
of a transportation hub in the Midwest. The company went 
belly-up with the loss of such an expensive, fanciful creation, a 
cost that would never be recouped. Dirigible travel proved to be 
more of a novelty with a ticket price too steep for most folks in 
the Midwest. People were more likely to take an Interurban 
railcar to the Joplin train station in order to travel to Kansas City, 
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Denver, or St. Louis. After the Innovatia fire, it was a constant 
struggle for Heinz to bring in some sort of income as he tried 
supplementing the airship business with gadgets and 
timesaving devices, but more often than not his robotic 
inventions siphoned off even more money (sieves with movable 
joints, as she thought of them). In the last year or so it had been 
strictly Evaline’s inheritance keeping them afloat. She was 
extremely fortunate to have had wealthy parents. 

“But who’s flying them?” she asked the lawyer as the 
carriage approached the cemetery. “We have no pilots on the 
payroll anymore.” 

“Well, Lars Bergendahl and Stash Pettigrew are still in 
town,” Gordon reminded her. “And I bet Hubbley himself is 
manning the Revolutia.” 

“But the company has no money to pay them or pay for the 
fuel! I don’t want this to come out of my own funds!” she 
protested.  

“Evvy, you know as well as I do, those men don’t want to 
be paid,” the lawyer said, as he turned his ruddy, freckled face 
from her and studied the passing scenery outside the carriage. 
“They are doing it because they want to,” he mused. “Because 
they love flying and they miss their ships. And to honor Heinz, 
despite all that’s happened.” 

Evaline lifted her veil back in place to cover her face and 
settled into the seat for a brief moment of reflection before 
reaching the cemetery. The sight of the airships reminded her of 
the optimism and joy she experienced before Heinz’s aspirations 
for his company and her dreams for a happily-ever-after 
marriage went horribly wrong. 

 
It was a half-hour to noon, but Sean McTavish was four 

sheets to the wind. His heavy rhythmic snoring was punctuated 
by an occasional snort or clearing of the throat. One window in 
his shack was draped with a heavy quilt and the other was 
covered with his long duster coat. Drunk as he had been the 
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night before, he still anticipated the intrusive rays of morning 
sunlight and made provisions for it. Some negative observations 
had been made about the man, but let it be said he possessed 
foresight—even when in an extreme state of inebriation. 

McTavish was a long-boned man and the bed scarcely 
contained his six-foot-plus frame. His sprawling body barely 
cleared the floor, the crude wood and rope-tied canvas cot 
strained beneath his weight. The awkward positioning of his 
unwashed long-john clad body gave the impression that he 
would suffer from a number of muscle complaints when he 
finally arose, but Mac was acclimated to primitive conditions. 
His shack was downright cozy compared to some of the places 
he’d been. Starting at the tender age of fourteen in early 1865 
(but looking at least a few years older and lying to enlist), he’d 
bivouacked in battlefields in Tennessee and Georgia, wearing 
Yankee blue for his father’s family from Ludlow Falls, Ohio. He 
still considered the Falls his hometown although both his 
parents were long dead. His mother was a Southern girl from 
Virginia, so during the stirrings of war there was a conflict 
brewing in his childhood home as well, with his mother in a 
perpetual state of homesickness, alternating between tearful 
depression and angry tirades against her northern-born 
husband. 

After the war, his travels took him to tent cities in Colorado, 
flop houses in Abilene and Dodge City, Kansas, a bunkhouse or 
barn in the middle of isolated ranches in Texas and Oklahoma. 
Not to mention the countless nights spent hunkered down in a 
dirty bedroll pulled from the back of his favorite horse Monty, 
long since dead. He’d been a paid gun for more than two 
decades and the wear-and-tear was starting to show. He had 
high hopes for this job in Joplin as “keeper of the peace.” The 
town was growing by leaps and bounds, and he was one in a 
long line of men hired to maintain order among the miners, 
professional gamblers, adventurers, drifters, prostitutes and 
general ne’er-do-wells. 
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As McTavish continued his deafening slumber, the door to 
the cabin inched open almost imperceptibly and a small, dark 
figure slinked into the interior. Black-slippered feet seemed to 
barely touch the surface of the rough-hewn flooring that did not 
creak under the slight weight of the intruder. 

The figure moved silently around the interior of the cabin, 
its hands moving over the surface of a shabby bureau, swiftly 
yet carefully opening the dresser drawers. Furtive fingers ran 
along the haphazardly scattered items on the kitchen table. The 
intruder crept nearer the bed, bending to reach for the discarded 
pants lying on the floor in a pile that served as a catch-all for 
dirty laundry.  

The earth-rumbling snores stopped simultaneously with 
the sound of a metallic click. 

The barrel of a Colt single action army revolver was aimed 
at the back of the intruder’s head, which sported a tight black 
silk skullcap. 

“One false move and I take your goddamn head off,” 
McTavish rasped. “Put your hands on top of your head and turn 
around… SLOWLY!” 

The pants fell to the floor at the feet of the figure as its arms 
rose to follow McTavish’s command. Turning slowly, the 
interloper was revealed to be an Asian man, slightly built, 
wearing a dark, loosely fitted tunic and baggy pajama-like 
trousers. His upraised arms were trembling slightly but his 
countenance was smooth and unruffled. 

“Dammit, Ching, what are you up to?” McTavish growled. 
“I coulda killed you, you yellow shit-for-brains.” 

“Mistah Peyton, he send me,” replied the young Chinese 
man in a quiet, high pitched voice. “He say, that bastid 
McTavish owe me five dollah. You go get it, Ching. But don’t 
take nothing else, just my five dollah. Cuz I not a thief, Mistah 
Peyton say. He say, I just want what’s coming to me from that 
big Mick sonabitch.” 
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“Well, if I had had one more drink last night, you would 
have just about got away with it,” McTavish said begrudgingly, 
lowering the weapon. “They say there ain’t nothing sneakier on 
God’s green earth than a Chinaman, unless it’s an Indian. Both 
could slit a man’s throat and be halfway across town before the 
poor slob takes his next breath through his neck.” 

The small man lowered his hands, shrugged his shoulders 
and stared at McTavish. Despite the lack of emotion in his face 
and voice, it was apparent that he was desperate not to leave the 
cabin without getting what he had come for. “Bark” Peyton, the 
proprietor of the most profitable saloon in town, could be a 
harsh taskmaster and Ching had probably felt a boot in his 
backside more than once. Peyton had two Chinese men working 
for him. This man was called Ching-A-Ling, but his true name 
was Chiang Wei, his full moniker known only to himself and his 
fellow countrymen. The other guy Peyton called Wing-Ding for 
laughs. People said you couldn’t tell one Chinaman from 
another, but McTavish thought that was bullshit. Ching and 
Wing were like night and day. Ching was handsome, young and 
slender, while Wing was at least twenty years older with a 
weathered face and a bit pudgy around the middle. Not only 
were their looks different but their personalities were, too. 
Ching was very agreeable, deferential and seemingly harmless. 
Wing frowned a lot, was taciturn with a tendency to talk to 
himself, invoking what sounded like curses when anyone made 
trouble for him. 

McTavish sighed, placed the gun on his bed and picked up 
the pants from the floor near Ching’s feet. He pulled a couple of 
wadded dollar bills from the pants’ pocket and held them out to 
Ching. “This is all I got right now. Go ahead…take it. Tell Peyton 
payday’s in two days and I’m good for it.” 

The small man grabbed the bills and dashed through the 
door of the cabin. 

“And thanks for the reveille,” McTavish yelled at the back 
of the rapidly departing young man as he wove through the 
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broken farm equipment and various discarded items scattered 
in the hard-packed dirt yard surrounding the cabin.  

“I needed to get up anyways,” the lawman muttered, 
shutting the door. He pulled his coat down from one of the 
windows, allowing a bright shaft of light to illuminate the 
cabin’s interior. He threw the coat down on the cot and reached 
for a silver object on a nearby wooden crate. He spit upon the 
badge and rubbed it against his shirt. Someone had to figure out 
who murdered Heinz Amstel. It looked like it was left up to him. 

 
She knew she shouldn’t be here, but she couldn’t help 

herself. Mollie had to see the only man she ever loved be put to 
rest. She was well hidden as she crouched behind the 
maintenance shed for the Fairview Cemetery. There was a large 
evergreen bush planted next to the structure, and she lifted her 
head above the foliage to get a clear view of the gravesite. Her 
blond hair was covered with a dark green scarf to help conceal 
her identity. 

A small crowd had gathered in the southeast corner of the 
cemetery—almost all men, dressed in the dark clothing 
customary for a funeral. Mollie spotted two of her less-frequent 
customers. There was the foreman at the Pitchfork Mine, looking 
uncomfortable in his stiff white paper collar and black high-
button coat (probably borrowed, she sniffed to herself). He 
looked in her direction and Mollie almost brought up her hand 
to wave, but then caught herself and ducked lower behind the 
shrub. The other guy she recognized was a prominent owner of 
one of the larger farms near Joplin. She shuddered to herself. He 
liked to inflict pain whenever he could. The other girls made 
themselves scarce when he came to call. He never asked for 
anyone in particular, so it was always the luck of the draw. Bad 
luck. 

Mollie couldn’t believe Heinzie was gone. She sniffed into 
her handkerchief and dabbed at her eyes. Her feet throbbed in 
the high-top black shoes her co-worker Bella had lent to her. She 
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was miserable lingering around the funeral, but she couldn’t 
help herself. She was torn up about Heinz’s death. She truly was. 

She glared at the figure of the Widow Amstel who had just 
arrived with the pastor and some other suited-up dandy. 
Evaline’s shoulders were hunched up, her body stiffly rigid in 
the cold breeze. She wore a short veil covering her face beneath 
a black velvet bonnet. Her head was not bowed and Mollie had 
the feeling the woman’s face was emotionless beneath the dark 
cloth. That frigid bitch had everything and didn’t appreciate 
anything. Heinz never said that, but Mollie could read between 
the lines whenever he let slip any mention of Evvy, as he called 
her. Poor Heinzie! 

Now, Mollie thought to herself, it’s all gone. No more boxes 
of Belgian chocolates or a few yards of oriental silk to make 
herself a fetching dressing gown or two. No more Heinz teasing 
Mollie about her china doll looks or bouncing her on his knee 
until she felt almost sick to her stomach. He liked to pinch her 
bottom, caress her rouged cheeks and laugh uproariously at her 
dirty jokes. She knew she was his favorite. He told her someday 
he would take her up in one of his airships for a private ride. 
What a fun time that would have been, seeing Joplin from the 
air in one of those high-flying dirigibles now circling overhead.  

She loved how Heinz had smelled, a rich spicy and orange-
y smell, like fancy Christmas punch. Sometimes after he left her 
room, she’d gather her dressing gown up to her face and pretend 
he was still there to stay the night, and they’d fall asleep in each 
other’s arms like they were the happiest couple in the whole 
wide world.  

The somber service began. Mollie could hear low mumbling 
sounds but couldn’t make out any of the words. She was very 
cold, shivering in her thin linen coat, but she wanted to stay for 
the service. In honor of her secret lover.  

What a gray and nasty day for it! But once in a while the sun 
broke out for a moment or two, sending a ray of sunshine to 
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settle warmly on her back. Mollie pretended it was Heinz, 
putting his arm around her. She sighed. 

He would soon be put to rest and life would go on, but 
Mollie consoled herself with one thought. Heinz had told her 
something she knew Evaline didn’t know about—something 
that would knock her for a loop. Mollie smirked, squatted down 
behind the shed to shield herself from the wind and pulled the 
scarf down around her shoulders. She combed her fingers 
through her blond tangled curls and carefully lifted the scarf 
over her head and tightly knotted the threadbare fabric under 
her chin.  She stood up and wiggled her feet to bring some 
feeling back into her frozen toes.   

Mollie Sutpen had a secret. And soon the widow would 
have to pay Mollie plenty to keep her mouth shut. 

 
The graveside service was to be brief. Amstel had no 

relatives living in the United States and Evaline was the only 
child of deceased parents. She felt no grief churning inside her 
to blur the morning’s events and she was aware of every detail 
as she took notice of the other mourners. In attendance there 
were three couples from her church, the First Christian Church 
that Parnell pastored. The wives stole glances her way, trying 
not to appear curious but Evaline knew they were brimming 
with unanswered questions. In addition, there were two 
clubwomen from the Chautauqua Society, three ladies from the 
Charitable Union and a few other representatives of the various 
social organizations of which Evaline was a member. Her closest 
neighbors, the elderly spinster sisters Josephine and Maud 
Pierson, stood bracing each other solemnly, side by side, arm in 
arm.  

Of the men, there were several that Heinz did business with, 
mostly in the mining operations. The best blacksmith in town 
was present. The owner of the Keystone Hotel made an 
appearance with his wife, a glamorous woman who 
supplemented her luxurious black garments with glittery jet 
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jewelry. The owner of the largest department store stood 
solemnly with his wife and daughter. A couple of bankers and a 
few local farmers. She noted several German emigrants or their 
descendants paying their respects. Many, like Heinz, had come 
to seek their fortunes in the United States and almost all had not 
only succeeded in establishing solid businesses, but cultivated 
sizeable fortunes. Most of these men were members of the 
Germania Club of which Heinz had been a regular—and 
popular—member. He spent many evenings socializing with his 
fellow countrymen. The German investor August Junge was 
present and he and his three sons simultaneously took off their 
hats when Evaline looked in their direction.  

She continued to survey the group surreptitiously behind 
her black veil. There were only two men she did not recognize. 
One was a rather odd-looking man with oversized features, tall 
and well-built, very freckled with a large reddish moustache and 
long bushy sideburns. He grinned a few times while talking to 
his companion and Evaline caught sight of a flash of gold 
covering one of his front teeth beneath the moustache. The other 
was a short, heavyset dark-complected man who had the look of 
a foreigner from a sunny clime—perhaps Spain, Turkey, Italy, 
maybe Mexico. He stared unabashedly at her. Thank god for this 
veil, she thought. I should wear it all the time. 

The wind was picking up. Her indigo striped skirt whipped 
around her. She wished she had put on another petticoat and 
perhaps added a small black fur stole around her neck to keep 
her warm. But soon it would all be over. 

Bible verses Evaline had heard at dozens of funerals were 
quoted by the clergyman and elders in the church. “The Lord is 
my shepherd, I shall not want…,” another Psalm, the “Time for 
Everything” from Ecclesiastes 3…et cetera. Et cetera. 

Then a German friend of Heinz’s, Rolf Eberhardt, unfolded 
a piece of paper and held it at an arm’s length away while 
squinting. He began to read a poem by Goethe. Although she 
was not fluent in German, Heinz had often read this poem in his 
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native language to Evaline. Heinz always took comfort in the 
words; it bolstered his transcendental mindset that the soul was 
eternal, forever transmuting. Heinz did not attend church with 
her. He couldn’t believe as he did as a child, he said. Eberhardt’s 
deep baritone haltingly read an English translation:   

 
You’re no longer in the grasp 
Of shadows, darkening, 
A new desire lifts you up 
On to a higher mating. 
No distances can weigh you down, 
Enchanted you come flying, 
And greedy for the light, at last, 
A moth, you burn in dying. 
And as long as you lack this 
True word: Die and Become! 
You’ll be but a dismal guest 
In Earth’s darkened room. 

 
As Eberhardt recited the poem, Evaline felt the unbearable 

heaviness in the center of her chest, where the top of her tight 
corset dug into the skin beneath her breasts. It was an 
interminably dense weight, like a fist-sized piece of lead—so 
colorless and gray, so bitterly cold. The dreaded sensation she 
experienced a few years ago at the death of her father. Oh, God, 
she prayed, don’t let the black pit swallow me up again! 

Eberhardt concluded the poem with a whispered “Fliege 
mein Freund.” Fly, my friend. 

As Rev. Parnell began his personal tribute, Evaline roused 
herself, consciously pushed aside this temporary weakness, her 
moment of grief. As the pastor droned on, she thought: How little 
they know about him! She felt anger once again flood into her 
body. It warmed her—the rage—as it boiled through her blood. 
How he had them all fooled! 
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She began to supplement the pastor’s words with her own 
secret thoughts… 

“Adored husband…” 
“Cheating letch,” Evvy rejoindered silently. 

“Brilliant inventor…” 
“Unbridled spendthrift,” she added. 

“Loyal citizen…” 
“…to no one but himself!” she intoned with her silent 

condemnation. 
 
To Evaline, the service seemed to last longer than the half 

hour anticipated but at last the pastor brought the service to its 
conclusion with the final prayer. She watched as the pallbearers 
grasped the thick straps at the side of the heavy casket and 
struggled to lower it to the bottom of the freshly dug grave. As 
the six men backed away, Evaline inhaled deeply, took a few 
steps to the mound of earth and bent to scoop up a handful of 
damp, brown dirt in her small, black-gloved fist. She leaned 
forward, tilted her hand and dropped the dirt on the surface of 
the highly polished wood lid of the deluxe casket. “Good-bye, 
Heinz,” she whispered. As she stepped back, she thought, Why 
have you left me…what have you left me? 

After the funeral, a reception and lunch was held at the 
Germania Club. The widow wished she could just go home, 
close the front door behind her and climb the stairs to the quiet 
sanctuary of her bedroom. But solitude must be sacrificed for 
society at times like these. 

The minister and her lawyer resumed their places on either 
side of her as she walked toward the entrance gate of the 
cemetery and the awaiting carriage. Before stepping into the 
conveyance, she turned to face the eastern horizon to note that 
the airships seemed to be wobbling unsteadily, dipping 
dangerously, then rising rapidly with the wind, which had 
picked up considerably in the last hour. It’s time to bring them 
down, for heaven’s sake, Evaline thought, irritated by the 
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possibility of further damage to the ships. Why couldn’t those 
men realize it? She wished there was a way to communicate her 
commands—to shout up at them as if the pilots were naughty 
children, “Come down at once! Put those wretched ships away!” 
Why must men always be so reckless with their actions, so 
thoughtless, so utterly irresponsible? She found her eyes welling 
with tears. Not with grief for Heinz, but for her own unrelenting 
burden of having to pay for another’s mistakes. 

She looked down the street and spotted a woman several 
yards away near the street corner, boldly staring at her. The 
younger woman was carelessly dressed in a dark blue, checked 
dress with a low-cut, lace-trimmed neckline. She looked quite 
slovenly. Her lips were painted a garish coral color and her light-
colored eyes were lined in dark makeup—smudged into a 
raccoon’s mask from tears. Her eyes and nose were red. The 
woman wore a green headscarf but yellow tangled ringlets 
escaped to frame her face. A pretty face but a bit spoiled, Evaline 
mused. Her complexion was splotchy and there was evidence of 
a double chin forming above her ample bosom. Evaline gazed 
back, knowing her veil presented a black shield. The widow 
wasn’t stupid; this was one of Heinz’s tarts. Good god, the man 
had no taste. 
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CHAPTER 2 

MURDER IN JOPLIN 

Joplin began as a nameless mining camp a decade before the 
eruption of Civil War, when the lead mines first opened for 
business in the southwest corner of Missouri. The area was rich 
with lead, discovered in 1849 when an experienced miner 
named David Campbell noticed several depressions in the earth 
in a small stream near Turkey Creek that on closer inspection 
appeared to be abandoned ancient excavations of some sort. 
Walking up the stream for several yards, Campbell discovered 
a handful of small chunks of lead along the water’s edge. 
Accompanied by the landowner and armed only with a spade, 
Campbell dug out more than a hundred pounds of pure galena 
nestled a couple feet under the land’s surface. Lead deposits 
were discovered blanketing the area—the mining boom had 
begun in Jasper County. 

The necessary paperwork was filed to lay the foundation of 
the town in southwest Missouri, near the spring-fed Joplin 
Creek. In July 1871, the town was called Joplin City after the 
creek, which in turn had been named for early settler and 
Methodist preacher Reverend Harris G. Joplin. In September of 
the same year, another plat was filed by a Carthage native, 
Patrick Murphy, who wanted a town named after himself on the 
other side of the valley, Murphysburg, and a rivalry was 
established between the two new towns. That first winter was 
known as the “Reign of Terror,” as lawlessness and corruption 
ran rampant. No official government or laws controlled the 
burgeoning population where money and sin flowed freely with 
the influx of miners and other fortune-seekers. The lower forces 



Desiree Ultican 

18 

of human nature vied for power with shoot-outs, public 
drunkenness, whoring and gambling.  

After a few months of unrestrained crime and degradation, 
eventually the two towns’ founders joined forces and 
incorporated the two burgs into one. The towns’ merge was 
recorded in the books legally in 1873 with the permanent name 
of Joplin. 

By the late 1870s, Joplin had reached a population of more 
than 10,000, and lawmen were brought into town to control the 
chaos and mayhem. Prostitution, illegal booze and gambling 
continued, but it was now to be regulated by the powers that be. 
Sean McTavish showed up in 1889 with commendable 
credentials. He first worked as night watchman in the Lake City 
gold mines in Colorado years back, promoted to lawman in Lake 
City and Leadville. During his tenure in the Rockies, ex-Civil 
War soldiers who had headed west to seek work roamed the 
streets of the mountain boomtowns, some looking for trouble as 
well as work and alcohol fueled the fire. Mac became very adept 
at stopping inebriated arguments before they escalated into 
shoot-outs. But the bitterly cold winters began to sap his energy, 
and he longed for the gentler landscape that mimicked his 
childhood home in Ohio. Missouri fit the bill. 

Now it was 1896 and the bustling burg of Joplin was quite 
the civilized town, despite saloons on every corner and brothels 
scattered here and there. True…mining was the driving force 
beneath the ground, but vice and back-door deals were cogs in 
the machine. Rowdy vaudeville shows and gambling drew out-
of-town crowds from as far away as Kansas City, St. Louis, 
Wichita, and Tulsa. Work was plentiful and the miners had 
money to spend on entertainment—legal and otherwise.  

Many of the mining men and management brought families 
with them and newly built schools and churches helped 
establish a sense of community. Social women’s clubs and 
fraternal orders of Elks, Masons, Odd Fellows, and what-not 
were recruiting members right and left. Telephones were 
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becoming more commonplace among the finer set and 
businesses. There was talk of a central electric power plant being 
constructed in the near future. 

Besides serving as a deputy, McTavish moonlighted a 
couple nights a week as a security agent for Jackson Shelby. 
Shelby ran a few gambling parlors and needed someone to 
establish order and keep an eye out for cheating. Mac had 
dreams of starting his own security and detective business, but 
for now his employment as Jasper County deputy was his main 
source of income and the incidental work with Shelby paid his 
bar bill. 

Lead was king for the area, but a new player vied for the 
crown of most valuable commodity. Zinc was moving up in 
desirability as manufacturers nationwide found practical uses 
for the metal, driving up demand. Zinc was called “jack” around 
Joplin, and jack presented vast industrial possibilities. Lead and 
zinc mines popped up everywhere, with names like Jackpot, 
Blue Dog, Pelican, Sunflower, Hello Dad and Old Hickory.  

Every day in town a new face showed up, crowned with 
pomaded hair and sporting a barber’s shave—a face pampered 
by luxury. Rich men wheeled and dealed while new businesses 
thrived. There was intrigue in the air. A fellow could sense it. 
Besides the money men and treasure seekers, there were several 
foreigners with their odd ways, weaving in and out of the 
business proceedings. 

And now, Heinz Amstel’s mysterious murder was added to 
the mix of petty thievery, drunken brawls and disorderly 
conduct. A dead guy was one thing, and Mac had seen plenty of 
them in his time. But the appearance of Amstel’s body shook 
him to the core. Three days ago, a local teenager burst into the 
jailhouse, out of breath and barely able to put a sentence 
together. In the early daylight hours, in front of the general store 
on the west end of Fourth Street, the gawky teen had witnessed 
two coyotes tugging at a black jacket which upon closer 
inspection appeared to have a human arm still inside the sleeve. 
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The boy heard other coyotes squabbling behind the general store 
and when he followed the noise, he found the man to whom the 
arm belonged—it was Heinz Amstel. The rest of his body was 
located in a refuse pile, lying face down in a culvert located just 
yards from the business area. 

It was evident that Amstel hadn’t been murdered where his 
body was found. There were only traces of blood on the 
surrounding grasses, but Mac could make out drag marks that 
began from the alley between the general store and Mayall 
Drugs. It was obvious he’d been transported by wagon to the 
back of the building, pulled out, dragged for a spell and tossed 
down the ravine. Probably one guy did it…two would have 
picked the body up and carried it.  

Even Doc Bob Stout looked a little green around the gills as 
he inspected the body. Mac and Joe Bird, the other Joplin 
deputy, had taken the body to Frank-Sievers Mortuary and laid 
it out on the embalming table. Most of the German’s fingers 
were missing—on both the attached and detached arms—but 
that could be attributed to the coyotes. His eyes were wide open 
and full of dirt. He was practically gutted—the scavengers going 
for the organs. He had deep ligature marks around the ankles 
and wrists and there were odd round black sores on his temples, 
around the ribs, the bottom of his bare feet, several areas on his 
thighs and scrotum. 

“These black marks are strange. I think this man’s been 
tortured,” Stout said, taking a few steps back from the body as 
he pulled down the kerchief shielding his nose and mouth. He 
tossed a dirty scalpel in a glass jar labeled “Carbolic Acid: 
Danger” that was placed on a nearby cabinet top. 

“You know, it looks like an electrical current was used,” the 
gray-haired doctor continued. His eyes were bloodshot and he 
rubbed his deeply furrowed forehead as if he was nursing a 
headache. “The wounds are cauterized but they don’t look like 
they were made from a cigar or poker…they’re too uniform. I 
don’t see any wound that would have outright killed him. There 
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was a rag stuffed partway down his throat. I think he was 
gagged and choked to death.”  

Mac, Joe and the doctor left Heinz Amstel’s brutalized body 
in the capable hands of the mortician. Word was sent to Jasper 
County Sheriff Will Bolls in Carthage to notify the next of kin. 
Amstel’s wife Evaline wasn’t told the details of the murder…it 
was thought that she’d be best kept in the dark about such 
hideous goings-on. Sheriff Bolls told her that Heinz was shot in 
the face…a good enough excuse for her not to demand to see the 
body. The sheriff was a little suspicious of the widow’s reaction. 
She didn’t appear to be greatly shocked. She’d have to be 
questioned later, when things settled down. 

Mac wasn’t sure what was going on, but it was not an 
everyday occurrence when a high-society guy like Heinz Amstel 
turns up murdered in such a gruesome manner. Just like in the 
mines, things were working beneath the surface. 

The last couple of days had shaken up his routine. But one 
thing was certain, Mac needed to scrub up for the week. His 
clean laundry had just been delivered to his door. He’d take a 
fresh set of clothes when he visited Bellingham’s Wash House. 
After a leisurely bath, he planned to splurge on a shave at his 
favorite barber. Ching didn’t get all his money. As he led his 
horse to the bathhouse, he passed by the Germania Club. The 
club, a limestone block building with red and black awnings, 
housed the post-funeral reception for Amstel. It was a 
particularly active venue, with several dark-garbed people 
making their way towards the elaborately carved, wooden 
double doors. Mac suspected not all of them were there merely 
to pay their respects, but also for the opportunity to help 
themselves to the best lunch in town. Most of the women carried 
covered dishes, cakes and pies, and he knew some of the 
wealthy German butchers were supplying the meats. And 
freshly brewed beer all around. 

As he guided his horse around the corner, Mac spotted a big 
guy with ginger hair and mustache, wearing a tightly fitting 
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brown hound’s-tooth jacket. He stood at the back door of the 
club, rolling a cigarette. He nodded to Mac and grinned. A glint 
of gold flashed beneath a pair of amber-colored eyes. His grin 
had no humor in it. 

 
Many people who weren’t present at the graveside service 

stopped by the Germania Club to offer condolences to the 
Widow Amstel. Hard-working women who clerked in the 
various shops she patronized made their way through the 
crowd to murmur a few shy, solemn words to acknowledge her 
bereavement. Townsfolk she hadn’t seen since last year’s warm 
weather picnics and socials brought cards, flowers and food. So 
much food! Row after row of casseroles and sliced meats, 
vegetable dishes, gelatin molds and aspics, relishes, pickles, 
chutneys, fruit salads and dozens of desserts. She felt nauseated 
by the sights and smells of these generous gestures of sympathy. 

Evaline detached the black veil and loosened the drawstring 
of her small velvet bag to place the veil inside. She no longer felt 
a need to hide her lack of grief or emotional indifference that 
others might detect. She was exhausted, her pale face wearing 
the blank numbness of someone genuinely distraught. She 
greeted the scores of people with a quiet grace. Friends offered 
her a plate of food that she only nibbled at, but the proffered 
lemon punch was refreshing and soothed her parched throat. 

Around 3 o’clock, the activity of the reception began to 
taper off. The new widow requested that only a small portion of 
the leftovers be taken to her home. The rest was to go to the less 
fortunate in town. It would probably be the only time some of 
them would taste trout mousse and pickled asparagus! 

Evaline retired to the reading room for a moment of relative 
quiet. This room still had several people seated in the 
comfortable leather chairs or standing in small groups but the 
conversations were muted and the general atmosphere was 
much less frenetic. She managed to smile weakly at several 
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sympathetic faces as she wove her way towards the back of the 
room. 

“Oh, dear Evvy, please, please, have a seat,” said Helen 
Parnell. The chubby, middle-aged wife of the minister 
attempted to rise, offering Evaline the deeply cushioned leather 
chair, but the younger woman placed her hand gently on Mrs. 
Parnell’s plump one.  

“Oh, no, Helen. I was going over to the window seat. Please 
stay put.” 

Evaline walked to the window. She looked out over the 
back courtyard that the club and a nearby hotel shared, a tiny 
garden area with a bench and a few trees. There was a small 
group of men having an animated discussion just under the 
window, voices muffled, words inaudible. Before she gave her 
aching feet a much-needed rest, her glance fell on a wooden rack 
located to the side of the window seat. The rack held rows of 
wooden dowels draped by several German language periodicals 
and newspapers.  

Her eyes were riveted to one huge black headline racing 
across the top of one paper, “ZEPPELIN sagt: Ich wurde 
ausgeraubt!” 

ZEPPELIN says: I was robbed! 
A smaller, less bold headline followed, “David Schwarz ist 

verschwunden.” 
David Schwarz is missing. 
Underneath the dramatic headline was an illustration of a 

peculiar-looking airship with a pointed end like a pencil and 
fanciful apparatus attached. Several cartoonish characters ran 
after it, waving arms, some wielding fists, a few were military 
men wearing pickelhaube helmets. The newspaper was not 
recent—dated from February of the previous year, 1895. 

Evaline snatched up the newspaper, folded it a couple of 
times and waved it toward her face. She felt dizzy. She turned 
to sit on the chinoiserie silk cushion of a nearby settee, her hand 
tightly clutching her impromptu fan. She sat quite still for a few 
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minutes as her heart raced inside her chest. Eventually she 
regained her composure as she continued to fan herself. 

“Come, Evaline, you have had such a time,” said Rev. 
Parnell as he and Helen walked up to her. The kindly couple 
helped bring the frail-looking woman to her feet. When Mrs. 
Parnell reached to take the newspaper, Evaline snapped, “No! 
No, I want it!” The minister’s wife recoiled indignantly at the 
brusque response.  

Evaline apologized immediately. “I am so sorry, Helen. But 
I feel so warm. I…need this, um, to keep…to cool myself.” At 
Evaline’s contrite tone Mrs. Parnell’s face softened. 

“Of course, dear. But now you must rest. Let’s take you 
home.” 




