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He leans forward, animated, anxious to talk about the Tri-State 
Woodcarvers of Keokuk. Don Skinner says he's the current president 

"because I went to too many meetings." He smiles, remembering that Dave 
Deming was president for a very long time. When Skinner joined the group, 
Deming eventually saw the chance to take a step back and delegate some of 
his work. Secretary-treasurer Dan Davis is another leader in the membership 
of about 23 craftsmen (and women). Active 
members come from as far away as Quincy and 
Basco, Illinois, Kahoka, Missouri, and nearby 
Iowa towns.

"I'm really proud to be part of this group," 
Skinner reflects. "Many (in the group) are master 
woodcarvers. Real artists. Most are traditional 
carvers. They carve wood like it was done 
generations ago. I've been experimenting with 
'power carving' that uses power tools to do 
some of the fine detail work. Most of our skilled 
traditional artisans like to stay away from that."

November's Festival of Trees at Lake Cooper 
Convention Center, in addition to the elaborately 
decorated trees, featured nine hand-carved 
birds in natural habitat (shown here) that also 
were auctioned to the highest bidders. The Tri-
State Woodcarvers of Keokuk were proud to 
contribute to the evening's receipts.

  

Continued on Page 2

The Bluebird 
was carved by 
Keokuk's Dan 
Davis, and 
Bob Conlee, 
Montrose, 
created the 
Cardinal.
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Since 2000, members have hosted their annual Woodcarvers Show in January 
during Eagle Days. Sponsored by the Keokuk Area Convention & Tourism 
Bureau, this eagle weekend emphasizes the natural world through mall exhibits 
and outdoor raptor watching. Complementing the natural theme, fine wood art 
is exhibited in the lower level of the Baymont Inn & Suites across Main Street 
from the mall. Midwestern guest artists join local craftsmen, all specializing in 
beautiful wood artistry. Vendors selling tools and raw wood also attend. Hourly 
door prizes and an afternoon auction maintain visitors' interest. The 2016 
auction featured a cedar chest (shown below) handcrafted by Dave Deming, 
master woodcarver.

Continued from Page 1

Continued on Page 3

Note the intricate details hand carved by Dave 
Deming for this recently auctioned cedar chest.

mailto:artworks1221@gmail.com
mailto:bettsongrand@gmail.com
mailto:alka_61@hotmail.com
http://www.pilotgrovesavingsbank.com


The Tri-State Woodcarvers of Keokuk meet the first 
Monday monthly at the Keokuk Art Center in the public 
library's lower level. Interested woodcarvers, or those desiring 
to discover art in wood, are welcome to attend. For more 
information, call Don Skinner at 319-463-5669.

Skinner, whose interest in working with wood began at 
Keokuk Junior High, appreciates the learning environment of 
the woodcarvers group. The more experienced wood artists 
are always willing to teach the newcomers. He laughs and 
observes, "You know, one of my carving mentors told me that 
wood carving is just one mistake away from firewood."
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Continued from Page 2

Dan Davis, Keokuk, carved the sleeping pooch (below).  
The lifelike wood sculpture was modeled for his adult 
son whose beloved dog had died.  

Heidi Kohlmorgan, Keokuk, enjoyed elaborately 
carving pumpkins about five years ago.  In 2012 
she became interested in carving wood, so Heidi 
began learning from the experienced Tri-State 
Woodcarvers.  Although a new member, at the 
2016 woodcarvers' show and competition during 
Eagle Days, she was awarded second place for her 
cottonwood bark carving shown here.  Heidi reveals, 
"Each piece of wood tells me its own story."

http://www.FCB-Keokuk.com
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After receiving a generous gift from a local donor, the Keokuk Art Center recently 
purchased a major acquisition for its Permanent Collection.   The large portrait of Willie 

Moore was produced by former Keokuk resident, Aaron Hequembourg, who now works as a 
full-time artist in Monticello, Georgia.  Over the past few years, Mr. Hequembourg has received 
national acclaim for his impressive work including the “Best of Show” award at the 2014 
Country Club Plaza Art Fair in Kansas City, Missouri.

Aaron’s talents were recognized early in his career when the Keokuk Art Center awarded 
him a scholarship to the University of Iowa’s Summer Art Program after his junior year at the 
Keokuk Senior High School.  Realizing his outstanding abilities in drawing and printmaking, a 
year later the University awarded him with a full, four year scholarship to study art.  With an 
emphasis on engraving and printmaking, Aaron developed a unique style of work which he 
labeled “engraved paintings.”

In 1997, Aaron and his wife Hope were married on her family’s Georgia plantation which 
dates back to 1815.  The property, with its original sharecroppers’ cabins, inspired Aaron to 
produce a series of emotional paintings illustrating the history of the area.  Nearly twenty years 
later, his finished pieces continue to incorporate the siding, the books, and the hymnals that 
were found in those cabins.

The piece purchased by the Art Center depicts Willie Moore, who remembers picking cotton 
as a young child.  The punishment was harsh if the ten year old did not meet his one hundred 
pounds a day quota, and Willie rarely made it past eighty-five.  Mr. Hequembourg shares a 
portion of his sales with his local models. 

The large painting of Mr. Moore now hangs in the lobby of the Keokuk Art Center at 210 
North 5th Street. 

New Acquisition for the Keokuk Art Center
 by Tom Seabold  – Keokuk Art Center Executive Director

Aaron Hequembourg, the artist, pictured between two of his pieces depicting Willie 
Moore and featuring bits and pieces from old sharecropper's cabins. 4
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A Mississippi River Steamboat Model Comes to Keokuk
 by Ed Kiedaisch & Tom Gardner

In early August of last year Keokuk's newest museum, the America's First Great Dam 
Museum, received a gift that must surely rank among its finest exhibits, a model of 

a Mississippi River steamboat named the Michael Edward.  This is not the sort of model 
you might miss if you're not looking for it.  It is thirteen feet, nine inches, in length by 
forty-one inches wide and weighs over a ton.  Its sixty inch height gives everyone from 
the tallest adult to the smallest child a personal, close-up glimpse into a vanished world.  
And yet, while its size might bring you over for a closer look, it is its meticulous detail, 
consummate craftsmanship and the beauty of its design and proportions that will keep 
you walking around it and studying it for some time.

The Michael Edward was built from scratch by master model 
maker Richard Kochinskas in the mid-to-late 1990s in Dudley, 
Massachusetts.  After a lifetime of constructing models of bulldozers, 
excavators, ships and airplanes of a more conventional size, but 
always from scratch and with the most exacting fidelity to detail, Mr. 
Kochinskas decided to try something more ambitious in size:  a fully 
rigged clipper ship, at least eight feet long, that now is on display in 
a Massachusetts museum.  And then, about 1995 or 1996, he began 
work on what was to be his magnum opus, the Michael Edward.

This project, as with the clipper ship project, began on his kitchen 
table, but soon became so large that Mrs. Kochinskas insisted that it 
be completed elsewhere, before it would no longer fit out the kitchen 
door.  Its new location was an unheated workshop garage, a place 
where cold weather would have halted work for several months at a 
time and may even have resulted in damage to the work in progress, 
so Mr. Kochinskas was grateful for the opportunity to finish the 
Michael Edward in the heated warehouse of a friend who stored his 
classic car collection in it.  This man's son passed away at an early age, 
and so the model steamboat was named for him, the Michael Edward.

There are many instances of the pains Mr. Kochinskas took to 
achieve authenticity in the Michael Edward.  The decking for this 
steamboat is made of miniature planks, each one hand-crafted.  
The antlers on its pilothouse, the traditional trophy for victory in a 
steamboat race, are authentic, actual 
antlers that Mr. Kochinskas spent 
some time searching for, because 
they had to be the correct, diminutive 
size.  For this model, he even made 
authentic round-bottomed fire 
buckets, meant to hold sand, not 
water, and round-bottomed so that 
they could not be misappropriated 
for some other use.

In fact, there are many details 
not visible to an observer, such as 
the authentic internal framing of 
the hull, where Mr. Kochinskas 
researched and implemented the 
most exacting construction details.  
Furthermore, the Michael Edward 
was actually built to float properly, 
and, at one time, he planned to make 
its paddle wheels work, powered by a 
windshield-wiper motor.

Continued on Page 6

The creation of the Michael Edward was a 
labor of love—from the structuring of its hull 
to the placement of antlers on its pilot house.

http://www.vigenmemorialhome.com


The journey of the Michael Edward from a kitchen in Dudley, Massachusetts, to 
a museum in Keokuk, Iowa, is as strange and exciting as the tale of any full-sized 
Mississippi steamboat.  It began over a dozen years ago when Richard Kochinskas passed 
away, and his widow knew the Michael Edward had to be sold and, in keeping with her 
late husband's wishes, very much wanted to see it end up in a place where it would be 
publicly displayed.  This turned out to be a small resort hotel in McGregor, Iowa.  There 
it was much appreciated by the hotel's guests and visitors even if its exposure to the 
general public was somewhat limited.

About a year ago, though, the hotel was sold, with the building itself to be demolished 
for new construction.  So what do you do with a model of a steamboat that's over thirteen 
feet long and weighs over a ton and that sits on the top floor of a building that's about to 
be demolished?  The hotel's owner pretty quickly came to the conclusion that the model's 
best fate would be for it to be given to a 501(c)(3) not-for-profit organization that would 
allow the owner a tax write-off and would give the Michael Edward a new home where it 
would be on public display.

Keokuk's First Great Dam Museum was not the first such organization the owner 
contacted, but it was the first to offer an enthusiastic affirmative response.  By this time 
demolition of the resort hotel had begun, so it was essential to take possession of the 
model right away.  Phil Tracy of the museum's board contacted Larry Sibbing, who had a 
truck and trailer of a suitable size.  They both drove up to McGregor, arriving just as the 
demolition crane was about to remove the hotel's roof.  Just beneath it, up on the third 
floor, rested the Michael Edward.

It was so well built that the Michael Edward could be lifted intact by the 
demolition crane down onto the trailer that Phil and Larry had driven up.  They 
turned around the same day and drove the Michael Edward back to Keokuk.  
The building that had housed it came down as they were driving home.  In 
Keokuk, its temporary home is the River City Mall.  However, even before this 
acquisition, America's First Great Dam Museum had already begun searching 
for a permanent home, one that would permit the proper display of this model 
as well as its many exhibits that tell the story of the Keokuk Dam.  Within 
the month, its directors plan to move the museum into the Johnson Schmidt 
Building at 428 Main Street.  There you will be able to see the Michael Edward 
prominently displayed as it should be.
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Though of substantial size overall, the steamboat's detailing is something that can 
only be fully appreciated when seen up close.



Nineteen thousand, five hundred and eight-five is approximately how many 
basswood tiles were colored, cut and individually placed on top of the Keokuk 

Union Depot model.  Or at least it’s a very good, educated guess as my husband, Matt 
Martin, and I lost track after the first five thousand! 

We were commissioned by Neal Vogel of Restoric to construct a model that would be 
placed on display to help kickstart the roof fundraising campaign.  We were very excited 
and honored to be a part of this project. 

Our first steps included converting our 3D virtual model into 2D line work so that we 
could use a laser cutter to cut a majority of the pieces of the model.  The decision to use 
a laser cutter was to ensure accuracy and allow us more depth and detail such as adding 
brick and stone patterns to the model pieces. Ninety percent of the model was laser cut 

and, as you could guess, the remaining 10% were the 
roof tiles which, ironically, took 90% of the time! 

After we received the laser cut pieces, it was 
time to color.  We used several stain pens and 
combinations thereof, to get the correct colors that 
would best reflect the natural tones of the depot once 
it was restored. 

When every piece was finally colored, it was 
time to start gluing.  Every window and door was 
comprised of three layers that added depth and 
shadows.  Once the windows and doors were glued 
together, they were inserted in between the exterior 
face and interior face of the model’s walls.  (Note:  
The walls are hollow to keep the weight of the model 
down.)

After the walls were glued together, it was time 
to work on the never-ending roof.  We knew that this 
was going to be the most time-consuming portion 

of the model but we also knew that 
it was the most important.  Besides 
preserving the aesthetics of the 
proposed roof, we wanted to create 
an option for the roof pieces to be 
removed to show not only the interior 
of the model but also show the 
existing roof.

Gluing together the roof pieces 
went surprisingly well.  However, 
the next step in constructing the roof 
definitely tested our marriage!  At 
first, we were only going to install 
1/8” strips of scored (lightly cut lines) 
basswood that would allow for quick 
installation as the long strips could 
be layered on top of each other.  After 
scoring the first 30 or so strips and 
layering them, we found that it did 
not give a good representation 

The Keokuk Union Depot Model –
 Behind the Scenes
 by Christen Sundquist Martin

7Continued on Page 8

Aside from the roof tiles, the model's pieces were laser cut 
then hand colored.

http://www.riverhillsvillage.com


of the clay tiles.  To compare, we created a mock-up of the 
lightly scored strips as well as a mock-up of the individual 
cut tiles and found that the cut tiles created a more accurate 
representation of the restored roof.  So, an executive decision 
(by yours truly) was made to begin cutting the 19,585 
pieces that would (days—weeks?—later) make up the roof 
of the model.  The final pieces of the model included the 
finials.  We used copper sheets that were cut, bent and glued 
together and topped with copper beads. 

Between the two of us, we spent over 200 hours on the 
model, consumed a truckload of caffeine, emptied an entire 
box of Band-Aids and ate several meals consisting of hastily 
prepared lo-mein.  And we wouldn’t have had it any other 
way!  This model was certainly a labor of love, and to be able 
to be a part of this campaign 
(admittedly, a small part) is 
beyond compare, an effort easily 
worth it when, in the end, we 
get to see the Keokuk Union 
Depot’s roof restored!

Continued from Page 7

Nearly 20,000 tiny "tiles" were cut then glued to the 
roof of the model.  

Through the first few weeks of 2016, the Keokuk Union Depot Foundation has received approximately $505,000 
from over 200 donors toward the $667,000 match required to earn the Jeffris grant of $333,000.  Contributions to the 
roof restoration project may be made to the Keokuk Union Depot Foundation,  P.O. Box 463, Keokuk, IA 52632.

For further information, visit the Depot’s web sites:  www.keokukuniondepot.org and www.depot125.org.

This project is supported in part by the State Historical Society of Iowa, Historical Resource Development Program.
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The finished product is 
currently traveling around 
Keokuk to various locations 
in order to raise community 
awareness of the ongoing 
roof restoration project.

http://www.keokukuniondepot.org
http://www.depot125.org
http://www.ksbbank.com
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Purple Harmony (PH) and Vibrations have already performed three times this season, a season 

that's just beginning. Their first performance was at the 4th Annual Singin’ for My Supper 
Soup Cook-off, a highly successful fundraiser, held this year at Keokuk High School's Wright 
Fieldhouse in order to accommodate the huge crowd. Then, for the first time, KHS gave a preview 
which packed the Grand Theater on January 10th.  A week later, another first:  Purple Harmony and 
Vibrations performed at the Heart of America Invitational in Kansas City.  Keokuk's invitational, 
the Power City Classic, is scheduled for February 13th at the Wright Fieldhouse.

At the Heart of America competition, Purple Harmony competed in the Champion Division 
and Vibrations performed in the noncompetitive Open Division.  Both choirs had super shows!  
It was a tremendous experience for both the performers and their audience. Purple Harmony 
placed as 2nd runner-up and received recognition for Best Costumes, Best Show Design and Best 
Male Vocalist, Dalton Oliveski.  Congratulations to all, especially to Mr. McGraw who dares to 
dream big and who inspires all his students with his dreams!

Keokuk’s show and concert choirs have grown in many ways in recent years.  The program—
performers, band members, and crew—involves over 150 students, and their commitment, 
dedication, and talent have soared.  A KHS 2014 graduate, Gage Fenton, says it best:  “I come back 
to assist with the Power City Classic every year due to the memories and relationships that I made 
during this wondrous event. The amount of support, hard work, and time that it takes to make 
this event happen is unbelievable, but being a part of the final result is well worth it. I wouldn’t 
miss it for anything!” Gage goes on to describe the valuable elements that make up the program:  
the relationships, inclusion, acceptance, and family (PHamily). These are the things that have led 
Gage to choose a college major in music so he can become a show choir director.  He says that the 
relationships and memories are unlike those he's had with any other group he's ever belonged to.

Let me leave you with this thought from another KHS Purple Harmony alum from 2014:
Show Choir is a world of its own.  It’s a world full of connections, lessons, and moments 
that will take a lifetime to forget.  Especially when it comes to the success the program 
has experienced, I’ve learned that making visions happen with people you care about 
is far more miraculous than any material reward.  Being a part of something that 
revelational was truly a blessing and has now become an inspiration for my future 
endeavors.    —Kayla Schmitt

Come, be a part of this wonderful thing that’s happening in our town.  Enjoy!  See you at the 
Power City Classic on February 13th!

Show Choir - an incomparable Keokuk experience!
 by Dawn Schmitt

Keokuk High School's varsity show choir, Purple Harmony, 
won Best Costume and Best Show Design Awards when they 
recently competed in Kansas City.  Their season is now well 
underway.  They'll be performing locally February 13th at 
their own invitational and again, March 8th, during
the Pops Concert to be held at the Grand Theatre.
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It’s that time of year again: Great River Area Youth Mentoring is gearing up for 
Chopped! This annual competition is the kick-off event for the organization’s biggest 

fundraiser of the year—Winter Wonderland Bowling FUNdraiser, scheduled for Friday, 
April 29, 2016, at Arrowhead Bowl.

Hold up! Does this all sound vaguely familiar? It should! This is the fourth year for 
Chopped!, arguably the most fun five teams of chefs can have in one evening; but it's the 
first official fundraiser for Great River Area Youth Mentoring—formerly known as Big 
Brothers Big Sisters of the Great River Area.

The Board of Directors and I made a “Big” decision. After almost two years of discussion, 
we decided to disaffiliate from Big Brothers Big Sisters of America (BBBS), and continue our 
mission as our own mentoring organization. The ONLY changes you will see are... 

1) 100% of all donations will now stay local, serving children in our community (BBBS 
required us to pay an annual Affiliation Fee, as well as a fee for access to their 
Automated Information Management computer program) AND 

2) we'll have more freedom to explore mentoring opportunities including, but not 
limited to, one-to-one mentoring (BBBS supports only one-to-one mentoring). We 
currently have a fantastic Middle-School Group Mentoring program in effect in 
both Keokuk and Fort Madison Middle Schools and are also looking forward to 
exploring STEM-focused Mentoring (Science, Technology, Engineering, and Math). 

We plan to maintain our status as a member of the Iowa Mentoring Partnership. This 
relationship assures that we will continue to receive professional oversight and technical 
assistance, administrative and staff training, professional development 
opportunities, and adherence to the Elements of Effective Practices for 
Mentoring. These decisions were made to do what is best for our small 
community, and our group of kids.

We are very excited to move forward with our new name, and 
continue the great work we’ve always done, beginning with our 
Bowling FUNdraiser Kick-Off Event, Chopped! 

Five teams will compete for the Chopped! Championship. Who will 
be the winner, and who will be Chopped? Can you make the cut?

Chefs will prepare three courses for the judges—an appetizer, an entrée 
and a dessert—from items found in their mystery basket of ingredients. 
Chefs will not know what the ingredients are until the baskets are 
revealed. They then have 20 minutes to prepare their dishes.

No teams will be eliminated during the competition. Dishes will be 
judged on presentation, creativity and taste and given points for each. 
The team of chefs with the most points after the dessert round is our 
new Chopped! Champion Team!

Join us Saturday, February 27th, 2016, at Meyer’s Courtyard, 629 
Blondeau Street, Keokuk.  The event begins at 6 PM.  Basic tickets are on 
sale for $25, include a place in the audience as well as dinner, and may 
be purchased at:

 The Great River Area Youth Mentoring office—629 Blondeau Street, Ste 201
 Krichel Animal Hospital—1912 Main Street, Keokuk
 Fort Madison Chamber of Commerce—614 9th Street, Fort Madison
Just twelve VIP Tickets are available for $50 each and allow one to taste the chefs' dishes, 

enjoy complimentary bottles of wine, and receive all-around VIP treatment! After the final 
judging, the VIP table will choose their own winning team. That team will win the VIP 
Recognition Award. If the VIP table chooses the same winning team as the judges, the VIP’s 
will win a prize!  (VIP tickets are only available from Great River Area Youth Mentoring 
office. Call for availability.)

A silent auction will be held during the evening. Winter Wonderland Bowling 
FUNdraiser Team Captain packets will be available at the kick-off. 

If you’re interested in entering a team of 1-4 Chefs to compete in our 4th Annual 
Chopped! Competition, please contact us at 319-526-3944 or lshaffersmith@gmail.com.

Chopped!  Competition – Saturday, February 27th 
 By Lee Ann Shaffer-Smith
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Once the evening's ingredients have been 
disclosed, the chefs get creative.

mailto:lshaffersmith@gmail.com
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A traveling exhibit that examines Iowa history will be making a stop at the Keokuk 
Public Library April 14th.  This museum in a bus, or "BUS-eum" as it has come to 

be known, was designed by the TRACES Center for History and Culture — non-profit 
educational organization whose mission statement asserts that humans create and shape 

ways of living.  In the process, we leave behind 
traces. In short: Humans make history.  By 
studying the traces, we tap the past for clues 
about what to avoid repeating in the future, as 
well as what worked in the past that might serve 
us now as we seek a better way forward towards 
a more peaceable world. 

TRACES initially devoted its attention to 
the stories of people from the Midwest and 
Germany or Austria who encountered each other 
during World War II. The first  BUS-eum hit the 
road in 2004 and early exhibits told the stories 
of POW's from both the American and German 
sides, and of the German-American Civilian 
Internment that took place in the Midwest.  

Over the years, the focus has expanded. 
The exhibit now on tour takes a look at  Iowa 
history from 1830 to 1930 and is titled "At Home 
in the Heartland: How Iowans Got to be 'Us'." 
For this project, TRACES teamed up with the 
Iowa Genealogical Society and aimed to answer: 

"What have been our strengths and weaknesses 
over time as communities?" and "What resources 
do we present at present?"  The bus contains four 
cases of historical artifacts and an auditorium 
in the back where a handful of looped video 

documentaries feature little-known Iowa stories— stories that distinguish the Midwest 
from other U.S. regions. The exhibit and related programming respond to questions like:

Who bestowed the name “Iowa” to the region between two great rivers—and why?• 
What is the legacy of the ethnic groups who then settled the Hawkeye State?• 
Why did Iowa (15 years after statehood!) send the most soldiers to the Civil War, per • 
capita?
Why did minorities usually fare better in Iowa than in some neighboring states? Why • 
did the Underground Railroad operate in a state that had no slaves? What motivated 
that effort?
Why did the Ku Klux Klan flourish here in the 1920s, despite generally tolerant • 
conditions?
How did “Penny Auctions” help save thousands of farmers during the Great • 
Depression?
How did Iowa Quaker farmers and college kids bring 185 refugees from Nazi-• 
occupied Europe to the American Heartland, and how did they offer them a new life 
in the US? Why does it matter?
What motivated Iowans to treat the 20,000 German POWs here in WWII so well • 
during WWII?

The mobile exhibit will eventually visit all of Iowa’s 99 counties but Thursday, April 
14th will be your only chance to catch it in Keokuk.  The BUS-eum will be open to the 
public from 5 PM until 8 PM.  In conjuction with the exhibit, "Grindin' Ol' Bones," a 
program about family and social history, will presented in the library's Round Room 
beginning at 6:00.  This unique opportunity is being co-sponsored by the Keokuk Public 
Library Foundation and the Keokuk Fine Arts Council.  To learn more, call the Keokuk 
Public Library at 524-1483 or visit www.roots.traces.org/at-home-in-the-heartland.

BUS-eum Stops in Keokuk April 14th

TRACES' BUS-eum will be parked outside the Keokuk Public 
Library and open to all visitors interested in learning more 
about Iowa through stories from its past.

http://www.rollinontheriverkeokuk.com
mailto:rollinontheriver11@gmail.com
http://www.mainstreetkeokuk.com
mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
http://www.roots.traces.org/at-home-in-the-heartland
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On Main Street between 4th and 5th, with the Telephone Booth on one side and the 
Warsaw Candle Factory on the other, sits one of the sweetest little properties on Main.  

Once a dress shop, a candy store 
and a bookstore, it now is the 
new home of Mississippi Valley 
Photography.  Enter the wrought 
iron gates into an ivy garden 
where the front door proclaims 
the artistic business of two 
natives of Keokuk.  Joe Morgan 
(see the Summer 2013 issue of 
the Confluence, where Joe was 
the featured artist) and Jay Scott 
have joined forces to provide 
quality photographic work to 
“our fair city.”  Inside, you will 
find a vast array of up-to-the-
minute equipment that will fill 
any photographic need you may 
have.  They have a variety of 
back drops and props.  There's 
even an array of hats and scarves 
and some costumes that may 
strike your fancy.

Mississippi Valley Photography
     by Dianne Stanley

Jay Scott and Jim Morgan in their studio.

Photo by Barb Tuttle

Photo by Jason Parrott, Tri-States Public Radio

Photo by Jason Parrott, Tri-States Public Radio

Continued on Page 13
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Jay Scott got his first taste of photography in the Boy Scouts, learning from the gifted 
amateur Dick Stebbings.  His first camera was a 35mm fixed lens and first successful 
photo was of a boat shop fire at 14th and Main.  He took a photography course at 
Keokuk High School and spent his summers with The Colts, a drum and bugle band 
in Dubuque.  He also took a correspondence course from Seattle Filmworks. In 1989 he 
joined the United States Air Force and was stationed in Grand Forks, North Dakota, 
where he met his wife Sarah.  They now have four children.  With his mother, Jackie 
Scott, and with Sarah, Jay operates the Inertia Center, a daycare and after school care 
facility at 1128 Fulton Street.  It is loosely modeled after the Boys and Girls Clubs of 
America, emphasizing free spirits with structure.  It fills the gap left by Kid Zone.

Joe and Jay offer photography classes almost 
every Saturday morning at ten o'clock.  The group is 
called Tri-State Photographers. These classes are free 
of charge.  Having trouble with your camera?  Give 
them a call and they will be happy to help you out.  
Photography is their passion and they wish to share 
it with everyone who is interested in learning more 
about it.  

I stopped by the studio the other day for an update 
on my portrait.  (I didn’t think my graduation picture 
would work for my far-in-the-future obit.)  It was a 
fun and relaxed experience with hats and feathers 
and friends.  

Mississippi Valley Photography offers a complete 
line of services:  weddings, portraits, sports, 
community functions, etc.  Their goal is to provide 
the finest photos available anywhere.  Joe or Jay can 
be reached at 319-795-3410 or 319-795-0032.

Continued from Page 12

Whether adding drama to a group photo, or revealing the majesty or solitude of 
a scene from nature, or even sharing an insight of character, Mississippi Valley 
Photography offers a broad range of photographic possibilities.

http://www.lakecooperfoundation.com
http://www.facebook.com/lakecooperfoundation
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KPlay: An All-Inclusive Playground Takes Shape in Keokuk
 by Tyler Mills

KPlay is a project that is dedicated to the concept 
of equal opportunity for children at play.  Even 

children with a broad range of disabilities who want 
to play on the swings at Tolmie Park can now do so.  
Furthermore, it has become a place where children 
who are not disabled can learn more about playing 
with—and helping—their friends.  The benefits are 
both immediate and long lasting for all children 
and for adults too.  This project is, in other words, a 
significant step toward a more inclusive, better society, 
and especially for children, the KPlay project can even 
be seen as a tool to encourage greater creativity.

Bentley McGhghy, who was born with cerebral 
palsy, has been the inspiration for this project.  That 
part of Tolmie Park where the new swing set is located 
is now known as “Bentley’s Playground.”  It is the 
Keokuk Odd Fellows who spearheaded the fundraising efforts to 
make sure more of our community’s parks have quality, adaptive 
playground equipment.  We should never forget Bentley nor the 
Odd Fellows for what they brought about for the improvement of 
Keokuk’s quality of life.

Phase 1 of the KPlay Project has been completed, and the group 
is now looking at how to bring about Phase 2.  With the support of 
community fundraisers such as pancake breakfasts, the fundraising 
process can go smoothly.  It will certainly take some time to get 
past Phase 2 of the process, given that Phase 2 will cost $250,000.  
The Phase 2 expansion of Bentley’s Playground is planned for the 
Fall of 2016. The $250,000 expansion will include up to 6,000 square 
feet of accessible, adaptive equipment and safety surfaces, with 
multiple play items to accommodate children with a wide variety 
of abilities across ages 2 through 12.

The musical play station that is a part of Phase 1 has been a 
big hit.  Parents have been raving about how helpful the safety 
equipment is.  You have to be able to check it for yourself, and the 

Construction of Phase 1 began 
last spring and included the 
installation of safety surfacing, a 
swing set with adaptive seats and 
a musical play station that's fun 
for everyone. The Grand Opening 
took place June 27, 2015.

Continued on Page 15
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group is always looking for constructive feedback that will let them know how Bentley’s 
Playground can be improved.  

It took a great amount of effort and dedication from people like Joe Lisieski, Michael 
Greenslaugh and Tyler McGhghy to find the right set of contractors that can do the kind 
of work to make sure that the equipment is adaptable and helpful.  Another facet of the 
project that should be considered is how it is educating the public about the need for more 
adaptive technology, not just in parks but in everyday life.

Selecting Tolmie Park has proven to be a wise decision because of the space that is 
available for development.  The parents and guardians of children who have trouble 

using the bathroom by themselves are already 
reporting that the facilities in Tolmie Park are 
excellent, with lots of room for wheelchair 
maneuverability.

Many families struggle to find a place 
where their disabled child can have a great, 
exhilarating day at the park.  Right now, the 
next closest park in Iowa with completely 
adaptable equipment is in Davenport. 

 Remember, the next time you purchase a 
hot dog or tickets to a pool party fundraiser 
for KPlay, you aren’t just helping the disabled, 
you are giving Keokuk a chance to share its 
compassion with visitors, especially those who 
have children with disabilities that can make 
travel an extra challenge.  Yes, K-Play/Bentley’s 
Playground is something that shines a positive 
light on our community, no question about 
it.  We may even see more tourism dollars 
flowing into the city due to the hard work of 
all involved.  The project has already earned a 
well-deserved Community Pride Award.

KPlay meetings take place at the Odd 
Fellows Lounge at 1720 Blondeau.  Any input or 
ideas are welcome to improve the project.  A large 
number of local contractors have contributed their 

time and sweat to the project.  The contractors associated with this project should all be 
commended.  And, of course, the donation of $50,000 from the Odd Fellows Grand Lodge 
has made a significant difference in the group’s ability to move forward with Phase 2.

Go to www.KPlay.org to learn more.  If you'd like to support this effort, clicking on the 
website's "Donate" button will automatically take you to www.keokukfoundation.org/
kplay-fund/ where credit card and Paypal contributions are accepted.  If you want to do 
Christmas shopping and help out at the same time, you can go to www.AmazonSmile.com 
and select KPlay as your chosen charity. All the great things about Amazon—its selection, 
pricing, service, etc.—are still available, but you are also making a donation to KPlay 
Playgrounds for All with every purchase.

Our community’s work is certainly not done with the KPlay project; in fact, there are 
some ways that our work will never be done completely.  We must stay vigilant and make 
sure that everyone is respectful when using the equipment, doing everything we can to 
make sure it is not damaged.
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Everyone associated with the KPlay/Bentley's Playground project 
can take pride in the recognition it has already received.

http://www.KPlay.org
http://www.keokukfoundation.org/kplay-fund/
http://www.AmazonSmile.com
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Great cities have great sewer systems—or they don't remain great for long.  These 
are not the wise words of some civic sage or conquering hero, but a simple 

statement of fact, given all of the avoidable deaths that can be attributed to poor sewage 
management.  Of course, the definition of what 
constitutes a great—or even an acceptable—sewer 
system has changed over the years as our standards 
of health and cleanliness continue to evolve, along 
with the technology of sewer systems.  Right here in 
Keokuk we have a textbook example of what a great 
city must do and, with some difficulty, has done to 
construct and maintain a good sewer system.

The story of the sewer system of Keokuk is 
practically as old as the city itself.  While it was 
formally incorporated in 1847, the first European 
Americans to occupy what was to become the city of 
Keokuk arrived here in the late 1820s.  While some 
early settlers no doubt thought of this location as 
a good place to make a few dollars before moving 
on, others foresaw its potential as a permanent 
settlement, and one of the things that these settlers 
saw was that the city of their dreams could occupy 
the higher ground, hills and the top of a bluff that 
had been crisscrossed with creeks and drainage runs, 
a place that promised healthful home and business 
sites.  Good drinking water would be plentiful and, 
as for waste disposal, that's why 
you built outhouses.

In fact, there were then two 
acceptable methods for the disposal 
of wastes:  burial and dilution 
in some nearby body of water of 
sufficient size.  Furthermore, water 
was assumed to be good to drink 
if it was clear and running.  These 
beliefs continued to prevail until the 
1880s and among some people even 
much later.

And so the community that got 
to be named Keokuk in the early 
1830's as the result of the offer 
of a drink to those who would 
support this name choice, grew 
in population from 150 in 1841, to 
2,512 in 1850, and then to 8,136 in 
1860.  Meanwhile, it was removing 
excessive rainwater so that Keokuk 
streets would remain passable 
that caused the city to build a storm sewer system, starting in the 1850s. There might be 
the introduction of human and animal wastes into such a system, but this was still at a 
time when virtually no one had indoor plumbing.  In the late 1850s, the largest building 

A Short, Politely Worded History 
 of Keokuk's Sewer System
 by Tom Gardner

In the Keokuk sewer looking out of CSO #002 towards 
the Mississippi River.

Continued on Page 17
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yet to be constructed in Keokuk was the then not-quite-finished Estes House.  It had an 
interior courtyard in the middle of which sat a five-story outhouse that was connected at 
every floor to the hotel itself.  Guttering enabled the system be flushed into a sewer with 
every rainfall, and it was said that the best time to plan your stay at the Estes House was 
shortly after it rained.  However, this courtyard feature was also pointed to with pride, a 
significant part of what made this hotel one of the finest in the West.

The Civil War brought new challenges to Keokuk, as it served as a point of departure 
and return for many of Iowa's soldiers, as well as the location of five hospitals that cared 
for soldiers who were wounded or had fallen ill.  (The largest of these hospitals was the 
Estes House.)  By this time there was a sewer system in place that, for the most part, 
brought storm water to Soap Creek on Keokuk's south side.  Soap Creek was by then 
better known as Bloody Run, as there were slaughter houses next to it that dumped what 
they did not use into the creek. The main culverts comprising this earliest sewer system 
were of substantial size, as much as ten feet high and seven feet wide, constructed of local 
bricks and stone.

As Keokuk continued to grow after the war (by 1870 to 12,766), its sewer system began 
to show its age and to prove inadequate.  All sorts of trash, rubbish and waste products 
would get into the system with each heavy rainfall, and not all of it would get out the 

lower end.  This led to pileups and rotting or further decay—
and to the foul smells working their way up from nasty places 
that most folks would rather not think about.  Sewer odors were 
not just an aesthetic affront at this time, they were thought to 
be responsible for the spread of disease.  By the 1880s there was 
an understanding that the real culprits for the spread of disease 
were germs, not miasmal odors, and in Keokuk there was the 
determination to rebuild and modernize its sewer system.

Furthermore, in 1877 Keokuk built its first waterworks, 
which quickly led to indoor plumbing and fire hydrants.  
Indoor plumbing, which would lead to flush toilets, basement 
laundries and the desire to bathe more than once a week, 
caused home owners to hook their sewage discharge into the 
aging sewer system.  This was not always done by the best 
possible means.  There are stories of homes hooked into the 
sewer system by buried, covered wooden troughs or even by 
old lengths of garden hose. 

There were at this time two competing theories about how 
sewer systems should work, each with its well-known expert.  

Colonel George E. Waring, Jr., was closely 
associated with the concept of having a sanitary 
sewer system separate from the storm sewer 
system.  His great achievement was in designing 
the sewer system at Memphis, Tennessee, 
bringing about a great reduction in the city's 
deaths from yellow fever.  Ellis Sylvester 
Chesbrough was the best known expert who 
favored a combined sewer system.  He is best 
known for designing Chicago's sewer system, 
the first comprehensive sewer system for a major 
American city.

Unfortunately, a feature in common for the 
work of both men was the belief that dilution was 
all that was necessary once a city's sewage had 
been brought to a nearby body of water.  In the 
1880s, this belief was nearly universal, despite 
the fact that most educated people knew that 
germs, not miasma, were responsible for the 
transmission of disease.  

Continued on Page 18

Continued from Page 16

The pictures above show sewer floor made of timbers terraced 
down the bluff from 3rd and Des Moines to the Mississippi 
River.  Some of the timber has washed away over the years.

http://www.eventbrite.com
http://www.keokuk.lib.ia.us


In 1888, on the basis of a resolution passed by Keokuk's city council, Mayor John N. 
Irwin appointed a committee of five leading citizens to investigate and formulate a plan 
for Keokuk to improve its sewer system.  These five citizens were “Major” Montgomery 
Meigs, a civil engineer; Dr. George F. Jenkins, president of the College of Physicians and 
Surgeons; Theodore F. Baldwin, a local lumber merchant and capitalist; Alderman A.H. 
Evans, also in the lumber business; and Alderman John Kerr.  Meigs was the essential 
expert and problem solver that made the work of this committee successful.  The city 
hired Col. Waring to design the system, but Meigs refined and added to Waring's design 
several features that were decided enhancements.

Though Waring was known for favoring a 
separate sanitary sewer system, he typically did 
this for reasons of economy.  Sanitary sewers 
do not need to have nearly the same amount of 
carrying capacity as storm sewers, he reasoned, 
and much of a city's drainage system can be kept 
above ground at a greatly reduced cost.  Essential 
to the efficient operation of a sewer system for 
waste water was being able to flush the system 
regularly through strategically placed holding 
tanks that discharged water into the system at 
regular intervals.  These tanks were of Waring's 
own design.  

Keokuk had already arranged for the water 
that flushed its sewer system when it had three 
artesian wells drilled in 1885, one at the pond 
in Rand Park (then just a couple of years old), 
another at the head of Twelfth Street, and the 
third where Plank Road crosses Concert Street.  
Waring's plan for Keokuk would incorporate 
these sources of water, as well as the existing storm sewer system which had become, 
by default, a combined system.  However, the newer sections of town would only be 
provided with Waring's much smaller (6” to 10”) sanitary sewer pipes which would 
discharge into the renovated older sewer system and would use Waring's automated 
flushing tanks.  Apparently, storm water would be kept on the surface in these newer, 
outlying areas.  Meanwhile, the existing storm sewers were rebuilt or repaired as 
necessary, and a new floor installed with a smooth-sided trough, called an invert, set into 
it.  The purpose of these inverts was to move along waste water, properly flushed, more 
rapidly through the system until it emptied its contents into an open sewer at Third and 
Timea.  This open sewer ran for several blocks until it emptied into Bloody Run, which 
took all of the city's waste water to the Mississippi River.    

Waring's plan called for the open sewer running from Third and Timea down as far 
as Palean to be made into an underground sewer.  At Palean a tunnel would run through 
the bluff and under the railroad tracks to a discharge point somewhat upriver from 
Bloody Run.  The expense of this part of the project delayed its approval until a torrential 
downpour convinced a lot of people that improvements to Keokuk's sewer system had to 
be made.  Then, the following November Dr. J.M. Shaffer, physician to the City Board of 
Health, reported that one-eighth of the deaths in Keokuk that year were due to preventable 
diseases that are associated with “all the filth and nastiness that gather in a great city.”  Still, 
it took until 1896 to complete the tunneling part of this recommendation, and then it ran 
from Des Moines Street down to the Mississippi River, rather than from Palean Street.

While Bloody Run no longer received nearly all of the sewage for the city of Keokuk, 
it still remained an open sewer for the neighborhoods surrounding it until finally, in 
1934, an underground sewer was built in the old creek bed through the efforts of the 
employees of the Civil Works Administration, a short-lived New Deal agency created to 
reduce unemployment during the Great Depression.  This significant accomplishment, 
however, left a fair number of residences in West Keokuk not connected to Keokuk's 
sewer system, a deficiency not corrected until after World War II. 

18Continued on Page 19
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From left: Chuck Pietscher, Waste Water Superintendent;  
Carl Lawson, Sewer Maintenance Manager; and Ron 
Thompson, Sewer Maintenance Working Foreman (deceased) 
conduct an inspection.



If finally getting all of its sewers underground was one of Keokuk's biggest sewer 
system accomplishments during the twentieth century, then another was surely the 
completion of Keokuk's Water Pollution Control Plant, which took place in 1966.  It 
functions in a fairly conventional manner.  All of Keokuk's raw sewage goes into it, arriving 
first at the First Stage Anaerobic Digester, where it is broken down by bacteria in an 
oxygen-free environment.  At the Second Stage Anaerobic Digester further breaking down 
by bacteria takes place, with the output separated so that solid wastes go to Aerated Grit 
Basins, while the rest goes on to the Primary Clarifier.

The biosolids from the Aerated Grit Basins can next go to the landfill or can even be 
used as fertilizer.  Meanwhile, the Primary Clarifier has achieved yet more separation, 
with its solids sent on to Sludge Thickening Tanks, the output of which also can go to the 
landfill or be used as fertilizer.  The remaining liquid passes through the Chlorination 
Facility and a Secondary Clarifier and the facility's Oxidation Basins.  Only then, as clean 
water, is it pumped into the Mississippi River.

The greatest tragedy associated with Keokuk's sewer system took place July 7, 1969.  
Four children, Randall Pagitt, age 9; Steven Pagitt, age 8; Steven Wardlow, age 8; and 
Sheri Lynn Wardlow, age 6, were playing in the creek—or drainage ditch—in Rand Park.  
All four children were swept into a storm sewer opening near the edge of the park and 
drowned.  Their bodies were recovered from the Mississippi River near the system's outfall.  
Subsequently, a grate was installed over this opening, and to this day children in Keokuk 
are warned not to play even in shallow running water with a rainstorm coming on.

Now, in the early years of the twenty-first century, one of Keokuk's greatest challenges 
has, once again, to do with an expensive upgrade to its sewer system.  It is called the 
Sewer Separation Project, and everyone who lives in Keokuk has seen various elements 
of this project being undertaken and has read about its great cost to the city.  Four years 
ago, the City of Keokuk reached an agreement with the Environmental Protection Agency 
that gave Keokuk twenty years to complete the project at an estimated cost of between 
$60 million and $100 million.  It is the twenty year interval that keeps the cost estimate 

from being more precise, nor is it certain just exactly how much of 
the total cost Keokuk residents will be paying through taxes and fees.  
What no one can deny is the fact that this project will be really, really 
expensive.

However, no one can also deny that separating Keokuk's sanitary 
sewer system from its storm sewer system is extraordinarily important, 
especially to the environment and to our neighbors that are downriver 
from us.  During dry weather, or when Keokuk's rainfall is neither too 
heavy nor lasts too long, our sewage treatment plant can handle the 
combination of storm water and waste water, but sustained, heavy 
rainstorms can overwhelm the system, causing untreated sewage to 
reach the river.  Dilution is no longer an acceptable solution.  It is going 
to take us some time and some financial sacrifice to complete the several 
phases of the sewer separation project, but great cities have great sewer 
systems, and by golly we are, and will continue to be, a great city.  We 
just hope that problems that are nearly universal among older American 
cities will be perceived by our government at all levels as requiring 
shared sacrifice.

Author's Note:  I am grateful to Mark Bousselot for the assistance he 
has provided in researching this article, especially in making available to me 
Historic Context for the Keokuk Sewer System, a report to the City of Keokuk 
that was provided by Tallgrass Historians, L.C., and written by Leah D. Rogers 
and Jennifer A Price.
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Keokuk Hockey
 by Shane Etter

Keokuk 
is 

known for its 
affiliations with 

baseball, Golden 
Glove boxing and, 

at one time, for being 
the Racing Capitol of 

the World.  But few if any 
of today’s Keokuk sports fans 

would know that once upon a 
time Keokuk was also a hotbed 

of enthusiasm for ice hockey, 
that Keokuk enjoyed its own little 
“ice age” during the 1960s when 

“Canada came to Keokuk,” so to 
speak.

Keokuk’s municipal ice 
skating rink had been completed 

in December of 1958.  The Chicago 
Vikings, the 1956-57 and 1957-58 
regular season Illinois ice hockey 
league champions, played their 
league rivals, the Chicago Falcons, 
in an exhibition game to mark the 
dedication of this skating rink.

Then, from 1961 through 
1963, Keokuk was home to a 
hockey team consisting entirely of 
Canadians who were students at 
the Palmer College of Chiropractic 
in Davenport, Iowa.  This team, the 
Keokuk Jays, were also sponsored 
by the Keokuk Junior Chamber of 
Commerce and played in the tri-
state hockey league. 
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The ad above, featured in the December 18, 1958 
edition of the Daily Gate City, invited all residents 
to come and skate... "for good fun and good health."    Continued on Page 21



In 1961, the Keokuk Jays' leading 
player was Gerald Legault, the top 
point scorer and most valuable 
player in the Illinois League.  He was 
later invited to join a Des Moines 
international team.  The Jays also had 
the top scoring line, the best defensive 
player (Andre Lacroix) and second top 
goal tender in the league.

Keokuk’s junior hockey squads got 
started sometime during the winter 
of 1962-63.  Keokuk’s youth hockey 
teams were coached by Will Davis, Ed 
Thorson,  Horace Bradley and Leon 
Coquillette.  In youth hockey, Keokuk 
played teams from Champaign, Peoria, 
Springfield and Pekin, all in Illinois, as 
well as a Waterloo, Iowa, team and a 
couple of teams from Detroit, Michigan.

Keokuk’s youth hockey teams 
were sponsored by the Keokuk Rotary Club.  It 
sponsored three teams:  the Pee Wee, for kids up to 
12 years of age; Bantam, for those 12 to 14 years of 
age, and Juvenile, for players 14 to 18 years of age.

Over time more and more games were being 
played on the road.  Keokuk’s municipal skating 
rink had started to deteriorate as a result of harsh 
weather.  The sunny days would take their toll and 
the ice would simply become slush.  Because the 
rink wasn't covered, the ice was always vulnerable 
to the winter sun.  Dave Peel, a former player, 
recalled, “On sunny days, the rink surface would 
get narrower and narrower as the sun reflected off 
the white boards on the north side and melted the 
ice in that area.”

Dave also recollected that “Practices and games 
got squeezed a bit, side by side by the cones and 
sawhorses that kept sparks from flying when 
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The skating rink was located on Plank Road next to the municipal pool.

A partial team photo of Keokuk's 1964 
Junior Hockey squad  - front from left:
Jim Francies, Ron Radel, Ron Latta, 
Jim Davis and John Shuck and back 
from left, Bob McDowell, ???, Dick 
Turtle, Allen Jones, Dick Mason, 
Dave Peel and Dick Mason.

  Continued on Page 22
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chasing the puck along the 
boards.”  He remembered waking 
up one Saturday morning where 
sun and warmer temperatures had 
forced a cancellation of that day's 
practice, and it took an entire week 
before the team could get back on 
to the ice.

Several former Keokuk youth 
hockey players mentioned that 
games and opponents were hard 
to come by in Southeast Iowa 
during those early days.  Many of 
the players unofficially declared 
themselves “Little Six Conference 
Ice Hockey Champions,” which 
was an easy title to claim since no 
other school in the conference had 
a team.

From the late 1960’s until the 
winter of 1970-71, local interest   
in hockey was insufficient to put 
a team on the ice.  The 1970-71 
team was one last attempt to try 
and revive the youth ice hockey 
program.  It was comprised of 

older players who called themselves the Keokuk Indians.  Unfortunately, this team 
only lasted that one year.

Apparently, the downfall of Keokuk's municipal ice skating rink was the 
unreliability of its ice.  Everything seemed to be working against it, mostly the lack of 
a cover over the rink exposing it to the outside elements and the city having to pay 
for water recovery since the ice rink used a compressor but had no cooling tower.  
So after the winter of 1970-71, the city sold the compressor to Sheller-Globe, and 
ice hockey was no more.  But the community did continue the use of the facility for 
roller skating, in-line hockey and, once basketball rims were added, basketball, all on 
a mostly casual, recreational basis.

Dave Morgan and Dave Peel are two former Keokuk hockey players who went on 
to play hockey for the Iowa State Cyclones.  Dave Morgan was recently inducted into 
the Cyclone Hockey Hall of Fame class of 2013.

Here are the other Keokuk hockey players, all deserving of mention:  Mike Noe, 
Curt Mason, Dick Mason, Bob McDowell, Tom Wray, Mike McPherson, Bill Havens, 
Ronnie Radel, Randy Kay, Steve Meinhart, Archie Trent, Kevin Fowler, Steve High, 
Brad Babbington, Jenkins Kiedaisch, Dr. Bill Davis, Pat McPherson, Mark Thorson, 
Larry Zimmerman, John Shuck, Ron Loeffler, Gary Folluo, Dean Bradley, Gary 
Peevler, Brian Francies, Steve Meyers, Jim Francies, Brad Bradley, Jack Morris, Jim 
Davis, Allen Jones, Ronnie Latta, Dick Sykes, Steve Sousek, Doug Larson, Randy 
Hendricks, Mark Hanlin, Dan Dawkins, Doug Shutt, Larry Steffensmeier, Steve 
McGinnis, Harold Meyers, Steve Yoder, Dale Petterson, Steve James, Bill Harper, 
Doug Ricker, Rick Riley, Dan Krebill, Bob Roost, Phil Gudgel, Dick Turtle and Jim 
Kettering.  This list is probably not complete, so if you know of any Keokuk Hockey 
Players I’ve left out, please let me know.

Above, the Keokuk Indians winter of  1970-1971.  Front row from left: Mike Noe, 
Curt Mason, Mike McPherson, Bill Heavin, Ronnie Radel and Randy Kay.  Back 
row from left: ???, Bobby McDowell, Steve Meinhardt, Tom Wray, Archie Trent, 
and Dick Turtle.

Dave Peel was still up for a game 
on his 60th birthday thanks 
to encouragement from former 
teammates as well as opponents.

Continued from Page 21
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Orders by phone or email are welcome
Contact the Main Street Keokuk, Inc. office 

319-524-5055 or downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net

  

Keokuk Heritage 
Wooden Puzzles...

23

Water Power Series #2, # 3 and #4, and the Chief Keokuk & Son Puzzle 

          Commissioned 
               by the Keokuk 
          Cultural and 
            Entertainment 
        District

Special
Edition 
Puzzles

$125

Passed Times and 
   Pastimes Editions

                      $75

Keokuk Street Fair, 
  Keokuk Main Street,
    and Keokuk Union Depot

mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
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Days of Keokuk
 by Joy  Wellington Tillis

It is an old, small city that
had its beginnings in early railroad
and mighty waters of the midwest.
Mark Twain knew it well,
lived where every day the sun climbed
up the bluff, past the shore
that collected factories over the years
and rose to a breathtaking perch
for views of three states.

The roots of the town spread
up the long Main street and branched
into the little streets and wide avenues
where many homes still stand today.
Generations take pride; yet
decay rears its head as well.

Two rivers meet below...
can imagine the founding Indians
navigating the delicious,
fearful rush of waters
where they joined in frothy rapids.

River Road follows the shore closely;
dips and curves on nearing the bend,
then a rush of light across the waters
illuminates beds of flowering lilypads.

Starburst Clock of the 70's
 by Joy  Wellington Tillis

It was a winter party invite,
home from college for the holidays;
started in late afternoon,
beers and bowls of crunchies,
candles blazing, black light poster
of Jimi Hendrix, macrame plant holders,
undertones of warm colors,
and white light of snowfall
cast through every window.

Smokey Robinson vinyl spinning with
“more love and more joy 
than age and time can ever dee-stroy…”
Weenies in blankets came out last,
the entrée.  Cheese dips.  
Clumsy dancing, sky darkens,
deep sighs and dancing closer.

Looking back, aware
of these having been good old days
but not sure how; will we get jobs?
Will our guys get drafted?
Finals in two weeks.

Time for a card game… looks like poker.
Ante up, “I’m in, who’s not in.”
Turn back to party and small pleasures.
Best to keep your last name till you
know more of who you are.  

http://www.sutliverealestate.com


Keokuk Kids
 by Linda Curfman Slayton

Through eyes filled with time, I gaze at the river
I swear as a child, it seemed so much bigger
Driving across that rickety bridge
Missing those semis by less than a smidge

Seeing Rand Park with its chief on the bluff
So much time spent there and still not enough
The pond and wading pool, gardens and grounds
The Kiddie Land fire truck, laughter and sounds

I pass River Road as time slips away
50-some years all gone in a day
Drive past Shady Acres and by our old place
Swipe at the tears that slide down this face

Shopping on Main Street when I was so small
Kresge’s and Woolworth’s—the best stores of all!
Buying ice cream at the old Peter’s Dairy
Scanning the river for J. J. was scary

Lincoln, Garfield, Torrance, St. Mary
Jefferson, Hawthorne, St. Vincent, Wells Carey,
Senior High, Junior High, Cardinal Stritch were the rest
And Washington Central (which I thought was best)

Candy from Arnold’s was always a plus
Running the ramp at Big G—a must!
Summer brought street fairs, bike rides, the pool
Its frequent “Cecelia”; lifeguards and rules

Standing in line at DQ—bugs zapping
Little League baseball and proud parents clapping
George’s and Chuck Wagon; gas bought at Site’s
Burger Chef, Grand Lunch and Chicken Delight

Montgomery Ward, J C Penny and H L Green
Irwin Phillips for uniforms, school supplies, jeans
Knotty Pine, Keokuk Motor Lodge, the Chief Motel
The Eppers and Holiday Inn where guests stayed as well
 
My official first date at Keosippi Mall
Pizza Hut and a movie—the thrill of it all
Saw my first microwave there; bought my first song
Wore out that record while singing along

Working at A&W carrying trays
Then Jack and Jill Grocery in my high school days
More knew it as Higgins for history’s sake
Thank God for those bosses that gave me a break

Time spent “dragging Main” for hours on end
The flirting, the honking, the car loads of friends
Why couldn’t we see that rare gem of youth?
The one time in our lives when fun outweighed truth

Lock and Dam 19 and the Daily Gate City
Main Street decorations at Christmas - so pretty
Platt’s on the Highway, Big Bear and Beck's
The old Skylark Drive-In and KOKX

J & S Pharmacy, Keasling’s and Baker’s
Toots, Ike, and Pork Chops—our movers and shakers
Wright Fieldhouse bursting with fans in the bleachers
Little Feathers performing the best half-time features

The first YMCA, County Home, Saddle Club
 Cozy Corner café, Schlotter’s greenhouse, The Hub
Meierotto’s for melon, the toll booth’s money takers, 
Delta Queen’s lights and those paddlewheel breakers

Remember King’s Food Host, the booths, calling in?
Little juke boxes; finding songs with a spin
The Odd Animal Farm, skating rink parties
Eating at Sandy’s before it was Hardees

St. Joseph’s and Graham when we were ill
The steps on the bluff that went clear down the hill
My first upscale dinner at the Gypsy Dell
Mom getting hired by Northwestern Bell

Bluff Park and Kilbourne (that great rocket slide!)
The race track and watching old stock cars collide
Amazed by the airplanes out on Airport Road
Riding the Addie May; finding geodes
 
Pitch, Hit and Throw gave my brother a chance
It was Larye’s that first taught my sister to dance
I stuck to writing—still my first choice
Even in grade school it gave me a voice

Betty Gay dresses and Daryl’s for flowers 
Johnson Schmidt suits; those high water towers
River bugs, May flies and that summer of locusts
So many things—it’s hard to stay focused!

Draught House pizza and Tippenbud steaks
The Cellar for burgers: Gate City Seed rakes
Linquist’s sold furniture, Cahill’s sold rings
For such a small town, we had so many things!

The bridge on south 7th with Soap Creek below
The heat in the summer; in winter the snow
Sliding on steep hills and then getting stuck
Always a neighbor you knew had a truck

The court house and post office clock in the sky
Vets and Oakland Cemeteries, saying goodbye
Shenanigans too by the old Mausoleums
I'm sure spirits played with us—we just didn't see ‘em 

Victory Park, General Curtis, the George M. Verity
Books from the public library, giving to charity
Joyce Park and Rees, Tumelty, Kiser
The scuffs between players—now older, hope wiser

  Continued on Page 26 25



The old train depot, Chatfield Lake, Powder Town
The Iowa Theatre and when it burned down
The Grand Theatre too; the old medical school
The Friendly House haunted house—creepy, but cool

Arrowhead Bowl—a 211 high score
Benevolent Union Home out my back door
Two Benners, Super Valu, IGA, A&P
Grandpa Sapp always got a Hershey’s for me!

The Soap Box Derby with racers homemade
At Glen Koch Field lining up for parades
Cars sold by Jemison, Sharp Motors, McCredie
Children on Beggar’s Night; chilly, but greedy

Can’t leave out Stan’s Pastries or forget Dixie Crèam
Donuts at 2 a.m.—who knows what I mean?
At the foot of the rapids or “Puck-E-She-Tuck”
Any way that we slice it—it’s all Keokuk

Our house on South 7th when we moved to town
It’s falling apart now and needs tearing down
Still my eyes see my life there—the best parts of me
Both the person I was and the person I’d be

The fun family times, Christmas trees in the den
In the backyard with neighbors—our new life-long friends
Dad home from the Carbide; still spots of black
He took some from this world that they never got back

The ghosts that lived with us; the day we moved in
Kindergarten through high school, graduation and then
SCC Campus—great times in my mind
But skeletons in closets are best left behind

This house makes me sad now, so much has been lost
The good days I spent here claimed too high of cost
Yet those old stained glass windows still call to my heart
The colors of living disguised as fine art

So I sit with my memories in this town that was mine
Life seen through a funnel, a bit too sublime
Nostalgia sits with me; my old faithful friend
It may not be home now, but it was home then

No, it’s not the same now, my home town has changed
The schools are all different, the stores have new names
But that resilient spirit that calls from my past
Still feels like home and my visit here last

Some of us stayed here and some spread our wings
Some saw a future and some other things
But we all share a bond, that same thing inside
Like that chief long ago—It’s Keokuk Pride

So from the Des Moines River to the avenue Grand
From the oldest of history to the newest laid plan
From the mighty Mississippi to beyond the by-pass
First lift up your heart, then lift up your glass
“A toast to our town and a toast to its people
From every bar stool to every church steeple
We stand faithfully by her and might make a fuss
Come Hell or high water—she’ll be Kil-kuk to us!”

Author's Note:  I graduated from KSH in 1982. I live in Des 
Moines, Iowa and graduated from the University of Iowa in 
1990. In 1989, I was selected as an intern for the Smithsonian 
Institution and spent that summer working in Washington, 
DC. I am legally blind and worked for the Iowa Department 
for the Blind as a rehabilitation teacher after college. I received 
a kidney transplant in 1996. In 2001 I stopped employment 
outside of the home and began helping my husband (also blind) 
with his business. I am definitely not a professional writer, 
but I do write often. In 2011, I was invited to write a monthly 
column for the White Cane Magazine (column was called, 
"Blind Perspective") a quarterly magazine published by the 
Iowa Department for the Blind. That column ended last year. 
The only other time I have been published was for a contest 
sponsored by Woman's Day (March 3, 2009 edition) in 
which I wrote an essay about "How the Library Changed my 
Life". I have also won other small writing contests including 
3rd place in an essay contest in 1982 sponsored by the Daily 
Gate City. Poetry has long been a passion and I hope to one 
day publish my collection as a book for family and friends.
      *I tend to over-share a bit when I write, as you can see. :)

Continued from Page 25
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Sleeper
 by Tom Gardner
         For Dianne, who also came back

I.

In our high school yearbook my name appears three or four times, always next to 
the words, “Photo not available.”  It was something my parents insisted on:  “Hey, 

the name's no problem,” my dad would say.  “Names can be changed if necessary.  But 
we sure don't want to be traced by some 
old photograph.”  Of course, by then 
I'd found out who my parents really 
were—or at least I thought I had.

My parents told me I was born in 
South Carolina in 1946.  I think this is 
probably true, though I've never seen 
a birth certificate that proved it.  They 
told me that we moved to a small town 
in the southeastern corner of Iowa when 
I was two—also probably true.  My 
earliest memories are of living in this 
town, which is where I grew up and 
went to school.  There's a dam across the 
Mississippi River next to this town, and 
my dad worked for the electrical utility 
company that operated the power house 
at the Iowa end of this dam, turning 
down more than one promotion so that 
we wouldn't have to move.

In my childish egotism, I once thought my father's sacrifice was for me, that my 
desire to remain among the friends I was growing up with had not only contributed 
to his refusing a promotion, but that it had been decisive.  Certainly these refusals 
couldn't have been because of the friendships he and my mother had formed.  While 
they were friendly with neighbors and my dad's coworkers, neither of my parents 
visited much socially, and they very rarely had anyone over to our house for a visit.

You know how children will sometimes decide that they must have been adopted, 
either because they are so different from their parents or because they cannot conceive 
of their parents ever being sufficiently intimate to conceive of them?  Well, those were 
conclusions I had reached at a fairly early age, along with the conviction that both 
parents must have been only children who had been orphaned long before my birth.  
How else could I explain the fact that neither of them ever spoke of their parents, nor 
did they ever speak of any siblings, though they stressed in a thousand small ways the 
importance of our loyalty to each other?  In short, I loved my parents and depended on 
them absolutely, but at the same time found them utterly incomprehensible.

Take the way they talked.  Each spoke with a broad southern accent, the product 
of our years in South Carolina, but an accent that seemed somehow a bit off, strained, 
artificial.  It was as if lurking beneath that broad slather of hominy and corn pone, 
there were the vestiges of another accent, one they needed to keep hidden.  Meanwhile, 
I grew up speaking with the kind of flat, middle class, Midwestern accent that 
Midwesterners think is no accent at all.

At an early age I also entertained myself with the fantasy that I must surely be of royal 
blood, a prince, or perhaps the lost grandson of John Beresford Tipton, Jr.—you know, the 
guy who gave away a million dollars each week on The Millionaire.  My parents were, 
of course, the loyal peasants with whom I had been entrusted.  Yeah, I know, who could 
seriously entertain such foolish notions while growing up in Iowa back in the 1950s?  But 
it did explain a lot of what otherwise made no sense to me, including my parents' vague 
dissatisfaction with some of the things I was learning in school. 

Postcard Photo— Copyright 1913 by H.M. Anschutz



Keokuk Cultural & 
  Entertainment 
    District 

Dining in the District
• Casa Mexico - 300 Main St.
• The Cellar - 29 S. 2nd St.
• First Wok - 300 Main St.
• 4th St. Cafe - 22 S. 4th St.
• Harrington’s Restaurant -
 18 S. 5th St.
• Los Tapatios - 706 Main St.
• Lost Canvas Coffee Bar
 719 Main St.
• Luckys - 528 Blondeau
• Rascals - 820 Main St.
• Meyers Courtyard - 
 629 Blondeau St.

Cultural Assets in the District
  1 • Estes Park
  2 • Gateway Park 
  3 • Grand Theatre
  4 • Katie John House
  5 • Keokuk Art Center
  6 • Keokuk Public Library
  7 • Lee Co. Historical 
 Society Museum
  8 • The Lost Canvas Gallery
  9 • Plaza Cinemas
10 • Mississippi Water Power Museum
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  Dining outside the District
• Angelini’s - 1006 Main St.
• Beef, Bread & Brew -
 2601 Main St.
• China Buffet - 1501 Main St.
• Chintz’s - 1310 Main St.
• Dr. Getwell’s - 11th & Main
• Fort Worth Cafe - 
 526 S. 5th St.
• HyVee Kitchen - 3111 Main
• Great Wall Star -
 1729 Main St.
• Hawkeye Restaurant -
 105 N. Park Drive
• Java River - 1000 Main St.
• Ogo’s Restaurant -
 3753 Main St.

  Riverfront Legend 
A • Municipal Boat Ramp
B • Hubinger Landing
C • Southside Boat Club
D • Riverview Park
E • Keokuk Union Depot
F • Geo. M. Verity Riverboat Museum
G • Victory Park / Gen. Curtis statue
H • Observation Deck (100 yr old bridge)
I • Lock and Dam 19
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   City 
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February
   1-29 • Forged Metal Art by Mark Stanley (Keokuk, IA), 
   Art Center, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library  
        1  • Craft'ernoons, Feb. 1, 8, 22 & 29, 3:30 - 5 pm, 
   Children's Area, Keokuk Public Library
  • Adult Painting Class, 6:30 pm, Lost Canvas 
   Gallery, 719 Main St.
        2  • Evening Story Time, 6:30 pm, Round Room,
    Keokuk Public Library
        3  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour, Feb. 3, 10, 17 & 24, 
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
          • Wednesday After School Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
  • Adult Painting Class, 6:30 pm, Lost Canvas Gallery, 719 Main St.
         • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter 
   Big Band, 8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park St.
        4  • KPL Play, Feb. 4, 11, 18 & 25, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library   
        5  • Friday Needlework Group, Feb. 5, 12, 19 & 26, 
   1 - 3 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Public Library 
  • Artist's Reception for Mark Stanley, 5 - 7 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        6  • KPL Lego Club, ages 5 - 15, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library. 
   Please call 524-1483 to register
        8  • Mastering Character Cake Pans - 1st in the Cake Decorating Series, a CBIZ course, 
   6 - 8 pm,  First Christian Church, 3476 Main Street. To register call 319-208-5375         
        9  • Adult Painting Class, 6:30 pm, Lost Canvas Gallery, 719 Main St.
           • Bee Keeping with Bernie Andrew, 6:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
10-24  • Iowa Wines, a CBIZ course, Wednesdays Feb. 10, 17 & 24, 5:30 - 7 pm,  
   location TBA. To register call 319-208-5375
      11  • Free Movie Night featuring a new release selected by Movie Night viewers, 
   6 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library, free popcorn, 
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation
      13  • Power City Classic - KHS Show Choir 
   Invitational, all day, Wright Fieldhouse
         • Fall in Love with Ebooks, 1 - 2 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library
      14  • Judge Miller by Dave Wendt, Lee County Historical 
   Society, 2 pm, Miller House, 318 N. 5th St.
      16 • Photo Tour of Italy by Leroy Wolfmeyer, 
   6:30 - 7:30 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library 
   • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, 7 - 9 pm, 
   Lower Level, Keokuk Library – Demo Wool Applique with Rita Hickey
      17   • Wednesday After School Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
      19  • Classic Movie Night, 6 - 8:15 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library. 
   Call 524-1483 for more information
       • Moon Over Buffalo, Great River Players, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
       20  • Winter Knitting Retreat, a CBIZ course, 9 am - 5 pm,  
   Lee County Conservation Center. To register call 319-208-5375 
  • 2016 Race Relations Forum, sponsored by KARE, 10 - 3 pm, Faith Family Church
  • Casserole Recipe Swap, 1 - 3 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library. 
   Registration begins February 8th.  Call 524-1483          
  • Moon Over Buffalo, Great River Players, 7:30 pm, The Grand TheatreCa
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      21  • Out on a Limb - Genealogy Lock In, 1 - 5 pm, Keokuk Public Library.  
   Registration begins February 8th.  Call 524-1483         
  • Moon Over Buffalo, Great River Players, 2 pm, The Grand Theatre
      24  • Mammals of Iowa, Lee County Conservation, 2:30 - 3:30 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
      27  • Chopped! Cooking Competition, Great River Youth Mentoring Program
   Fundraiser, 6 pm, Meyers Courtyard, 629 Blondeau
March
        1  • Evening Story Time, 6:30 pm, Round Room,  Keokuk Public Library
        2  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour, March 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30, 10 - 11 am,
   Round Room,  Keokuk Public Library 
          • Wednesday After School Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
         • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 
   8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park St.
        3  • KPL Play, March 3, 10, 17, 24 & 31, 10 -11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
  • Open Mic Night, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        4  • Friday Needlework Group, March 4, 11, 18 & 25, 1 - 3 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Public Library 
   5-20  • Annual Tri-State High School Art Competition, sponsored by the Keokuk Fine Arts Council, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        6  • Spring Fling Fundraiser, Great River Players and Keokuk High School, TBA
        7  • Craft'ernoons, March 7, 14, 21 & 28, 3:30 - 5 pm, Children's Area, Keokuk Public Library
           • Basket of Roses - 2nd in the Cake Decorating Series, a CBIZ course, 6 - 8 pm,  
   First Christian Church, 3476 Main Street. To register call 319-208-5375 
        8  • Keokuk Churches: Past and Present by Tonya Boltz, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
  • KHS Pops Concert, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
      10  • Free Movie Night featuring a new release selected by Movie Night viewers, 6 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library, free popcorn, sponsored by the KPL Foundation
        • All-City Band Concert, 7 pm, KHS Wright Fieldhouse
      11  • Celtic Storm, 7 pm, Grand Theatre
      13  • Keokuk Watchmakers and Jewellers by Joy Kirkpatrick, Lee County Historical Society, 
   2 pm, Miller House, 318 N. 5th St.
   • McNamara's Band, 7 pm, Grand Theatre
      14 • Maniacal4 Trombone Quartet Concert, sponsored by the 
   Keokuk Concert Association, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
      15  • Jazz and Chili, 6 pm, First Christian Church, 3476 Main Street
   • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, 7 - 9 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk
   Public Library – Quilt Donation Projects with JoAnn Cramer
      16 • Wednesday After School Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
      18  • Classic Movie Night, 6 - 8:15 pm,  Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library.  Call 524-1483 for more information
      19  • Knitting Home Décor, a CBIZ course, 9 am - 1 pm, SCC Keokuk Campus. To register call 319-208-5375 
      20  • Fine Arts Council Reception for H.S. Art Competition, 2 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • St. Louis Big Band, Rand Park Pavilion Fundraiser Concert, 2 pm, Grand Theatre
      21  • Tri-State Modern Quilters' Guild Exhibition Opening, Keokuk Art Center, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library.  Exhibition runs through April 28
      23  • Recycling, Lee County Conservation, 2:30 - 3:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
24-26  • Forever Plaid, Great River Players, time TBA, Kantamneni Building, 17 S. 6th St.
     26  • KPL Lego Club, ages 5 - 15, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library. 
   Please call 524-1483 to register
      31  • Forever Plaid, Great River Players, time TBA, Kantamneni Building, 17 S. 6th St.
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April
     1-3  • Forever Plaid, Great River Players, time TBA, Kantamneni Building, 17 S. 6th St.
        2  • David Davis & the Warrior River Boys AND Goldwing Express in Concert, 
   Tri-State Bluegrass Assoc., 6:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
        4  • Craft'ernoons, April 4, 11, 18 & 25, 3:30 - 5 pm, Children's Area, 
   Keokuk Public Library
           • The Finishing Touch - 3rd in the Cake Decorating Series, a CBIZ course, 6 - 8 pm,  
   First Christian Church, 3476 Main Street. To register call 319-208-5375 
        5  • Evening Story Time, 6:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        6  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour, April 6, 13, 20 & 27, 10 - 11 am,
   Round Room,  Keokuk Public Library
          • Wednesday After School Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
           • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park St.
        7  • Open Mic Night, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
     7-9  • Kardiac Kapers, KAH Fundraiser, The Grand Theatre
        8  • Friday Needlework Group, April 8, 15, 23 & 30, 1 - 3 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Public Library 
      10  • Keokuk Postcards by Tonya Boltz, Lee County Historical Society, 2 pm, Miller House, 318 N. 5th St. 
      14   • Traces Buseum AND "Grindin' Ol' Bones" workshop, 
   museum open 5 - 8 pm, program at 6 pm, 
   Keokuk Public Library 
        • Free Movie Night featuring a new release selected by 
   Movie Night viewers, 6 pm, Round Room, Keokuk 
   Public Library, free popcorn, 
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation
      16  • KPL Lego Club, ages 5 - 15, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library.  Please call 524-1483 to register.
      19  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, 7 - 9 pm, 
   Lower Level, Keokuk Public  Library
      20 • Wednesday After School Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
      22  • Dailey & Vincent Concert, Keokuk Tourism, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
      27  • Earth Day, Lee County Conservation Program, 2:30 - 3:30 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
      29  • Entries Accepted for Keokuk Art Center's 61st Annual Exhibition, 9 am - 5 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         • Winter Wonderland Bowling FUNdraiser, sponsored by Great River Area Youth Mentoring, Arrowhead Bowl
      30  • A Salute to a Civil War Soldier, 1 pm, Oakland Cemetery
       • Trivia Fundraiser, Sponsored by Rollin' on the River, time TBA, Southside Boat Club

Save the Date
May 27 • 10th Annual Back Alley Bandfest, 6 - 9 pm, various locations throughout the 
    Cultural and Entertainment District.  Sponsored by Main Street Keokuk, Inc.
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In order to add an event to this calendar, contact Carole Betts at bettsongrand@gmail.com 
To advertise in the Confluence, please contact Alka Khanolkar at alka_61@hotmail.com.
All ads should be approximately 3 x 5 inches in size and may be either vertical or horizontal. 
The cost is $40 per ad.
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As the cold war gained in intensity, so too did the 
schools I attended begin to offer more and more in the 
way of activities with patriotic themes.  Each morning 
we started with the Pledge of Allegiance, and as I recall, 
we were even taught to take our right hands from our 
hearts and point to the flag when we said the words, 
“to the flag.”  And then this extra gesture was dropped, 
perhaps because our arms outstretched toward the flag 
in the corner of the room looked a bit too much like a 
Nazi salute.  Thinking back on this gesture, I can see how 
my parents might have disapproved of this element of 
“patriotischen Melodram,” but their disapproval seemed 
to be both broader and deeper, a dismay at the idea that 
their son might come to love the United States of America.

When I was twelve years old I finally learned why.  At 
first I thought my dad wanted to give me “the talk,” you 
know, everything that fathers in the fifties told their sons 
about where babies come from and, dare I say it, sex.  I 
was prepared to be almost as embarrassed as he would 
be, but instead he started telling me where he and my 
mother had come from.  They were citizens of the Soviet 
Union who had defended their country at the Seige of 
Leningrad, enduring such privations in the process that 
he could only hint at them with a shudder after looking 
off into the darkest corner of the garage where he'd taken 
me for our talk.  Then he went over to that dark corner, 
moved several piles of newspapers that had piled up 
there, and pulled out an old metal box I'd never seen 
before.  From it he took the medals that he and my mother 
had received for their heroism.

He told me how the two of them had been recruited to 
come to the United States to be secret agents, a “sleeper 
cell” ready to gather and report back intelligence or even 
to sabotage an American facility if that was what was 
needed.  A Russian ship had dropped them and one large 
suitcase off in a lifeboat faked to look like it was from a 
Norwegian fishing vessel about a mile from the coast of 
South Carolina.  They had been selected because they both 
already knew English, which they spoke with a heavy 
Russian accent.  They hadn't wanted to go, but there was 
no saying no to Stalin.  No one, not even my mother, 
knew she was pregnant with me at the time, or she would 
have been forced to terminate the pregnancy.

Why South Carolina?  There, in obscurity, they might 
perfect their fluency in English while acquiring a southern 
accent that should hide any remaining traces of their 
Russian accent once they moved to their true destination 
in the Midwest.  While in South Carolina, they were 
to represent themselves as Polish displaced persons 
hoping to return home in the next year or two.  When I 
was born in September of 1946 there was a great deal of 
anger expressed by those they reported to, but what then 
could be done?  Instead of being sent to a location near 
Chicago, the three of us were sent to the town in the south 
eastern corner of Iowa where we still lived.  We were sent 
there because of the dam, a potential target for sabotage 
should it ever be desirable to terrorize the valley of the 
Mississippi River all the way down to Saint Louis.
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There was no part of what my father told me that I 
wanted to hear.  Everything that I thought I was became, 
with what he told me, a lie.  Whatever I did from that day 
on I knew would involve living a lie.  I only knew that 
I had to remain loyal to my family, just as I knew I was 
through fantasizing about my aristocratic birth.  I was no 
prince, no millionaire; I was a spy.

In junior high school I began sneaking out at night, 
long after my parents had fallen asleep, not to engage 
in acts of juvenile delinquincy, but to spy.  Some nights 
I walked to the bluff overlooking the powerhouse and 
dam where my father worked.  I'd keep to the shadows 
all the way and learned what houses had barking dogs to 
avoid.  I'd take a pair of binoculars with me and work my 
way down the metal stairway set in the hillside that my 
father and other workers used as a shortcut.  On a landing 
a third of the way down I'd stop and look out at the new 
lock for barge traffic, the powerhouse beyond, and then 
beyond it, the dam gleaming in the moonlight.  It wasn't 
an especially high dam, a bit less than forty feet, but it 
stretched on and on to the Illinois shore, nearly a mile 
away.  I imagined all that impounded water sweeping 
down on the unsuspecting people asleep in their beds 
downriver.  It made me sick to my stomach.

At other times, I just walked around the residential 
streets near my parents' house.  Occasionally, I'd see 
a flickering light emanating from one window where 
someone else was up, watching tv.  I discovered I was 
actually a bit embarrased to stop and look in these 
windows.  And then one night I came to a big old house 
with a front porch across its entire width.  I had every 
intention of walking quietly past this house when I heard 
from from the settee off on one side of the porch this gut-
wrenching sob.  I took a couple of steps closer and knelt 
down behind some thick shrubery.  Wrapped in a blanket 
on the settee was a girl a couple of years younger than 
I was, perhaps ten or eleven years old, with the saddest 
look on her face, neatly framed by her dark hair cut into 
what I've heard called a “page boy” cut.

I had no idea why this girl was so unhappy.  I could 
see that she wore a faded flannel nightgown under the 
blanket, so I assumed this was her home, a really nice 
older home in a good neighborhood.  But there was no 
doubting the genuineness of her feelings.  In fact, it made 
me feel bad just being there, an unknown witness to her 
grief.  I was about to sneak off when she spoke, standing 
up and looking at the moon:

 Art thou pale for weariness
 Of climbing heaven and gazing on the earth,
 Wandering companionless
 Among the stars?

Then she softly added, “me too” and went back inside.
Her words hardly made any sense to me, but I couldn't 

get them out of my head.  Walking home afterwards I 
came to one clear conviction:  I was no spy.
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II.
A spy in a sleeper cell doesn't have to be much of 

a spy, especially if he's a teenager and the other two 
members of his cell are his parents.  This is especially 
true if the cell is located in an overlooked corner of a 
Midwestern agricultural state.  In the 1950s.  My dad's job 
paid decent wages; my mom kept busy with housework 
and the local garden club.  I'm sure we were thought 
odd, with fewer friends than most of the people in our 
town, and always a bit distant with those we knew.  We 
belonged to no church; my dad never joined a fraternal 
or veterans organization, though he did bowl with some 
of the men he worked with.  Once in high school I got to 
join one or two clubs or teams.  
I was a mediocre member of 
the swim team in the winter 
and an unimpressive middle 
distance runner in the spring.  
(Apparently swimming and 
running were seen as useful 
skills by those who had sent my 
parents to the United States.)  In the fall I got an after-
school job working at the public library that went to 
weekends only about Thankgiving.

That's where I met Cassandra.  She was in the library 
practically every afternoon.  It took me a good two weeks 
to realize that she was the same girl I'd seen on her front 
porch in the middle of the night several years earlier.

Actually her appearance hadn't changed that much.  
She still wore her dark hair cut short, with bangs; her 
complexion was still pale and appeared even more so 
against her dark hair and eyes.  Oh, and she still liked 
to quote stuff, poetry mainly, and she read more than 
anybody I'd ever known.

Cassandra and I began dating my junior year.  We 
weren't going steady (neither her parents nor mine 
would have found that acceptable), but we didn't date 
anyone else.  We weren't seriously involved with each 
other because we both hoped to go to college—but to 
different colleges.  In fact, that was the one big thing we 
had in common:  We both wanted to go to college, but our 
parents were reluctant to have us go, my parents because 
they didn't know where those to whom they reported 
every month would want us to go—or what they'd want 
us to destroy, and Cassandra's parents because they 
thought college was wasted on a girl, especially if they 
hoped the girl would be there to take care of them in their 
old age.

Although her friends, teachers and family always 
called her Cassie, I called her Cassandra, at her request, 
and she called me Michael, while everyone else called me 
Mike.  Sometimes, at home, when no one—not even my 
father—was present, my mother called me Mikhail, the 
name I think I was born with.

My world began to fall apart in the spring of my 
senior year.  I was pretty much all set to go to Iowa State 
University, planning to major in civil engineeering.  
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Cassandra still hoped to go to the University of Iowa 
where she would major in English.  She had the grades 
to do it, too, but her parents insisted she should go to 
a nearby junior college, live at home and be trained in 
something practical, either to become a licensed practical 
nurse or a secretary.  She confided in me her plan to do as 
her parents wished, but then in five or six years she'd save 
enough money to go off to the University of Iowa with or 
without her parents' blessing.

So, on what was the first day warm enough to be 
outside in shirtsleeves, I started for home late in the 
afternoon when I came upon Cassandra sitting on a bench 
reading.  I had the impression that she often postponed 
her walk home in order to have more time to read.  
“What are you reading?” I asked her, the same question 
a dozen or more times already.  More often than not she 

answered this familiar question 
with something that wasn't 
an assignment for any of her 
classes.

“Short stories by Heny 
James,” she said.  “The one I'm 
on now is called 'The Beast in 
the Jungle.'”

“Yeah, I remember him.  Everything's big except the 
action.  Big words, big sentences, big paragraphs.”  I 
wasn't being complimentary, but this didn't slow her 
down.  She always talked about what she was reading 
with such enthusiasm that there was never even a hint of 
condescension.

“Big ideas, too,” she said.  “In this one a man named 
John Marcher thinks that he's different from everyone else 
because some great and probably terrible thing is going to 
happen to him one day, as though his life is a jungle path 
he's walking down and lurking up ahead is this...”

“Terrible beast!” I interrupted, nodding.   “Does he 
think this beast is going to destroy him physically, or is 
this a fancy way of him fearing that he might face some 
kind of moral dilemma, you know, maybe by betraying 
those who are close to him?”  I was beginning to think I'd 
have to give old Henry James another chance.

“That's just it, he doesn't know what the beast is, just 
that it will give his life its ultimate meaning.

“So, there's this woman in the story named May,” 
Cassandra went on to explain, “and once when they 
were both a lot younger he told her about this belief he 
has.  When she sees him again, she asks him if the great 
and terrible thing has happened yet, and when he says it 
hasn't, she says she'll watch for the beast with him.”

“Wait a minute.  This isn't going to turn into some kind 
of love story, is it?” I asked Cassandra.

“That is a really good question,” she said.  “I don't 
know yet, but I don't think it will.  See, John is one of 
those men who get so absorbed in this one particular 
thing that they can't quite see, well, the bigger picture."

“The bigger picture?”
“Yeah.  I've just gotten to where they've been seeing 

each other pretty regularly.  May points out that 

"Sometimes, at home, when no one—
not even my father— was present,
 my mother called me Mikhail, ..."



her seeing him keeps him from being seen by others as 
weird.  You'd be surprised how many women do just that, 
keep the men they're with from being seen as kind of 
weird…”

I thought I might say something about weird women 
appearing to be less weird in the company of a man but 
then thought better of it.

“Anyway,” Cassandra went on,  “then May tells John, 
'I'm your dull woman, a part of the daily bread for which 
you pray at church. That covers your tracks more than 
anything.'

“So, what do you think—does she love him?” 
Cassandra asked me.  “What does it mean to be 'the daily 
bread you pray for'?  More to the point, does John know 
what  it means?”

It took me years to decide on the answers to those 
questions.  I shrugged and said something about how, if 
this was a love story, it was a pretty weird one.  Cassandra 
agreed.  I decided I liked having conversations like this 
one, and then I thought about how far Ames was from 
Iowa City, to say nothing of how far it was from home.

III.
That night I said something to my parents I've 

regretted for the rest of my life.  I told them I didn't in the 
least feel as though I was Russian, that, for good or for ill, 
I had become an American growing up here.  Everyone I 
knew and cared about, except them, was American, that 
it was here I wanted to spend the rest of my life, and that 
I wanted nothing to do with destroying anything here in 
America.

My father said he had wondered for some time if this 
might be the way my thinking was going, that this was a 
conversation he had been dreading.  “You have no idea 
what your mother and I have sacrificed for Russia, how 
much suffering we have witnessed and all that we have 
denied ourselves.  Everyone we grew up with and cared 
about now thinks that we are dead.”

“Besides,” my mother added, “our positions in the 
Russian Intelligence Service don't really come with a 
retirement option, especially if we were to say we wanted 
to remain here.”  I could appreciate all that they said 
to me.  I even told them that, if they wanted me to, I'd 
change my name and go live somewhere else after I 
finished college.  Perhaps in time I could still visit them, 
even if it meant sneaking back into town to do so.  It was 
my father who said he wouldn't hear of it.  “We three 
must be loyal to each other,” he said.  “Also, you are 
right.  We are here because of the dam.  There is no way 
your mother and I would want to blow it up—or even 
blow a hole in it, even if such a thing were possible.  We 
killed many enemy soldiers in the war, but we won't kill 
civilians, the people we live among, people who aren't 
our enemies.

And so we talked late into the night, considering and 
then rejecting half a dozen different possibilities.  Finally, 
my mother said, “there is a risk, there is always a risk, but 
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what your father and I must do is write to our superiors, 
remind them of our service during the war, assure them 
that we have faithfully carried out all our orders since 
then, and ask that we be relieved of our duties.  It may 
be that your father and I will need to return to the Soviet 
Union, but I am sure they will let you remain.  Perhaps 
they will let us remain here, too, if we promise to keep 
their secrets and work toward better relations between 
our two countries.”

The next day my mother took the train into Chicago 
where she passed along a message to this effect through 
some system of secret drops and couriers.  A week later 
my parents learned that they were to be retired as soon as 
an agent could visit to confer with them and work out the 
details.  We celebrated that night by going out to eat at a 
small café down on Main Street. 

IV.
A week and a half later I was called down to the 

principal's office.  He was sitting at his desk, a solemn 
look on his face, while a man I'd never seen before sat 
across from him, smiling.  The principal informed me that 
my mother and father had both been killed in a tragic car 
accident.  The man nodded, his smile smoothly sliding 
into an expression of sorrow.  Then the principal added, 
“This is your Uncle David.  He tells me you were only 
two when he last saw you, back in South Carolina, so you 
probably don't remember him.  He is here to look after 
you.”

The funeral took place two days later at my uncle's 
insistence.  “It's what they would have wanted,” he said, 
though how he would have known what my parents 
wanted was beyond me.  By then I'd been introduced 
to Olga, David's wife, a small, mousey woman who did 
whatever he wanted as quickly as possible, a look of fear 
in her eyes. 

He was a big man who used his size to intimidate 
and menace those around him.  I remember how once, 
a week after their arrival, she had called him “Dimitri,” 
instead of David.  I was in the kitchen fixing myself a 
piece of toast before heading off to school.  They were in 
the living room where he was telling her what she should 
be getting done that day.  She was nodding in agreement 
when the name slipped out.  He hardly paused in what he 
was saying, smacking her so hard she gasped falling back 
onto the sofa.  Then he—his voice lowered but without 
feeling—added, “Stupid cow.  You just walked into 
another door.”  Then he looked over at me, but by then I 
appeared to be intently studying the toaster.

It was a small funeral.  At least I think it was.  I'd 
never been to a funeral before and was too stunned, 
or too withdrawn into my own grief to notice much of 
anything.  Two or three neighbors, a couple of coworkers 
of my dad's, his boss, three or four friends of mine from 
school—including Cassandra—came, and, of course, my 
uncle and aunt were there.  My uncle spoke, talking about 
how close he and my mother had been growing up back 
in South Carolina, and that he had considered my 



father a good friend even before he married my mother.  
It was bits and pieces of things he had been saying to me 
ever since he'd shown up, somewhat altered on the basis 
of what I said to him.  I'd come to the conclusion that 
he didn't know that my parents had revealed their true 
identies to me and decided it would be best if he didn't 
know what I knew.

Uncle David spoke to my dad's supervisor off in a 
corner, and then they both came over and spoke with me.  
My dad's supervisor offered me a job at the power plant.  
Just as I was starting to explain about college, Uncle 
David interrupted and said that would be wonderful, 
because there certainly was no 
money for college, not after 
funeral expenses and several 
other unanticipated expenses.  But 
maybe in a few years…

So I went to work down at 
the power plant as soon as I had 
graduated from high school, 
pushing a broom and polishing brass, work that required 
little of me physically and intellectually, though it did 
provide enough to cover basic household expenses.  I 
had no idea what Uncle David did for a living, except 
that it seemed to require a fair amount of traveling.  After 
a week or so, he got rid of the beat-up Chevy he and 
Aunt Olga had shown up in and had bought a brand 
new Buick.  When he wasn't traveling, he spent his 
time polishing that Buick, loafing around the house and 
figuring out new ways to terrorize his wife.

By this time he had an amazing number of people 
convinced he was a great guy, a good ol' boy with a 
bottomless reserve of smart talk and wisecracks, a good 
buddy for drinking or swapping lies or a small loan till 
payday.  I knew he was a fraud, but what could I do 
without getting myself in a lot of trouble and betraying 
the memory of my parents?  Besides, who would believe 
me?  I felt trapped, really, really trapped.

And then Uncle David began asking me about work.  
It was apparent from his questions that he was hoping 
to discover some vulnerability where a modest amount 
of dynamite could blow up the dam, causing death and 
destruction for hundreds of miles downriver.  He asked 
where I worked in the power house and how closely I 
was watched.  I told him I went where needed and that 
everyone knew I was a good worker, so no one watched 
me that closely.  I told him on several occasions that there 
were no weaknesses that I could see in the construction of 
the dam or of the power house, pointing out that this was 
the first dam and power house on the Mississippi, so they 
overbuilt everything.  “They even provided space for twice 
as many turbines as were finally installed,” I said, “and 
then they realized there was insufficient water power to 
run those turbines most of the year.  They built the dam the 
same way—with twice as much as was needed.”

“Well now that's great, really wonderful, but you 
know I just can't help being concerned...” he went on, 
still pretending to be a concerned member of the public.  

“I don't suppose your boss would let you show me 
around?”

“I'm sure he would, but then you've spoken with him 
about as much as I have,” I said.  “Besides, he'll just show 
you—or ask me to show you—what you've already seen 
twice on the public tour.”

“Yeah, but that doesn't get me out on the dam...
“Say, I've got an idea!” This spoken as if the thought 

had just occurred to him.  “Why don't you ask to get off 
a couple of hours early next week when you're on nights.  
Tell them you'd like to take me fishing, that I've been 
wanting to go fishing ever since Olga 'n' me moved here 
to bury my poor sister 'n' brother-in-law—and to take 
care of you.  You meet me at the east end of the dam, 

where I'll park the your dad's 
old truck with the jon boat 
already in the back.  When 
you get across to meet me, you 
can say you forgot something 
important.  Then we'll go back 
for it together.”

I thought this was a terrible 
idea, but Uncle David was undeterred by my objections, 
and, to my surprise, I had no problem getting off three 
hours early the next Tuesday so I could take my uncle 
fishing.  Outside of losing half a day's pay, I finally 
decided this might actually be a good thing.  I'd show 
Uncle David how invulnerable the old dam was, convince 
him there was no point in him pursuing the matter any 
further, so that maybe even he and Aunt Olga would 
decide to go somewhere else.  Then maybe I'd be able to 
go to college. Boy, was I wrong.

V.
“Stupid fish!” I said to myself as I started the long 

walk to the Illinois shore at 4:15 the next morning.  “Why 
can't they go looking for their breakfast at a decent 
hour, say nine or ten o'clock?”  I was thinking about the 
uncongenial habits of fish to avoid thinking about the 
coming confrontation with my uncle.  The top of the dam 
is not much more than eight to ten yards wide, and not 
very well lit, so I was making my way slowly down the 
middle, keeping close to the standard gauge set of tracks 
that were used to bring anything heavy over to the power 
house.  A crew had been out on the dam the day before, 
working on one of the spillway gates.  The job had taken 
considerably longer than anticipated, so I had to make my 
way around some equipment they had left behind.

Uncle David was waiting impatiently beside my dad's 
beat-up old truck.  I could see where he'd tossed the boat 
in the back, but I didn't see any fishing equipment.  After 
we exchanged greetings, I said I'd tell him about the dam 
as we started back over to the Iowa side.  We stopped at 
the guard shack, where I explained I hadn't realized how 
chilly it was until I'd gotten more than half way across, 
that I needed to go back for my coat. “Kids these days,” 
my uncle said, first with a sneer directed my way and 
then with an ingratiating smile for the guard.
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"Outside of losing half a day's pay,
I finally decided this might
actually be a good thing."



“You want my uncle to wait here with you?” I asked 
the guard, but he just said, “Nah, long as you stay 
together.  There's a spot at the halfway point where you'll 
have to pick your way around some equipment.”

“Yeah, I saw it coming over,” I said as the two of us 
started off.

I took as many opportunities as possible to point out 
those design features that were over-engineered.  “Yeah, 
that Cooper was a helluva dam builder,” Uncle David 
conceded.  “He build a dam on the Dnieper River for 
us—uh—for the U.S.S.R.—back in the thirties.  The Red 
Army blew it up, though, when the Germans invaded.  
Maybe 50,000 died then, and more when the retreating 
Nazis blew it up again two years later.”

“Yeah, but neither times was it sabotage," I said, 
raising my voice as we approached the part of the dam 
where the rushing water was too loud for conversation.  
“I'm not saying it couldn't be blown up, just that you 
couldn't.” He gave me a sharp look with these words.  
“At least not without being able to bring in and properly 
place several truckloads of high explosives.”

“Yeah, you're right," Uncle David said, practically 
shouting.  “It's too bad, really.” 

“Why is that?” I asked, my own voice about as loud as 
I could make it without shouting.  We were approaching 
the spot where the equipment was still laid out.

“Because my employer does not accept failure, even 
when it's the son whose parents have also failed.”  
Dimitri, the man who had claimed to be my Uncle David, 
stopped to say these words and then reached inside his 
coat and pulled out a pistol.  He aimed it steadily at the 
middle of my chest.  “Besides, I don't think I can trust you 
any longer.”

“My parents!” I shouted.  “Did you kill them?”
“Your parents are martyrs to a cause you cannot 

hope to understand!”  he replied.  Then, glancing down, 
Dimitri saw a pole at his feet a good eight feet long and 
about three inches thick.  He smiled grimly, stuck the gun 
in his belt and picked up the pole.  He began prodding 
me toward the downriver edge of the dam.  I suppose he 
thought that he'd rather have me dead without a bullet in 
my body.

At first, I tried moving off to the left or the right, but 
he kept closing the gap, forcing me to take a step back.  
Besides, even if I managed to get the pole from him, and 
he was obviously bigger and stronger than I was, or if I 
managed to move far enough to the left or right to be out 
of reach of the pole, he still had that gun and could shoot 
me just as dead from twenty feet away as from ten.  For 
over a thousand feet in either direction, there was nothing 
big enough to hide behind.  I realized that I had only one 
choice:  to die, and that the only remaining question was 
whether or not I might kill him in the process.

Without giving the matter any further thought, I ran 
at Uncle David full tilt, planning to put both of us in 
the water on the upriver side of the dam.  We were just 
above an open gate, so we'd be killed about as quickly no 
matter which side of the dam we fell from.  Except that's 

when I tripped and reached out to grab anything while 
my momentum kept me hurtling into him.  Meanwhile, 
that pole went whizzing across the space where my head 
had been a split second before.  Already off balance from 
swinging at me, Dimitri staggered back and then fell 
with a scream cut short by the rushing water.  I followed 
him and seemed to hang suspended in the air before 
slamming back against the side of the dam.

What I had clutched onto when I tripped turned out 
to be a length of rope.  I held it now in both hands, my 
toes still up on the top of the dam, the water starting its 
plunge over the gate less than two yards below my head.  
The rope was taut, but I had no idea what held it at the 
other end, and I knew that in order to get back on top of 
the dam I'd have to swing around and then pull myself 
back up.  However, if in doing this my feet hit the water, I 
was sure I'd be pulled over the dam to join Dimitri.  What 
I did, finally, an act of pure desperation was let my feet go 
in a clockwise descent while I reached up and grabbed at 
the rope with one hand while the other held its position 
until it could grab an even higher position on the rope.  
The rope seemed to drop down another couple of inches, 
but now my feet were below me no more that a couple of 
inches above the water.  Then, slowly, trying my best not 
to change the pressure I was putting on the rope, I pulled 
myself up.

VI.
When I was back on top of the dam, I lay there 

shuddering, trying to figure out what I should do next.  
At first, I thought I should go back to either end of the 
dam and report what had happened:  that my Uncle 
David had fallen off the dam to his death.  But then I 
began to consider just how much of a loose end I was, 
and that the people who wanted me dead now would 
still want me dead after they had learned about Dimitri's 
death—and might even think that I had killed him.  And, 
well, that's exactly what I had done—and maybe even the 
local authorities would figure this out, too.

No, my best chance of survival would be for everyone 
to think that we had both died, perhaps in a boating 
accident that could seem to have happened a bit later 
that morning.  I got up and walked back to the Illinois 
end of the dam.  As I anticipated, the guard kept his eye 
on what might approach the dam, not what came off of 
it—and even at that, he also kept looking down at what 
I realized must be a magazine he was also reading,  So I 
waited until I was almost up to the guard shack and then 
shouted, “Wait up, Uncle David, those fish aren't going 
anywhere!” and then started jogging toward the truck. 

The spare key was still hidden up under the seat on the 
driver's side, stuck in the upholstery.  I started the truck 
up and drove out onto the road.  The place I had to get to 
was upriver on the Illinois side, but first I had to get back 
to Iowa.  If I was going to fake my death and disappear 
forever, I had to make a few preparations.

I parked on the street in front of my parents' house 
and went into the garage where Dimitri kept the 
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Buick.  I checked the glove compartment and the floor 
around the front seat, looking for loose change.  I found 
a few quarters, change to pay the toll on the bridge just 
downriver from the dam, and I learned that the Buick was 
actually registered in Olga's name.  Then I remembered 
the box with my parents' medals in it and wondered what 
else it might contain.  I remembered my father referring 
once to an “escape kit.”

Sure enough, the box was where I had remembered 
my father hiding it.  The medals were still there, as were 
new identity papers for my parents and for me, and, at 
the very bottom of the box a thick wallet containing over 
two thousand dollars.  It would be enough for me to go 
to college, so long as I also got a job.  I was set!  But then I 
realized that I couldn't keep my old identity and that only 
a little of the money would do me any good with my new 
identity.  I'd be traveling with all my possessions with 
me, and if any of my fellow travelers should get even the 
vaguest idea that I was carrying that much money, I'd 
probably be killed in my sleep.

I counted out a thousand dollars and then went back 
to the Buick and got its registration made out in Olga's 
name.  I knew I was taking a big chance, but I thought she 
needed another chance in life, too.  I left both money and 
registration on a counter in the kitchen where she'd be 
sure to see them when she got up.  

Then I counted out another thousand dollars and put 
it in an envelope I addressed to Cassandra in care of the 
library where she had just been hired to work through 
the coming summer, much to her parents' disgust.  They 
thought she should get a real job, though they also had 
expressed some doubts about her being worth as much 
as she was being paid.  If she had the courage to stand up 
to them, I figured my anonymous gift would get her into 
college that much quicker.

What was left, $312.00, plus the change I'd scooped up 
and the money I had with me, was all I'd be taking with 
me, along with a couple of changes of clothes.  I also kept 
my parents' medals, though I knew I didn't need them to 
remember my mother and father as the heroes they were.  
Then off I went in the old truck, stopping at a mailbox 
before crossing the Mississippi.  Fortunately, my mother 
had kept stamps in the kitchen, and there they still were, 
a full booklet and every one of them went on the envelope 
to Cassandra.  At the toll both on the bridge I kept my 
head turned as if absorbed in a conversation with a 
passenger as I paid the toll with correct change.

Once on the Illinois side of the river, I began driving 
upriver, past the dam, to a spot I'd already selected.  
There I parked the truck and put the jon boat in the river.  
I rowed upriver staying close to shore and then out into 
the river where the current caught it  When I was sure 
the current would take the boat over the dam, I quickly 
undressed and got in the water.  I was still a bit upriver 
from where the truck was parked, but the current would 
carry me downriver as I swam toward shore.  I was a 
pretty strong swimmer and was reasonably confident that 
I'd be able to end up where I started, back at the truck.

VII.
And that, of course, is exactly what happened.  I got 

dressed, putting on the change of clothes I'd brought 
along, picked up my meager possessions, and started 
walking north.  After another half an hour it began to get 
light, and about an hour after that I got my first ride.  I 
decided that I wouldn't try to go too far that first day, so I 
could spend a day or two close enough to the town I'd left 
behind to get the local news.

Shortly after five o'clock I got to one of those old-
fashioned motels with a string of little cabins along 
a looping driveway, next to a bigger place where the 
owners or managers lived.  I went in and explained 
that my father had dropped me off, while he went into 
town to get something for us to eat.  They accepted my 
improbable explanation because I offered to pay in cash in 
advance for two nights.  That night I ate from the candy 
bar machine, and the next morning I walked on into town 
first thing for breakfast and the makings for the next 
couple of meals.  I'd given the lady behind the counter 
the license number for Olga's Buick, the fake name for 
my supposed father and for myself, and the money for 
staying two nights.  I never saw anyone from the motel 
after that.  Mostly I stayed out of sight, behind a DO 
NOT DISTURB sign, reading a book as well as any area 
newspapers, and listened to several local radio stations.  I 
left early in the morning after my second night.

Everything took place pretty much as I'd hoped.  
Dimitri's body was recovered pretty quickly, and my 
body was never recovered.  This was not thought to be all 
that remarkable.  There was some question about Olga's 
sudden departure—or disappearance—less than a day 
after her husband's body was recovered, but she had 
explained to a neighbor that she knew no one local very 
well, and that she needed to be with her sister for a few 
days.  I suspect she was never heard from again.

Meanwhile, I continued traveling north and west, 
picking up poorly paying jobs for a week or two and 
then moving on.  I trusted no one and kept an eye out 
for someone following me.  I worked on ranches in the 
Dakotas and in Montana, and then I got a job at a lumber 
mill in Washington that I kept for nearly six months.  I 
decided I needed a new Identity and, by then knew 
exactly how to go about getting one.  There was a small 
county seat in North Dakota where all the birth records 
from 1945 until 1952 had been stored in a temporary 
location that proved to be insecure against a flash flood.  I 
started with that and slowly, methodically created a new 
identity for myself.  I became James Gatz from Percy, 
North Dakota, and you might say that my new identity 
sprang from my platonic conception of myself.

After living with that new identity for a few months, 
and repeatedly looking over my shoulder without being 
too obvious about it, I went to a recruiting station in 
Seattle and joined the Army.  I got to Saigon about six 
months later but never saw much of the countryside.  
I refused two opportunities to go to Officer 
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Candidate School, content to remain a Spec. Four.  I was 
no hero, and I didn't kill anybody.  (After all, I had already 
killed one man, for which I felt no regret, and had been 
responsible for the deaths of both my parents, which still 
makes it hard for me to get to sleep.)  What the Army got 
from me was three years in which I tried to do my duties to 
the best of my abilities, and what I got from the Army was 
an identity that would no longer be questioned.

Oh—and a lot of help in going to college.  I majored in 
business, because life had made me practical, but I made 
a promise to myself that I'd read a book I wanted to read 
for every book my professors wanted me to read.  One of 
my professors actually thought that was pretty cool and 
gave me some extra time to get an assignment turned in 
because I was also reading The Brothers Karamazov.   I 
don't know why my rule about reading for myself came to 
be so important, but it did.  After all, as Dostoevsky says, 
“The mystery of human existence lies not in just staying 
alive, but in finding something to live for.” 

In business, I was more successful than I had any right 
to be.  Yes, I was sober and industrious, but those are the 
attributes of any good worker and not, by themselves, 
enough for success in business.  I think I was just lucky, 
both with my career and with several investments.  On 
the other hand, I was not successful in a series of personal 
relationships.  The women with whom I'd become 
intimate all ended up saying they knew better than to 
marry me—or that I would never get around to wanting 
to marry them.

They were right, too.  My longest relationship was 
with Alice, who, when she moved out of the apartment 
we had shared for over a year, said to me, “You're a great 
guy, James, but I always have a sense that you're holding 
back something, that there's some part of you that you 
never let anyone, not even me, ever see.  I want more 
from you, and I don't think you can give it—at least not to 
me.”  Where could I begin to tell her about my past, about 
what was in my heart?  So I just nodded in agreement and 
then she left.

When Alice left, I got to thinking about when and 
where I'd truly been happy and so reached a really 
strange conclusion.  I no longer needed to work for a 
living; I just needed to do work that mattered to me.  And 
then, all of a sudden I knew what I wanted to do and 
where I wanted to do it.

VIII.
I moved back to that small town in Iowa where I'd 

grown up.  I bought an empty store on its main street, 
with an apartment above it.  The moving company 
arrived with all my things a day after I did, so my 
furniture went upstairs, along with all my favorite books, 
while many more of my books went downstairs to be 
a part of the stock in my used bookstore.  I didn't open 
for business until two or three weeks later as I traveled 
around buying up more stock for my store.  I paid cash 
for everything, including the building.  After all, I didn't 
need money, just something meaningful to do—and what 

seemed most meaningful to me then was the opportunity 
to talk about books.

I figured I could pull off this return to the place I'd 
grown up because my appearance had changed quite a 
bit in the last twenty-five years and because there were no 
pictures of me from back then.  I decided to call my store 
Gatsby's, and I even went and put a green light in the 
window in front.

Everything went better than I had any right to expect.  
I barely made enough money to cover the utilities and 
my meals, but I didn't care.  I often ate at a fast-food 
restaurant, where I occasionally got to continue an 
interesting conversation that had started back at my 
store.  I remember once sitting in a booth by myself and 
overhearing a conversation taking place among some 
high school students sitting in the booth behind me.  They 
were talking about their English teacher, an old woman 
who still had “a wicked sense of humor” and who had 
never married because of a tragic love affair back when 
she was “young and hot.”  I was tempted to ask them 
about this teacher, but I didn't want them to think I'd been 
snooping, so I didn't.  As it turned out, I didn't have to. 

She came into my store the next day.  I was sitting on 
the floor, reshelving books, and I guess she didn't see 
me because she bumped into me and then apologized.  I 
looked up, the voice being familiar the same way you 
can still hear the voices of people who have died in your 
dreams.  She looked down at me and smiled, her eyes 
shining as if a tear were in each one.  She said, “I'm with 
you—don't you see?—still.  I haven't forsaken you.”

Oh my, I thought—still quoting Henry James.
It was good to be home at last.
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