
“A man who works with his hands is a laborer; a man who works with his 
hands and his brain is a craftsman;” wrote Louis Nizer, “but a man who works 
with his hands and his brain and his heart is an artist.”

Iowa City architect Mark Seabold, AIA, LEED AP, is a Keokuk native, the 
son of Tom and Sandy Seabold. Working with his hands in the creative arts 

must have been natural for the young Mark because he was surrounded by art 
and supplies at his parents’ Artworks business. Conveniently, their home was 
in the same historic Keokuk treasure listed on the National Register of Historic 
Places. The Seabold family enjoyed all kinds of professional and amateur visual 
art. But his character was most certainly shaped by other influences too. Mark’s 
hometown remembers his grandparents Sohl and Seabold who owned and 
operated Sohl Insurance and Jemison Chevrolet respectively. As a boy Mark 
learned about hearing the customer, about working extra hours when necessary, 
and about pride in the product.

Keokuk Senior High School’s award-winning architecture surely was 
esthetically pleasing to this future architect. In 1992 Mark earned his 
architectural degree from Iowa State University before he relocated to Iowa 
City. Since then, he says, “I have spent time in large and small firms, as well 
as my own firm, before landing at Shive-Hattery where I have become one of 
the principal architects.” He has been employed there for more than 15 years. 
Seabold explains, “Shive-Hattery began as an engineering firm over 100 years 
ago, then in the late 1980’s began hiring architects to help with their work. I 
joined (them) in 2001 and am typically involved in commercial and residential 
design projects as well as senior living.”

Iowa City’s East Side Recycling Center complex (pictured below) is a 
case in point. The city desired a campus of sustainably designed buildings 
consolidating recycling and landfill diversion programs in one location.           

An architect's art
                   by Elaine Tweedy Foley
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The Shive-Hattery website explains, “The facility is designed to display 
sustainable construction strategies in harmony with the surrounding landscape. 
Natural materials blend seamlessly with manufactured elements, linking the 
interior space with its surroundings.… The Education Center hovers over the 
adjacent bioswales, treading lightly on the site.” They continue, “This project 
achieved a Leadership in Energy and Environmental Design (LEED) Platinum 
certification from the U.S. Green Building Council (their highest rating).”

Seabold also was a lead designer for the Oaknoll senior living complex 
expansion in Iowa City. The $55 million Spring Street housing unit expansion 
at Oaknoll is connected by a glass skywalk to the main building across the 
street. Resident amenities include an informal dining restaurant, sports pub, 
community room, art studio and exhibition area and meeting rooms. Shive-
Hattery designers, hearing the customer and the community, put two levels 
of parking beneath the four above-ground floors thereby “reducing the 
visual intrusion of parking on the neighborhood.” Oaknoll’s environmentally 
responsible, creative design redefines what retirement looks like.

Iowa City’s former Sycamore Mall had suffered considerable challenges 
until the new owners hired Seabold who, in 2012, was head of the commercial 
division with Shive-Hattery. He envisioned the aging mall being transformed 
into a contemporary marketplace. To promote the new image, the retail 

Continued from Page 1
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cluster was renamed Iowa City 
Marketplace in 2014. Seabold 
was pleased that the first step 
for improving the retail site was 
acquisition of Lucky’s Market 
as the anchor store. Renovations 
inside and outside were designed 
to complement the marketplace 
concept. The Shive-Hattery 
website explains, “Original 
entrances were stripped down 
to structure, the entire facade 
was reconstructed for a farmers’ 
market feel, and skylights were added 
for natural light.” Seabold’s team saw 
an architectural design weaving the 
businesses together, making them a unique 
destination. Updates are ongoing as future 
transformations will accommodate new 
tenants. In an interview with The Gazette, 
Seabold said that, nationally, retail centers 
are being rebranded and existing spaces 
are becoming more “open air” and free 
flowing. Formerly closed environments 
are being opened and re-used for dining, 
entertainment and unexpected-use areas.

Mark Seabold is not limiting his artistic 
interests to architecture. “I also have 
been very involved locally volunteering 
my time for arts-focused organizations.” He is 
past president of Iowa City’s Public Art Advisory 
Board, where he continues to serve. Seabold says 
that through that group’s efforts, “Iowa City has a 
great collection of permanent sculptures installed 
throughout town.” He also is a member and past 
president of The University of Iowa Museum 
of Art’s member council; the group’s focus is to 
raise awareness and promote membership for the 
museum. “I have done planning for many events 
including a community art installation ‘Just Do(t) Art’ 
and numerous fund-raising parties.”

 “(At Shive-Hattery) we have between 350-400 
people, both architects and engineers, who work here 
in multiple Midwest offices. I am currently on a small 
internal group working to increase our firm’s design 
profile through process, collaboration and review of 
our work.”

Probably Mark Seabold’s success continues because he hears the customer, works 
extra hours when necessary, and accepts nothing less than pride in his product. The man 
who introduced this article might have been writing about Mark when he said, “A fine 
artist is one who makes familiar things new and new things familiar.” That said, Mark 
Seabold is a fine artist; a man who works with his hands, his brain and his heart.

3

Continued from Page 2

Iowa City Marketplace, formerly known as the Sycamore Mall.

Mark Seabold



Or as my generation, and even my kids’ generation, know her...
The Palace

I was there on opening night.  The line wound around the block.  Greg and I with 
our friends and, what seemed like, most of the tri-county area inched forward, eager to 
experience Keokuk’s newest “night club.”  The music could be heard out on the street 
and you could feel the excitement building.  Finally, we made it to the door when the 
unthinkable happened - I got carded.  I hadn’t thought to bring an ID... after all I was 
- well, let’s just say that my teen years were in the rearview mirror.  Now, I would like 
to say that my husband and our friends, in solidarity, stepped out of line with me as I 
was denied access, but nooo.  They gleefully waved as they disappeared down the steps 

and into - what I imagined as - the best time ever, 
leaving me to slog home for my ID. 

The lovely lady, The Palace, is gone.  Ravaged by 
fire, neglect and the elements, she is forever erased 
from our landscape and yes, it is a sad and wasteful 
thing. There were efforts to save her, underfunded 
and without an outpouring of public support, 
destined to fail.   

But preservation is not dead nor does it sleep. 
Across the street from The Palace is the South 
Lee County Courthouse - still in use because 
the residents of Lee County spoke up and made 
their voices heard. At the foot of Bank Street, 
the Keokuk Union Depot is being meticulously 
restored ensuring this piece of Keokuk history 
will be around for future generations. Down the 
street stands the Eagles on Blondeau, a building 
saved from certain demolition now fully occupied. 
The former Younker Bros location at 428 Main 
still stands, repurposed to house America’s First 
Great Dam Museum and Keokuk Area Convention 
and Tourism Bureau. The Hotel Iowa, Meyers 
Courtyard, the Grand Theatre, Lucky’s, the Knights 
of Columbus, 30 North 4th, 29 North 5th, the Horn 
Building, and...

Yes, we’ve lost some treasures.  Our skyline 
and our landscape has changed as buildings are 
modified to suit today’s uses - chimneys removed, 
cornices simplified, windows reduced.  And yes, 
there are a number of historically significant 
buildings still at risk. But it is the successes and the 
people who got involved that deserve to be talked 
about on social media sites, in the news, and in the 
coffee shops and bars. 

And that “somebody who should do 
something” that we hear about so often is you, is me, with our collective voices giving 
City Hall the support they need to affect change. One example of change is the City’s 
power to create a locally designated historic district with appropriate standards to guide 
development and foster preservation... but they can’t enact it, they won’t enact it, and 
they shouldn’t without “we the people” advocating for it.

The Elks Club...
 by Joyce Glasscock
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The Elks building was constructed on the corner of 6th and 
Blondeau in 1911, and came down January of 2016.
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On February 7 AAUW Keokuk Branch and the Keokuk 
Association for Rights and Equality (KARE) will sponsor Patti 

Miller’s presentation of her video of Freedom Summer, followed by 
discussion.  The event will take place at 
New Bethel Church at 7 pm and is free 
to the public.  A dinner will precede the 
video and the charge for the dinner is $10.  
Reservations for the dinner only must 
be made by February 1 by calling Dev 
Kiedaisch at (319) 524-3935.  For those 
attending the program only, please plan to 
arrive by 6:50.

Patti Miller grew up in an all white 
rural community in Iowa, in the heart 
of the Midwest. Her hero was Abraham 
Lincoln and her assumption, from her 
reading, was that the slaves were freed 
and that all men and women, black and 
white, lived together in harmony in her country.  In 1963 while 
a student at Drake University, Patti had an opportunity to travel 
through the deep South with a group of fellow students from the 
Wesley Foundation on campus. Before leaving, the students studied 
the history of the treatment of African Americans in the South. They 
learned of the growing Civil Rights Movement and of some of the 
leaders, such as Martin Luther King. This trip was to become a life-
altering event for Patti. 

She learned about the laws that made refusing service to African 
Americans legal and about blacks having to ride in the backs of 
the buses and to stand if a white person wanted their seat. She 
learned of civil rights workers being jailed for protesting these laws 
and the conditions that made it impossible for her black sisters 
and brothers to vote. A shocked and angry Patti Miller returned to 
Iowa after that trip, determined that things like this should not be 
happening in her country.

Continued on Page 6

Patti Miller and Freedom Summer
 by Dev Kiedaisch
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In 1964, Patti saw a brochure on a bulletin board on campus telling of a Summer 
Project in Mississippi. It was an invitation to students, especially northern students, to 
spend the summer in Mississippi, helping with voter registration, working in freedom 
schools and community centers while living with local black families. Patti knew 
instantly that she wanted to go. The summer is now referred to as Freedom Summer ’64.  
That summer changed Patti’s life and the life of the country.

After returning to college, she became active in helping to change the housing 
policies at Drake that until that time allowed those who offered off-campus housing to 
discriminate against black students.  After graduating from Drake, Patti worked for more 
than two years in Chicago with Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. and the Southern Christian 
Leadership Conference (SCLC) in the Project to End Slums. While headquartering with 
SCLC on Chicago’s West Side, she worked with college students at area colleges and 
universities to encourage participation in Dr. King’s work in the north. She helped organize 
and participated in many of the marches in Chicago suburbs. At the time of Dr. King’s 
assassination, Patti was teaching music in Chicago’s largest all-black inner city high school.

 Patti is now devoting her time to Keeping History Alive by sharing her story through 
public lectures, making a documentary and writing a book. Patti is eager to connect with 
the young people of today to inspire them to make their own history in responding to the 
challenges facing our country and communities today.

Freedom Summer
In the summer of 1964, college students and others throughout the 

United States were invited to Mississippi to take part in what was then 
called the Mississippi Summer Project. In the brochure announcing the 
project, details were given to interested persons regarding the history and 
purpose of this endeavor. It was this brochure that Patti Miller saw on a 
bulletin board on her campus. She immediately applied, was accepted 
and left for Mississippi, alone on a bus that took her from Des Moines, 
Iowa through the deep South to Jackson, Mississippi, where she had her 
orientation for the summer to come. This was the cover of the brochure 
that caught Patti’s attention and the attention of hundreds of other college 
students.

On June 21, Robert Moses, project director of Freedom Summer, quietly 
went to the podium in the auditorium and announced to the students 
that three of their fellow civil rights workers, Mickey Schwerner, James 
Chaney and Andrew Goodman, who had left the previous day to go back 
to Mississippi, were missing and probably dead. All of the students were 

given an opportunity at that time to 
go back home, but nearly everyone 
made the decision to continue on to 
Mississippi to begin the work to which 
they were all committed.

By the first of July, hundreds of 
students had arrived in Mississippi 
and were assigned to the various 
projects. All were assigned to one of the 
following: Voter Registration, Freedom 
Schools or Community Centers. The 
long hot summer had begun.

Freedom Summer photo of another 
Drake student, Marvin Gatch, 
and Patti Miller reading to the 
children in the community center in 
Meridian, MS. 6

Continued from Page 5
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Hear Me Roar - March 4, 2017

Keokuk’s AAUW is sponsoring A Celebration of Women’s History Month in Song 
and Word on Saturday, March 4, at 7:30 pm at the Grand Theatre. Mary Lynne 

Arms is directing the show that will feature Keokuk area women extolling the virtues 
of womanhood. The show will end with the entire cast singing Helen Reddy’s hit, "I am 
Woman, Hear Me Roar!" Tickets are $15 and available at Willow Tree Flowers and Gifts, 
Keokuk Area Convention and Tourism and The Lost Canvas.

Satyrus Jeering Brings "The Nitch" to the Grand

February 25th a caravan of crafty calamity will take over the stage 
at the Grand to the delight of both young and old. In their Debut 

Touring performance of The Nitch, Satyrus Jeering’s masked cohort will be 
joined by multiple artistic acts in a variety style show heralding a return 
to the era of Vaudeville Theatre Circuits in Iowa. Based on the acclaimed 
children’s fantasy book, Satyrus Jeering’s The Nitch is a wildly raucous 
theatrical event wherein Mr. Jeering’s bookselling cohort of three masked 
players, Taxus, Vulpus and Hairbrain, continually work to thwart each 
other's attempt at reading the book to the audience. Throughout their 
bumbling attempt at sharing The Nitch, a myriad of comedic scenarios 
unfold in a pie-flying spectacle of literary buffoonery.

Witness fantastical flights by Iowa Fly Girl, Felicia Coe.  Feast 
your ears upon a maelstrom of musical marvels created by an as yet 
undisclosed Iowa based singer songwriter. Behold visual invigorators, 
Des Moines' own Portrait Studio, as they offer not only uniquely abstract 
portraits in the lobby before and after the show, but also join in on stage 
as part of a living backdrop.

This one-of-a-kind event has multiple sponsors including Humanities 
Iowa and Iowa Business Growth.  Tickets are $7 for adults and free for 
children under 11.  Theatre doors will open at 6:00 pm with the show set 
to begin at 6:30 pm.  For more information, visit SatyrusJeering.com.

http://www.satyrusjeering.com
http://www.vigenmemorialhome.com
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Book Talk with Local Authors - March 11, 2017

Montrose sisters, Mary Sue 
(Megchelsen) Chatfield and Kay 

(Megchelsen) Kite, dreamed for years about 
writing a book to share the great times they 
spent in the mid 1940s - 1950s as children 
on the farm of their grandparents, Lou 
and Birdie Boyd.  With original watercolor 
illustrations by Jolene (Fowler) Nichols, 
they tell 24 stories from a simpler time, 
when children made their own fun.  Out 
on the Hill has now been published and is 
available in paperback for $18.00 each.  

March 11th, the two authors will be 
holding a book talk in the Round Room 
at the Keokuk Public Library, from 1 until 
3 pm.  They'll be happy to tell you more 
stories, as well as sell you a personally 
signed copy.

Mystery Photo

Clearly, this band was from Keokuk and had an African-American membership.  The mystery, 
then, is what the People's Institute was and the names of the band members.  It might also be 
nice to know where, exactly, this picture was taken.  Anyone with insights on this matter is 
encouraged to contact the editor at gardners3@gmail.com.

mailto:Gardners3@gmail.com
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What originally featured artistically 
decorated Christmas trees has grown 
over the years and now offers a wide 
variety of gift items for auction.

Keokuk Art Center’s 27th Annual Festival of Trees was held on November 19, 2016. The 
theme was “Winter Wonderland”and, as always, the crowd was filled with the holiday 

spirit.  Over $1500 was raised to help fund the Art Center’s Artist in the Schools Program, 
monthly exhibits, classes and other activities.

The Keokuk Art Center's 2016
 Festival of Trees and Gifts  – Winter Wonderland

mailto:lcihs@yahoo.com
http://lcihs.org
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The stock market had collapsed nearly two and a 
half years earlier.  Since then, bank after bank had 

failed, averaging a hundred a month through 1930, and 
then this rate of bank failure had increased so much that 
1200 banks failed in just the month of October 1931.  Even 
solvent banks had experienced enormous withdrawal 
demands, resulting in a nationwide acute currency 
shortage.  Unemployment also increased dramatically.  In 
the depths of what came to be called the Great Depression 
about a third of America's paid workers lacked a job and 
had meager resources at best to keep going.  It was against 
this backdrop that Franklin Delano Roosevelt was elected 
President of the United States and almost immediately 
declared a bank holiday.  It wasn't until a week later that 
some banks were permitted to reopen.  Three weeks later, 
on March 27, 1933, Keokuk began to issue it's own paper 
money, better known then as stamp scrip, to help solve the 
unemployment problem in Keokuk.

Several hundred communities had, like Keokuk, 
decided to make use of scrip to alleviate, at least locally, 
some of the economic distress brought about by the 
Great Depression.  Of course, no local effort could 
solve problems that, by the early thirties, had become 
international in scope.  Still, local use and eventual 
redemption within a community appealed to local 
merchants and many of their regular customers, all of 
whom were familiar with the idea that it is better for a 
community to buy from local, independent merchants 
rather than from chain stores and mail-order catalogs.  
Even before the stock market crash, it was becoming 
harder to convince those local customers to do this when 
the chain stores and mail-order catalogs had a greater 
selection and lower prices.

Continued on Page 11

When Keokuk Last Issued Its Own Money
 by Tom Gardner

Iowa Stamp Scrip      7 

TABLE 
IOWA STAMP SCRIP ISSUERS 

 
Town/ 
County 

Date 
started 
(first 
issue) 

 
Issue ($) and 

denomination 

Number 
and 

value of 
stamps 

 

Type 

 
Date 

ended 

Hawarden 10/8/32 300         $1 36 x 3¢ transaction Jan 1936 
Rock  
Rapids 

 
11/26/32 

 
250           50¢ 

 
54 x 1¢ 

hybrid: 
week 

 
Dec 1933 

Eldora 12/8/32 285         $1 36 x 3¢ transaction Nov 1933 
Lamoni 12/8/32 100         $1 36 x 3¢ transaction  
Sigourney 12/8/32 250         $1 36 x 3¢ transaction  
Albia 12/21/32 375+        50¢ 54 x 1¢ transaction  
Pella 12/22/32 500         $1 36 x 3¢ transaction June 1937 
New  
London 

 
1/3/33  

 
100         $1 

 
36 x 3¢ 

 
transaction 

 

Nevada 1/5/33 300         $1 36 x 3¢ transaction  
Grinnell 1/10/33 500         $1 36 x 3¢ transaction Nov 1933 
Adel 1/25/33 300         $1 36 x 3¢ transaction Jan 1934 
What 
Cheer 

 
1/27/33 

 
150         $1 

 
36 x 3¢ 

 
transaction 

 
Jan 1936 

Adel (2) 2/8/33 600          50¢ 36 x 1.5¢ dated: week Jan 1934 
West  
Burlington 

 
2/10/33 

 
                50¢ 

 
50 x 1¢ 

 
transaction 

 

Humeston 2/11/33   25         $1 54 x 2¢ transaction July 1933 
Boone 2/15/33                $1 36 x 3¢ transaction  
Centerville 2/20/33  600         50¢ 54 x 1¢ transaction  
Lake Mills 3/1/33  300        $1 52 x 2¢ transaction Nov 1933 
Greenfield 3/11/33  600         50¢ 36 x 1.5¢ transaction Sept 1933 
Red Oak 3/11/33 1000       $1 52 x 2¢ dated: week Nov 1933 
Bedford 3/13/33  300        $1 50 x 2¢ transaction  
Lenox 3/ 15/33                 50¢ 36 x 1.5¢ transaction  
Pella (2) 3/22/33 1000       $1 50 x 2¢ transaction June 1937 
Keokuk 3/27/33   500       $1 36 x 3¢ transaction June 1933 
Cass  4/6/33 4400       $1 50 x 2¢ transaction June 1935 
Winneshiek  April 33 6000       $1 50 x 2¢ transaction Aug 1934 
Hawarden 
(3) 

 
4/10/33 

 
 300        $1 

 
36 x 3¢ 

 
time: month 

 
May 1936 

Earlham 4/22/33                 50¢ 36 x 1.5¢ transaction  
Iowa City 5/3/33 1630+     $1 50 x 2¢ transaction  
Polk  May 33 125,000  $1 50 x 2¢ transaction June 1934 
Mason 
City 

 
5/6/33 

 
10,000    $1 

 
52 x 2¢ 

hybrid: 
week 

 
June 1934 

SOURCE: Ralph A. Mitchell and Neil Shafer, Standard Catalog of Depression Scrip of the 
United States (Iola, WI, 1984), plus newspaper reports. There are also issues reported 
for Joice and a 20¢ second issue for Lake Mills, but no details are known. 

SOURCE: Ralph A. Mitchell and Neil Shafer, Standard 
Catalog of Depression Scrip of the United States (Iola,WI, 
1984), plus newspaper reports.  There are also issues reported 
for Joice and a 20¢ second issue for Lake Mills, but no details 
are known.

http://www.pilotgrovesavingsbank.com
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High unemployment and a serious contraction of the money supply gave the 
principle of buying locally  a new impetus.  Local merchants might, for instance, extend 
credit to customers they had known for a long, long time—at least up to a point.  Most 
of the products sold by local merchants were produced elsewhere and had to be paid 
for promptly.  So where can a community begin to improve its economy?  Jobs for 
unemployed workers seemed like a good place to start, but those workers needed to 
be paid, and where was the money to come from?  Locally issued stamp scrip was one 
possible answer, and its biggest promoter was a man named Charles J. Zylstra, a Dutch 
immigrant living in Hawarden, Iowa.

A community would issue each piece of stamp scrip with a stated value, say one 
dollar, and each one would have on its back thirty-six empty squares.  These squares 
would each have to have pasted in them a special stamp before a piece of scrip would be 
redeemed for its face value in U.S. currency.  The community would sell these stamps to 
participating scrip users for three cents each.  Every time a piece of scrip changed hands, 
a stamp would be stuck on its back by the person using it.  A community might use 
stamp scrip to pay workers to perform some task that would improve the community, 
and that the community lacked sufficient tax revenue to pay for otherwise.  Generally 
a combination of U.S. currency and stamp scrip would be used to pay workers.  The 
workers might be paid a dollar in stamp scrip and sixty cents in U.S. currency for each 
day worked.  Preference was often given to unemployed local workers with families to 
provide for.

The stamps provide the backing for the scrip.  The cost of the thirty-six stamps 
required for each piece's redemption would add up to $1.08, with the eight cents going to 
pay for printing and administrative expenses.  The three cents per transaction cost would 
be distributed among a number of people within the community, with a somewhat 
larger part of the cost going to participating merchants.  Furthermore, they could not 
use this local scrip to pay their suppliers, nor would they want to make change for scrip 
purchases with U.S. currency.  This latter feature actually ended up working to their 

advantage, as purchasers with scrip would end up buying a bit more 
than they would have otherwise.

Stamp scrip had its potential disadvantages.  A town might spend 
its scrip money foolishly, or corruptly, or might simply issue too 
much scrip. The parties to a scrip transaction might avoid using the 
3¢ stamp.  It clearly would work best in a smaller town or city where 
most people know each other and share a sense of needing to get 
through tough times together.  In Des Moines, over $130,00 in scrip 
was issued, but all too often transactions took place without the use of 
stamps, and eventually $102,000 in funding bonds had to be issued in 
order to retire the scrip. 

Keokuk approached the issue of stamp scrip with considerable 
caution.  A Committee of Thirty had been established, headed by 
local attorney J.O. Boyd.  This committee was charged with the 
responsibility of reducing local unemployment and undertook 
several measures to bring this about.  One of them was the issue of 
stamp scrip in the amount of several hundred dollars, all apparently 
denominated One Dollar.  Those who had resided in Keokuk 
for a minimum of six months were hired using this scrip, with a 
preference given to those who had families.  Several projects of 
public improvement were undertaken, including the removal of 
brush from Keokuk's parks.  Apparently the major improvement was 
the removal of rock and dirt from the hill behind the Keokuk Union 
Depot.  This rock and dirt was then used as fill in Keokuk's Victory 
Park, just across the tracks.  There are several nineteenth century 
reports of ancient petroglyphs made by Native Americans on this 
hill, or, more properly, cliff face.  It is unclear as to whether these 
petroglyphs survived into the twentieth century or whether there 
were remnants of these petroglyphs that were destroyed at 
this time.

Continued from Page 10

http://www.conncommunications.com
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Apparently, Keokuk's experiment with stamp scrip was 
a modest success.  It did result in a number of our town's 
unemployed men having work, at least for a while, and 
thus being able to feed and clothe their families.  At the 
time, much was made of the fact that they had not sought 
and had not received charity, but real work, work that 
needed to be done and that, without stamp scrip, Keokuk 
could not have afforded.  Apparently, nearly all of the 
pieces of this scrip were properly filled in with the requisite 
thirty-six stamps and redeemed.  Most likely, many of the 
redeemed pieces of scrip were later destroyed.  Surviving 
examples are scarce today.

Sources Consulted:
Elvins, Sarah.  “Scrip Money and Slump Cures:  Iowa's 

Experiments with Alternative Currency during the Great 
Depression.”  The Annals of Iowa.  64.3 (Summer 2005):  
221-245.

Mitchell, Ralph A., and Neil Shafer.  Standard Catalog of 
Depression Scrip of the United States.  Iola, WI:  Krause, 1984.

Along with several newspaper clippings from the vertical 
file collection at the Keokuk Public Library that were located 
for me by Tonya Boltz, who is employed at KPL and writes 
for the Confluence.
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Front and back of a redeemed Hawarden stamp scrip certificate. From 
author’s collection. 

issuance of scrip to pay the unemployed to do work of social 
value in the community. Zylstra noted that for the plan to suc-
ceed, the whole community had to be behind the idea; busi-
nesses had to agree to accept the certificates, and other commu-
nity members had to accept them as well. For businesses, he 
argued, the cost of the three-cent stamp to use the certificate 
was a good bargain: were it not for the certificate, the transac-
tion would not take place at all, and three cents on the dollar 
was what a business might reasonably have to spend on adver-
tising anyway. In addition, the backs of the certificates pointed 
out that they had come into circulation as a means of helping 
the unemployed, and, by generating business, would promote a 
return to prosperity.  

Above right, front and back of Keokuk scrip.  The 
accompanying description reads: $1.00; March 27, 1933; 
Green on yellow-green paper; 216 x 95 mm.

Below right, front and back of a redeemed 
Hawarden stamp scrip certificate from the collection 
of Jonathan Warner. 
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I t has been my privilege to have among my 
duties at the Keokuk Public Library working 

in its genealogy collection and working with 
the volunteers who have contributed so much 
to it.  KPL has a truly impressive collection of 
genealogy materials.  Many of the items in this 
collection are available for browsing, though a 
good number of items must be specifically asked 
for.  These resources can be a bit tricky for those 
just beginning their search for ancestors or for 
those who lived in Keokuk long ago, but with 
a bit of guidance (freely available!) some pretty 
remarkable results can be found.

Much of the information 
in the genealogy section was 
compiled by volunteers.  One 
one of them, a truly great 
resource for our library, has been Mrs. Geraldine Satterly.  Mrs. 
Satterly moved to Keokuk over sixty years ago and was a valued 
asset to to our community as well as to the library right up until 
her passing on November 15, 2008, at the age of 84.  We at KPL 
always referred to her as Mrs. Satterly out of respect and as 
an acknowledgment of her abilities and hard work.  She was a 
member and past president of the Keokuk Genealogical Society 
as well as a library volunteer.  She was the mother of Elaine 
Woodring, another longtime community volunteer, and mother-
in-law of Mike Woodring, a well known Keokuk pharmacist and 
member of KPL's Board of Directors for a number of years.

Many years ago, Mrs. Satterly acquired actual death certificate 
copies for Lee County from the 1920’s through the early 1930’s. 
The story that she told me was that a friend of hers worked at the 
courthouse and they were going to toss out these duplicate copies of 
the death certificates and happened to mention that they would be 
in a blue box next to the trash can on Tuesday morning and that the 
trash was generally picked up by 11:00 a.m.  This meant they were, 
for those few hours on Tuesday morning, available for the taking.

It was in this way they became a treasure in Mrs. Satterly's 
genealogy collection.  Subsequently, she wrote down each 
name and date and gave us a copy of that index.  Whenever 
a patron needed a copy of a specific certificate, Mrs. Satterly 
would run right down to the library with a copy for us to copy 
for the patron.   We now have all of these copies scanned into a 
computer so they are available to print. 

Many years ago Mrs. Satterly walked the entire Oakland 
Cemetery, writing down all the information on each headstone.  Then 
she went to the courthouse to verify the information.  After obtaining 

verification, she typed this information on index cards.  She did all this back before there 
were personal computers, using a manual typewriter.  This was a tremendous amount of 
effort on her part, but the result is a fantastic collection.  

She also kept track of obituaries in the Daily Gate City.  She would write the names 
and dates of the newspaper for indexing.  Again, this is all done before Excel and various 
other computer programs made organizing data of this type so much easier. 13

Geraldine Satterly -  
volunteer extraordinaire. 

Geraldine Satterly, A Memorable Library Volunteer
 by Tonya Boltz

 

Continued on Page 14
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On March 11, 1865, the body of a man dressed in cavalry clothes and boots was found in the ice near 
the mouth of Price's creek, the skull broken.  Nothing was found on the body to identify it.

–Keokuk History 1820-1906
The Constitution-Democrat

   September 29, 1906
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Continued from Page 13

But today, it is Mrs. Satterly I want to remember with genuine gratitude.  She was very 
knowledgeable and I loved speaking with her. 

While genealogical research can be taught in a broad, general sort of way, the 
particularities of individual collections and resources are such that guidance from 
someone with greater experience is essential.  I am honored to say that I have been 
the beneficiary of Mrs. Satterly's great experience and good judgment.   Whenever I 
needed help with genealogy research, she was the one I would call and ask for help.  She 
would gladly come down and sit in front of the microfilm reader for hours looking for 
information.  She would often go to the courthouse and look for information there, also.  
She did not give up easily.  If she couldn’t find the information we sought, chances are it 
was never there to be found.

In the summer months, when it was very hot and humid outside, I would wait until 
I had several requests, then I would call her and ask her if she could come help me.  
This would give her the opportunity to spend an entire afternoon or longer in our air-
conditioned library, something I knew she looked forward to, just as she looked forward 
to the challenges of genealogical research.  I also knew she would nearly always find 
what we were looking for.

Recently, the Woodring family presented the Keokuk Public Library with Mrs. 
Satterly's collection of genealogy materials.  The staff uses this collection on a daily basis, 
as do our patrons, both locally and from great distances.  We are, all of us, frequently 
amazed at what she accomplished.  Sometimes, when I am stuck on a genealogical 
project, I find myself sitting back and waiting for that small voice in my head to tell me 
what I should do next.  It sounds a lot like Mrs. Satterly.

There are many people that I could mention that have donated their time, effort and 
knowledge in making the Keokuk Public Library’s genealogy section what it is today.  

March 11, 1865

 

http://www.sutliverealestate.com


The well-known department store Younker's got its start in Keokuk.
Three of eight brothers in the Polish-born Younker family, Lipman, Samuel and 

Marcus, opened their first Younker and Brothers Dry Goods Store in 1856 in Keokuk.
In The Younker Reporter, a 

quarterly publication put out by the 
store several decades ago (on file 
at Keokuk Public Library), William 
Temple writes that the three itinerant 
business partners carried packs of 
merchandise to out-of-town farmers 
in Lee and Des Moines counties in the 
pre-Civil War era.

Local lore suggest the first small 
store was located on the Mississippi 
River bank in the area known as "Rat 
Row."  Sometime later, the brothers 
moved the store to Main Street, where 
it operated until 1879. 

The Younker men "came to 
America and the West by way of New 
York City and Louisiana, Missouri," 
according to Temple.

Lipman was 17 years old when he arrived in America in 1851 with his older brother 
Benjamin, who started a store in Missouri.  Three years later, Lipman moved to Keokuk.

Lipman was joined in Keokuk by Marcus and Samuel, who managed the dry goods 
retail partnership. 

The 1859 Keokuk City Directory lists the three men living at St. Charles Hotel, at the corner 
of Johnson and Second streets.  Later, the brothers each married and purchased homes.

Their store was closed on Saturdays, which is the Jewish Sabbath.  According to Michael 
Bell, author of True Israelites in America:  The Story of Jews in Iowa (Grinnell College, 1994), 
one of the state's earliest instances of Jewish communal life in Iowa took place in Keokuk, 
where Jews formed a benevolent society.  Though its numbers were relatively small, the 
group purchased ground for a burial place, assisted the sick and needy, and arranged for a 
meeting place for religious purposes.

More on the Younker Family
 by Lauren Zechin

     

The Younker Brothers, left to right – front 
row: Joseph, Lipman, Samuel and Marcus; 
back row: Benjamin, Herman and Manassa.

Continued on Page 16
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Samuel had a lead role in erecting Iowa's first synagogue, according to the 
Biographical Dictionary of Iowa (University of Iowa Press, 2009).

Another Younker brother, Manassa, owned a store close by at 428 Main Street, a 
building which now houses the Keokuk Area Convention and Tourism Bureau.  Half-
brother Aaron remained in the East.

In 1874, Lipman, Samuel and Marcus sent their half-brother Herman to Des Moines to 
open a branch store.

"We found ourselves too large for Keokuk," Marcus said in A Century with Iowa 
Jewry (by Jack Wolfe, 1941).  "Our business had outgrown the town, which at that time, 
along with all other riverfront towns, was on the decline; and ever being ambitious 
to attain a firm foothold in the business world, we took out $6,000 of our capital and 
invested in a branch store in Des Moines, which was said to be the promising center of 
commerce in Iowa.

"That our investment was a profitable 
one will be believed by all Iowans."

Samuel died at age 42 in 1879, and 
is buried in Oakland Cemetery in 
Keokuk.  His widow, Tina, moved to Des 
Moines to assist Marcus and Herman 
in managing the branch store. After 
Samuel's death and the Keokuk store's 
closing, Lipman moved his family to 
New York.  Another brother, Joseph, 
who had worked in Keokuk, joined his 
brothers in Des Moines.

The Des Moines store was as 
successful as the founders had dreamed.

The Iowa Biographical Dictionary 
says, "Although the company would 
eventually shorten its name to 
'Younkers,' the tradition of shrewd 
management and progressive thinking 
initiated by brothers Lipman, Samuel 
and Marcus, would remain unaltered 
as the family business evolved into 
one of the region's largest department 
store chains, with branches eventually 
operating in seven Midwestern states."

This article, in a slightly modified form, 
originally appeared in the April, 2016 More in the Mississippi Valley Magazine.  The 
introductory piece, "Dear Sister Nettie,"can be found online in the November, 2016 - January, 
2017 issue of the Confluence, by clicking www.mainstreetkeokuk.com/confluence.

Continued from Page 15

The Younkers moved their flagship store to 7th and Walnut, 
downtown Des Moines,  in 1899.  There it continued to operate for 
106 years until eventually closing in 2005. 

http://www.eventbrite.com
http://www.keokuk.lib.ia.us
http://www.mainstreetkeokuk.com/confluence
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 But Jesus said, “Suffer little children, and forbid them not, to come unto me:  
 for of such is the kingdom of heaven.”

        Matthew 19:14

I.

Whenever I visit Keokuk's Oakland Cemetery, whether doing research or resetting 
tombstones, these words from the Book of Matthew often come to mind.  In any section 

of the cemetery there are scores of tombstones bearing the names of children.  Accidents have 
claimed the lives of dozens of children, while diseases have caused the deaths of hundreds 
more.  Many diseases that are considered not to be life-threatening today because of advances 
in hygiene and medicine, were once the dreaded nightmares of parents who watched their 
children die from measles, typhoid, scarlet fever, cholera and more.

Though a complete list of the children buried in this cemetery, along with their causes of 
death, has never been maintained—and would be inappropriate here—I can tell you a few of 
their stories.  Some of the children buried in Oakland Cemetery do not even have their name 
on a tombstone that would remember them to us.  Among those whose death was the result of 
an accident, consider the unnamed boy, about fourteen years old, who was crushed to death 
between railroad cars in 1868 and is buried somewhere in Potter's Field.  Others whose grave 
markers have not (yet) been located include Gustavus Wolf, drowned in 1869 at the age of 
seventeen; three-year-old Ora Harmon who was scalded to death 1877; three-year-old Paul 
Azinger who died from lockjaw in 1910, the lockjaw having been a result of being accidentally 
struck on the back of his head with a hoe by his five-year-old sister while they were digging for 
worms in their backyard; and then as recently as 1942, twenty-month-old Judy Risser, who was 
run over by a milk truck.

Children dying of diseases include fourteen-month old William Sherman who died from 
“lung fever” in 1867; fourteen-year-old Belle Whitfield who died of consumption in 1868; Levi 
Mitchell, a ten-month-old boy whose death was attributed to teething in 1870; and six-year-old 
Gertrude Leighton who died in 1893 from diphtheria.

Children Buried at Oakland Cemetery 
 by Terry Altheide
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Birge Fountain in Winter – photo by Linda Altheide
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Continued from Page 17

II.

Each story of a child's death, no matter how long ago the death took 
place, has the capacity to affect us deeply.  I always find myself with 
a lump in my throat and a tear in my eye whenever my research into 
one or another of Lee County's cemeteries brings me to such a tragic 
tale.  Next, I'd like to share with you two stories of children buried in 
Oakland Cemetery, where the circumstances of their deaths seemed 
especially tragic, reason enough for anyone to turn to the consolations 
of philosophy or religion.  These two stories take place a long time ago 
and forty-six years apart, but for me they have a timeless quality.

Tommy Frost was five years old when he died from scarlet fever, or 
possibly from the measles, as was reported in his May 1877 obituary.  
His father, a Civil War veteran named James Frost, worked in the 
machine shops of the Chicago, Dubuque and Minnesota Railroad in 
Dubuque.  Mrs. Frost had relatives and friends living in Keokuk, and 
so she wanted their son to be buried here in our cemetery.  The family, 
except for Mr. Frost, left for Keokuk, expecting the father to follow a 
day later with Tommy's remains.  The body had been embalmed and 
placed in an air-tight casket.  Application was made to the express office 
to have the body shipped to Keokuk, but this application was refused 
because company rules specified that the transportation of a body with 
contagious diseases was not to be permitted.  A similar request to the 
Illinois Central Railroad was also refused for the same reason.

James Frost then left for Keokuk to be with his wife who was beside 
herself with anguish and frustration at not being able to have her son 
laid to rest in her family's home town.  The coffin then rested on the 
platform of the C D & M Railroad for nearly two days until friends of 
the family were able to arrange for a skiff with a sail to bring it down 
the Mississippi River to Keokuk.  Two men, T. Fangler and Sam Elmer, 
volunteered to set sail with the remains.  By this time a week had 
passed since the boy's death.  Two days later, they finally arrived in 
Keokuk, and Tommy Frost was laid to rest in block 8, section 38, of 
Oakland Cemetery.

In 1923, Elizabeth Phillips, eleven, died as a result of being bitten 
by a rabid dog.  The dog belonged to her aunt, who was also bitten.  
This tragic story had its beginning on July 30, 1922, when Elizabeth 
went with her family to Sandusky to visit relatives.  This is where the 
dog, a little fox terrier, attacked and bit both Elizabeth and her aunt.  
Both left immediately for Iowa City to take the Pasteur treatment 
at the hospital there.  The dog was taken to a local veterinary clinic 
where it was observed until its death.

Evidently the treatment did not work for Elizabeth, for she became 
seriously ill early in the following February.  She was taken to a 
hospital in Burlington where a diagnosis of rabies was confirmed on 
February 6th.  Her obituary stated that she was “strapped to her bed 
and was given up [on] by the doctors,” dying on February 7, 1923.  She 
is buried in block K, section 64, in Oakland Cemetery.

The Greek writer of tragedies, Sophocles, once wrote that, “children 
are the anchors that hold a mother to life.”  Though both mothers 
had other children to care for and to love, one can only wonder at the 
sadness they both must have felt as they laid their children to rest.  Each 
may also have felt that she was still anchored now to the final resting 
place of her lost child, a sense of connection we still might contemplate 
as we visit these sacred grounds and consider the deep meaning of the 
words, “Suffer the little children to come unto me.” 

Above, the monument 
placed in memory of 
Tommy Frost. Below, the 
grave site of Elizabeth 
Phillips. Since the time of 
this photo, her stone has 
been carefully reset.

http://www.lakecooperfoundation.com
http://www.facebook.com/lakecooperfoundation


The house that is currently listed as being at 626 High Street has been listed in 
some city directories at 628 High Street as well as at 626 High Street.  This sort of 

minor variation in address happens more frequently than you might think in old city 
directories, sometimes because one more or one fewer residences occupy that side of the 
block and sometimes for no discernible reason at all.  In any event, this is one of Keokuk's 
older homes, built in 1848 by Colonel William M. G. 
Torrence.   Colonel Torrence came to Keokuk in late 
1847. In 1848 he built this house.  He was a teacher 
when he first came to Keokuk, this having been his 
profession when he moved here from Kentucky.  By 
1853, he was still a teacher but also the part-time 
superintendent for the Keokuk Schools. 

Colonel Torrence lived in the house for about 
eight years.  He then moved up a block to a house 
between Seventh and Eighth Streets still on High 
Street.  It was from this second house that he left with 
Iowa's 30th Volunteer Infantry Regiment to fight in 
the Civil War. He became the commanding officer of 
his regiment when Colonel Charles H. Abbott was 
killed during the siege of Vicksburg.  A little over 
three months later Torrence, along with a number of 
his men, was killed during a lively engagement near 
Cherokee, Alabama.  Keokuk's Torrence School is 
named for him.

The records in the Keokuk Public Library are 
unclear regarding who lived in the house from the 
time Colonel Torrence moved until 1882 when Jane 
Clemens began living at this address, along with her 
oldest son Orion and his wife Molly—or Mollie, in 
some accounts.  According to local historian Raymond E. Garrison, Jane had moved to 
Keokuk a few months earlier to live with Orion and Molly.  At first they all lived in a 
hotel, the Patterson House, but then began renting this house on High Street.

Memorable Keokuk Homes:
 The Torrence/Clemens House at 626 High Street
 by Tonya Boltz
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626 High Street as it appears today.
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Jane Clemens' more successful son was Samuel L. Clemens, 
better known to the world by his pen name “Mark Twain.”  
There is some uncertainty regarding the amount of financial 
aid he provided to his mother and brother while they lived in 
Keokuk.  It seems likely that he helped with some expenses, 
perhaps including the rent, during the years they lived at 
this address.  In 1889 they moved to 307 North Seventh 
Street.  Some sources say Samuel Clemens paid for this house, 
while others say Molly did.  It was listed as belonging to 
Orion.  At any rate, it was here that Jane died on October 29, 
1890.  Throughout all the years that Samuel Clemens lived 
away from his mother, he wrote to her several times a week, 
sometimes extensively.  She kept all his letters, hundreds of 
them.  It would be nice to report that this treasure trove of 
biographical information was now housed at the Keokuk 
Public Library, that Twain scholars from all over the world 
come to study them for insights into Samuel Clemens' life and 
mind.  What happened, though, was that all of these letters 
were burned, in keeping with Jane Clemens' instructions, 
before her body was taken to Hannibal, Missouri, to be buried 
along side her husband.

The next person to live at 626 High Street was a Mrs. Jane Loughry, who lived at this 
beautiful home from about 1890 on.  Her daughter, Isabell, married George Demple in 
1895 who was in business with George Schell of Schell-Demple Furniture.  From 1900 
until 1939, the Demple/Kull family lived in the home, though throughout most of the 
1920s this house was divided into apartments, one upstairs and one downstairs. From 
1940 until 1945 Ruby Walzem lived at 626 High Street.  Then from 1945 until 2003 the 
Burke family lived in this home.  William Burke was a glazier by trade.  Since 2004 there 
have been many owners.  For a long time now, this house has been used primarily as a 
rental property.  Its current owners are David and April Jones and Mary Gray.

Note:  Recently I had the opportunity to speak with someone who had rented the house from 
2007-2009.  She said the original fire place in the front parlor is beautiful.  She also told me that, 
at one time, there were servants' quarters on the top floor and a separate set of stairs that led to 
them.  You could see where the stairs had been taken out, and the upstairs bathroom expanded.  
Also added was a small bathroom on the main living floor.  She said that the house must have gone 
through many changes as it went from being a single-family residence into apartments.  When she 
lived there, the main living area was very open.  And there were many bats in the house back then. 
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Jane Lampton Clemens, 1803-1890

 "My mother had a slender, small body, but a large heart - 
a heart so large that everybody's joys found welcome in it,
and hospitable accommodation."
       – Mark Twain



 

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...
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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
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Uncle Spacey's and Disco Downs
 by Shane Etter

In an earlier issue of the Confluence I wrote an article on the history of the local garage band 
scene.  While researching these bands, one venue was mentioned repeatedly by those I 

interviewed:  “Uncle Spacey’s & Disco Downs.”  This venue was a bar located on the southwest 
corner of Fourth and Main Streets, now the location of Private Wealth Management, Inc.  Tom 
Russell and his cousin Steve Wharton rented the old Hickey’s tavern from Jay Hickey.  At first, 
their concept was to have a disco-themed bar with a dance floor and recorded music, a place 
that would compete with The Palace.  
Instead, Tom decided to go with the idea 
of hiring local and regional bands for 
entertainment.

Part of what made this venue so 
memorable was the fact that it had two 
names, which some people thought 
matched up nicely with the bar's two 
entrances.  Actually, no matter which 
entrance you used, you saw the same 
bar and pool table, and then a large 
opening in the interior wall took you 
into the stage and dance floor area.  Still, 
as Jim Wells recalls, it was certainly “… 
different or humorous to enter a bar 
on Main Street which had two names.”  
Pretty quickly though, convenience won 
out and the place was typically referred 
to simply as “Uncle Spacey's” or just 
plain “Spacey's.”

Uncle Spacey’s also became known 
as a place where all sorts of musicians 
playing all sorts of instruments in all 
sorts of popular music styles might 
come together in order to showcase their 
musical talents.  There were a few house 
bands that played there pretty regularly.  
Wolf and the Snakes was a three-piece 
band consisting of Craig Moore, Matt 
Warren & Doug Johnson.  Rivendell 
was a local band that had been playing 
together for quite some time even before 
Uncle Spacey's.  Its band members were 
Lee Noe, Tim Rector, Steve Sousek and 
Ron Farnsworth.  Getting Fat was just 
a pick-up band put together specifically 
to play at Uncle Spacey’s.  Its members 
were Terry Scott, Phil Claiborne, Kevin 
Kull, Frank Kelley & Doug Kaiser.

Tom Russell, one of the co-
owners, and Craig Moore, who managed the place for a part of its all-too-brief history, were 
responsible for booking most of the local, regional and national bands that played Uncle 
Spacey's.  They recalled that there were several booking agencies they went through, most 
frequently Jack Manis from Quincy, Illinois, and Freddie Tieken and his wife Gail who had an 
agency called Armageddon.
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  Continued on Page 23

Above, Wolf and the Snakes, with (left to right)  
Craig Moore, Doug Johnson and Matt Warren.
Below, Lee Noe, Ken Vermazen and Tim Rector.  
Lee and Tim, along with Ron Farnsworth and 
Steve Sousek, made up Rivendell.  



Craig Moore told me about several of the top regional and national acts that came 
through Uncle Spacey’s.  His list included Shadows of Knight, who performed the #1 
album "Gloria" in 1966; Dave Carlson's Tribute to Elvis, who proved to be so popular that 
he stayed for an entire week; Smokehouse, with Micki 
Free; Smokehouse, with Randy Roth from Peoria; Pistol 
Whip, from Erie, Pennsylvania; The Boyfriends, from New 
York City; Wabash Resurrection; Skater, from Champaign, 
Illinois; and the incomparable Del Shannon.

In fact, one of Craig’s fondest memories was Del 
Shannon's performance at Uncle Spacey's.  As he 
described it, “In the summer of 1978, the star of Keokuk’s 
Street Fair was Del Shannon; teen idol, '60’s legend with 
several huge early 1960’s hits.  'Runaway' hit #1 in 1961, 
'Hats Off To Larry' peaked at #5 on Billboard and #2 on 
Cash Box later that same year.  'Little Town Flirt,' with Bob 
Babbitt, was a big hit in 1962, and in 1963 'Keep Searchin'' 
reached #12.  Del had many other hits as well.

“Anyway, I found out he was staying at the Holiday 
Inn across the street from Uncle Spacey’s, so I called over 
to the Holiday Inn and they put me through to his room.  
I invited him over to the club and sure enough he showed 
up.  We talked for a while then we headed over to the stage 
and proceeded to jam.  It was Del Shannon performing 
with the house band, Wolf and the Snakes.  Del didn’t 
want to play his own hits; instead he was more interested 
in just playing some old rock-n-roll.  We did, however, 
play “From Me To You,” which was a song by the Beatles.  
In 1963, Del became the first American to record a cover 
version of a song by the Beatles.  His, “From Me To You” 
charted in the U.S. before the Beatles' version.”

The next day Craig and his kids met up with Del at his 
trailer at the Street Fair.  “The four of us went for a walk, 
and the next thing I knew, Del was taking both kids on the 
Ferris wheel.  This was one of my all-time heroes, and he 
was taking time out to entertain my kids.”

Doug Sorenson, who performed with a band called 
Rocks, told me that it was the first band to play at Uncle 
Spacey’s.  The band had been booked through Freddie 
and Gail Tieken.  Doug is a talented musician who 
hails from Burlington, Iowa.  Although Rocks can only 
be heard today on a single 45 record, Doug had a long 
and successful music career that went well beyond our 
area.  He performed at venues in Burlington, Iowa; Washington, D.C.; Chicago, Illinois; 
Champaign, Illinois; Galesburg, Illinois; then back to Burlington and on to Kansas City 
and Indianapolis before returning to the Burlington area once more.  

There must be hundreds of stories that took place at Uncle Spacey's.  Doug Kaiser 
remembers the night when Tim Rector and the guys were doing a folk music thing on 
stage.  Craig Moore was up there, too, playing acoustic guitar.  Suddenly, the power 
went out.  Immediately Craig started to sing, “Are You Lonesome Tonight,” one of Elvis's 
greatest hits, while people started to light candles.  The moment was pure magic.

Uncle Spacey’s opened in September of 1977 and closed its doors in November 
of 1978.  Even though it did not last long, it added considerably to Keokuk's musical 
heritage.  Several factors contributed to its demise, most notably limited financing, bad 
winter weather and competition from local bars.  Limited financing is the easiest cause to 
see.  It was a struggle even to generate enough money to restock the bar.  Both Tom and 
Steve had other jobs, so they could not be there during most daytime hours.  In the long 
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Whichever door you used to enter, you'd pass the 
pool table and pinball machines before making your 
way into the adjoining room where the stage was 
located.  Below, Tim Rector, Doug Kaiser and Steve 
Sousek on stage.



run, the limited hours of operation didn't generate enough steady, repeat business 
with sufficient cash flow to cover actual costs.  Maybe without the bands it would 
have held on, but the bands were what made Uncle Spacey’s special.

Even today, the winter of 1977 is remembered with a shiver by most people in 
Keokuk who are now in their late forties or older.  This was the winter the National 
Guard was called out to help clear the streets.  On cold, snowy nights most people 
aren't much in the mood to dig their cars out of a snow bank so they can go listen to 
live music and do a bit of dancing.

Finally, competition from other local bars was another significant factor in the 
demise of Uncle Spacey's.  Some had lower operating costs, with entertainment in the 
form of recorded music or television.  There were also several bars within walking 
distance that also offered live entertainment, including The Pub, The Double Eagle, 
The Hearth, The Palace, The Draft House, The Cellar, The Holiday Inn, In the Mood 
and Harrington’s.

Once Tom and Steve decided to sell Uncle Spacey’s, there was a three-to-
four-day jam session.  Musicians filtered in and out over this period and many 
memories and recordings were made.  At the time, Bob Dylan was out on his 
“Rollin' Thunder Review Tour, so Tim Rector decided to name the final jam 

session the “Rollin' River Review.”
Eventually, Uncle Spacey’s was sold to Paul Schreck, who 

then sold all of its contents.  Paul did not have any live music, 
but kept the bar going for many years.  

The number of people who fondly remember Uncle 
Spacey's and who have wanted to talk to me about all their 
favorite memories that took place there is surely a testament to 
what Tom Russell and Steve Wharton tried to do.  Financially, 
they may not have succeeded, at least in the long run, but 
musically Uncle Spacey's was a significant and lasting 
accomplishment.  Here is a list of musicians I could come 
up with who attended the last jam session, the “Rollin River 
Review”:  Doug Kaiser, Craig Moore, Matt Warren, Doug 
Johnson, Kenny Vermazen, Kevin Kull, Frank Kelley, Ron 
Farnsworth, Steve Sousek, Tim Rector, Lee Noe, Terry Scott, 
Phil Claiborne, Tootie Cunningham and Jim Schieffer.

Continued from Page 23
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Rivendell was one of Spacey's three house 
bands.  Members included, clockwise from 
upper left - Lee Noe, Tim Rector, Steve 
Sousek, and Ron Farnsworth.  

–The mercury  at O'Connors drug store was 30 below zero at 6 am.
The next day it was 27.

–Keokuk History 1820-1906
The Constitution-Democrat

   September 29, 1906

February 2, 1856
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The Father for the Sons
 by  Rex Muston

So much of a father’s love is a wanting,
so much of a father’s love is standing firm to let go,
and guide, like the sailor now the lighthouse keep.

Of my two sons,
I want them to snag mantras from my life
unprompted and forever
like soul lint from shared journeys,
imprinted markers along the way,
Ecclesiastes 3, Van Halen, William Ernest Henley,
Philippians 4, Bogart and U2.

I want to teach my sons a gentleman’s lucid sidestep
before the hard lessons,
before the first tequila shot,
or the strip changes minus to a plus,
or a gurgled cry emanates from somewhere out in a Spring Break riptide.

I want to be able to sit with them as they face challenges, 
challenges that don’t require a first aid kit on the kitchen table,
and it is late, irrevocably expensive, and future damning.

I want them to know the difference between 
an anchovy and a sardine,
a friend and a peer,
a beignet and a bidet,
life vows and Meatloaf promises,
a hypocrite and a believer, 
vegemite and grits, 
the scarlet kingsnake and the coral.

I want them to find my love as a gentle reflection 
in their lives lived well.

http://www.hy-vee.com
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Family Cadence
 by  Rex Muston

Honor and duty isn’t shining sabers, 
dress blues, parade ready.
Honor and duty in our hearts is familiar,
a soul span of time 
ninety-eight years of life,
long lived, but maybe, more significantly,
sincerely and unswervingly lived. 

There are the moments,
the slivers of seconds, to hours, days and years,
and there is Grandmother.

There is change,
Indianapolis, Iowa City, West Palm Beach, Brownsburg,
and there is Marcea. 

So much of who we are collectively as a family,
Little David to Uncle Hal, 
is tied to a cadence of her living,
her calming impact on how we are and were
in moments and forevers,
Hefners.

I feel it in the ticking of the clock in her assisted living room,
still reassuring, echoing
the sound from the living room on Hollister Drive, and a boyhood’s long ago.

Thank you for everything, Grandmother.

Prime Pattern
 by  Tom Gardner

Only now can I see
The pattern of my life.
It is like the casual
Near random repetition of prime numbers
Growing ever more dissipated
Through the infinity
Of positive integers.

Winter Fog – photo by Rex Muston



Through a Glass, Darkly
 by Tom Gardner

For Prue, a lover of opera and woman of mystery.

For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face: now I know in part; 
but then shall I know even as also I am known. 
       1 Corinthians 13:12

I.

As his appearance was unprepossessing, the first
 thing you were likely to notice about Charles was 

his intellectual brilliance.  He was an astronomer, or to be 
more precise, an astrophysicist, so his talk could pretty 
quickly turn to distant galaxies and the mathematics that 
determined their shape, type and position in the universe.  
With each galaxy containing billions of stars, and with the 
uncounted total number of galaxies being in the billions, 
and the space separating them all being inconceivably 
huge, it was pretty easy to come to the irrefutable 
conclusion that Charles must know a great deal, indeed.

The way Charles viewed his own brilliance was somewhat 
more Socratic.  Did he know that he was brilliant?  Of course he 
did.  How could someone grow up in an American upper middle 
class family in a university town with his intellectual gifts and 
not come to the realization that his mind worked in ways that 
were different than for most people but that were nonetheless 
ways that society approved of and that, up to a point, would 
reward?  Furthermore, his own family was among those who 
were most eager to admire his intelligence.  His father was an 
academic at an Ivy League university, while his mother, though 
marriage kept her from completing her PhD in Renaissance 
Italian literature, nonetheless managed to teach a course or two 
at a neighboring state institution and to be published with some 
regularity in respectable academic journals and in a variety of 
“little” magazines.  Still, Charles knew that mere brilliance, his brilliance, had its limits.   

In fact, as the new technology of the twenty-first century seemed to take over 
even the most mundane aspects of everyday life, Charles feared that his particular 
intellectual gift might come to be seen as not much more relevant than those chess 
masters who were being regularly beaten by a supercomputer.  His gift was the ability 
to work complex equations in his head while simultaneously seeing those equations 
as the representation of a physical reality.  But if computers could also do this, perhaps 
even more quickly and easily than he could, then somehow he had to be able to do 
more if his gift were to continue being valuable.  

He remembered coming home on break from the expensive prep school to which his 
parents had sent him, and how his mother insisted he accompany her to a performance 
of A Streetcar Named Desire.  She had wanted to warn him about becoming another 
Stanley Kowalski, taking advantage of young, vulnerable women once he was off to 
college.  He thought his mother must live in a world where pigs flew and Hell was a 
town in northern Quebec.  What he did find himself remembering in years to come was 
that moment in the play when Stanley talks about a man he knew who could open beer 
bottles with his teeth.  This was the man's great gift, his sole distinction and source of 
admiration.  And then one day the man broke off his front teeth performing this trick, 
and he was devastated.  Charles did not want to turn out like that man, the object of 
Stanley Kowalski's scorn. 27
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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 • Miller House 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
• Hawkeye Restaurant -
 105 N. Park Drive
• Java River - 1000 Main St.
• Ogo’s Restaurant -
 3753 Main St.
• Vera's Restaurant and Brew
 Pub - 3461 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

9

10

River 
   City 
      Mall➙

3

P
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February
   1-28  •  Water Colors by Larry Siwek of Quincy, IL, Keokuk Art Center, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         1  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour, Feb. 1, 8, 15 & 22, 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.
        2  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, Feb. 2, 9, 16 & 23, 10 - 11 am, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         • Open Mic Night, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         • Open Mic/Karaoke Night, Feb. 2, 9, 16 & 23, 8 pm, Dr. Getwell's, 1100 Main St.
        3  • Knitting and Needlework Group, 1 - 4 pm, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Public Library
  • KPLAY Soup Dinner Fundraiser, 4:45, Wright Fieldhouse, KHS
        4  • Stumptown Live, 9 pm, L-Treyns, 1108 Main St. 
        6  • Game-On, Feb. 6, 13, 20 & 27, 3:30 - 5 pm, Children's Area, 
   Keokuk Public Library
        7  • The History of Keokuk Parks by Tonya Boltz, 6:30 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
  •  Freedom Summer, presentation by Patti Miller, sponsored 
   by AAUW and KARE, dinner at 6 pm 
   (reservations required), program at 7 pm, 
   New Bethel Church, 1217 Morgan St.
        8  • Wednesday Afternoon Book Club, discusses
   "In the Sanctuary of Outcasts" 
   by Neal White, 1 - 3 pm, Keokuk Public Library 
        9  • 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
      10  • Wartburg Castle Singers, 
   sponsored by 
   the Keokuk Concert Assoc., 
   7:30 pm, Grand  Theatre
      11  •Power City Classic, Show 
   Choir Invitational, all day, 
   Wright Fieldhouse   
      15 • Wednesday After School Movie,
    2:30 - 4 pm,  Round Room,
   Keokuk Public Library 
      16  • The Bootlegger–the true story of Henry "Kelly" Wagle, Documentary sponsored by the 
   KPL Foundation, 6 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      17  • Almost Maine, GRP Production, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
      18  • KPL Lego Club, ages 5 - 15, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library.  No registration required. 
  • Almost Maine, GRP Production, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
      19  • Almost Maine, GRP Production, 2 pm, Grand Theatre
      21   • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, "Penny for Your Thoughts," 6:30 pm, 
   Lower Level, Keokuk Public  Library
      22  • Conservation Wednesday, Lee County Conservation Dept talks to kids about a 
   special animal each month, 2:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public LibraryCa
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      23  • Felix Hughes, the Attorney, presented by Duane Taylor, 6:30 pm, 
   Miller House Museum, 318 N. 5th St. 
      25  • Satyrus Jeering's The Nitch!, an Iowa Vaudeville Circuit sponsored  
   by Humanities Iowa and Iowa Business Growth, 
   doors open at 6 pm, show begins at 6:30 pm, Grand Theatre
         • Deniro and Friends Return, 7:30 pm, L-Treyns, 1108 Main St. 

March
        1  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour, March 1, 8, 15 & 22, 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.
        2  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, March 2, 9, 16 & 23, 10 - 11 am,  
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         • Open Mic Night, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         • Open Mic/Karaoke Night, March. 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30, 8 pm, 
   Dr. Getwell's, 1100 Main St.
        3  • Knitting and Needlework Group, 1 - 4 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk   
   Public Library
        4  • Hear Me Roar, A Celebration of Women, sponsored by Keokuk's   
   AAUW, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre 
 4 & 5  • Bicycle Show and Swap, 11 am - 5 pm , Lake Cooper Foundation,
    810 Main Street
   4-19  • Annual High School Art Competition, sponsored by the Fine Arts Council,
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        6  • Game-On, March. 6, 13, 20 & 27, 3:30 - 5 pm, Children's Area, Keokuk Public Library
        7  • KHS Pops Concert, 7 pm, Grand Theatre
        8  • Wednesday Afternoon Book Club, discusses "Thunder Beneath My Feet" 
   by Carolyn Mulford, 1 - 3 pm, Keokuk Public Library 
        9  • 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   
      11   • KPL Lego Club, ages 5 - 15, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library.  
   No registration required.
  • Out on the Hill, book talk with authors Mary Sue Chatfield and Kay Kite, 1 - 3 pm , 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      14  • Keokuk Celebrations, by Tonya Boltz, 6:30 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library
      15 • Wednesday After School Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
      18  • St. Patrick's event featuring Deniro, 9 pm, Rascals, 820 Main Street 
      19  • 1880's Architecture in Keokuk, presentation by Martin Meyer of Poepping, Stone,  
   Bach and Assoc., 2:00 pm, Miller House Museum, 318 N. 5th St. 
  • High School Art Competition Awards and Reception, sponsored by 
   the Fine Arts Council, 2 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      20  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild Exhibition, Opens and runs through April 29, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      21   • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, "Quilting the Seasons" with Rita Hickey, 
   6:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      22  • Conservation Wednesday, Lee County Conservation Dept talks to kids about a 
   special animal each month, 2:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      24   • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild Reception, 6:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 30



31

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.

April
  1-29  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild Exhibition, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library
        3  • Game-On, April 3, 10, 17 & 24, 3:30 - 5 pm, Children's Area, 
   Keokuk Public Library
        5  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour, April 5, 12, 19 & 26, 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.
        6  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, April 6, 13, 20 & 27, 10 - 11 am, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library Keokuk Public Library
         • Open Mic Night, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         • Open Mic Night, April 6, 13, 20 & 27, 8 pm, Dr. Getwell's, 1100 Main St.
        7  • Knitting and Needlework Group, 1 - 4 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Public Library 
        8  • KPL Lego Club, ages 5 - 15, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library.  No registration required.
      12  • Wednesday Afternoon Book Club, discusses "The Moulding of Me" 
   and "Out of the Corner" by Ruth Skeens, 1 - 3 pm, Keokuk Public Library 
      13  • Free Movie Night featuring a new release selected by Movie Night viewers, sponsored by the KPL Foundation   
      15  • Adult Prom, 9 pm, The Driftwood, 1324 Main Street
      18   • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, "Lets Hit the Road Trip," 
   6:30 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Public  Library  
      19 • Wednesday After School Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
      20  • New Odyssey Concert–3 Guys, 30 Instruments, sponsored by 
   Keokuk Concert Association, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
      22  • 28th Annual Showboat Dinner Auction, 4 pm - 1 am, St. Vincent's School, 2981 Plank Road
      23  • Monuments and Memorials in Keokuk, presentation by Tonya Boltz, 2:00 pm, 
   Miller House Museum, 318 N. 5th St. 
      27   • Opera Iowa Workshop, 10 am, 
   Southeastern Community College
  • Jack and the Beanstalk, Children's Opera, 
   1 pm, Grand Theatre
  • The Barber of Seville, by the Des Moines 
   Metro Opera, 7 pm, Grand Theatre
      29  • Entries accepted for Keokuk Art Center's 
   Annual Exhibition, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library. 
   Exhibition opens on May 7. 
  • A Salute to a Civil War Soldier, 1 pm, 
   Oakland Cemetery      
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Of course, his mother had little to fear regarding Charles 
and the young women he saw socially.  Not many were 
likely to be even mildly interested, much less seduced, 
by his mathematical prowess.  And while his social skills, 
earnest and correct, might have been mildly appreciated by 
some young women, they did not thereby find their hearts 
set aflutter.  Through graduate school and the early years 
of his career Charles dated infrequently and never all that 
seriously, though in most respects he had to be thought of as 
a serious young man, well thought of by his colleagues and 
easy to work with.  His failure to become more intimately 
and permanently involved with an age-appropriate young 
woman, to provide his mother with the grandchildren she 
now yearned for, was a result of his deepest secret, a secret 
so deeply imbedded in his psyche, that he had only half 
acknowledged to to himself:  he was, beyond all reason, an 
incurable romantic.

II.
Though his work was clearly on the same blade as the 

cutting edge of astrophysics, Charles knew that he had 
found his niche a small but significant distance back from 
where all the real slicing and dicing took place.  He was a 
research fellow at an institute of technology on the West 
Coast, overseeing the work of a small, select group of 
graduate students.  His work was actually for a consortium 
of institutions engaged in a digital sky survey.  He was in 
the process of developing the means by which any specific 
galaxy could be identified, characterized and distinguished 
from all other galaxies, regardless of its position in earth's 
night sky.  It was important work, work that would almost 
inevitably be used by someone who possessed not merely 
brilliance, but genius, in redefining our understanding of 
the universe.  Charles was providing the shoulders for some 
future Newton to stand on.

Twice a year he made a presentation at meetings of the 
digital sky survey consortium.  His sessions were not well 
attended, and those who went often complained of a raging 
thirst afterward.  Charles did not enjoy public speaking, and 
did not much look forward to attending these meetings, 
except for the opportunity it gave him to see Ada.  She was 
a colleague at a Midwestern participating institution, now in 
late middle age, whom Charles suspected had squandered 
her genius through her love of teaching and generosity of 
spirit.  She was the only person he knew who could and 
would tease him mercilessly, much like the older sister he 
never had.  She was always telling him how he needed to 
socialize more, usually with a broad wink, and then offer 
to fix him up with her “slutty sister Linda,” a woman who 
existed only in her imagination, unless Ada actually was 
somehow related to the star of a pornographic movie made 
long, long ago.  

This time, Charles was resolved to make his semi-annual 
presentation different.  This time he had a complaint to 
make concerning what he saw as the interference of petty 
governmental bureaucracy into matters that should be left in 
the competent hands of pure, disinterested science.

Access to the right telescope is the very lifeblood upon 

Continued from Page 27
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which astronomers depend.  Some government agency—
Charles suspected the CIA but could not get his provost to 
acknowledge this—had bumped Charles and his team off 
his telescope for a three-day interval, forcing him to seek out 
an alternative.  Just in time he located a possibility in New 
Zealand.  It was not a bad instrument, but it was located in 
the southern hemisphere, so of course he ended up studying 
an entirely different part of the sky.  Furthermore, he was 
required to share his telescope with another research group, 
so he had to study a part of the sky where galaxies were less 
densely or more remotely located.

This time the consortium was meeting in Chicago.  
Charles flew in the afternoon of the day before.  As he had 
anticipated, he found Ada in the hotel bar that evening.  She 
seemed somewhat more subdued than usual, though she 
greeted him cheerfully, saying “So how are you coming 
along with God's fingerprints?”  It was her conceit to call the 
galaxies Charles was studying, “those smudges in space,” 
as she put it, “God's fingerprints.”  She was Catholic and 
taught and did her research at a Catholic university, albeit 
she was quite unconventional in some of her beliefs.  She 
argued, for instance, that the priesthood should be equally 
available to women, “...and not just that women should 
become priests, but, more importantly, they should become 
monsignors, bishops, archbishops, cardinals, the whole lot 
of them.  I'd even like to see a woman become pope—or is 
it another woman become pope, if those ancient rumors are 
right.  I say, if you've got the calling, you've got the calling!”  
Charles had been raised at the most liberal end of Protestant 
denominations, so much so that he considered himself to be 
a “lapsed Unitarian,” when he didn't describe himself more 
simply as “religiously indifferent.” 

Still, “God's fingerprints” was off-putting to him in much 
the same way as most contemporary religious greeting cards 
were, so Charles pointed out that if galaxies were God's 
fingerprints, then God must surely have as many hands 
as those Hindu deities in order to have smudged up space 
so thoroughly.  Instead of appalling her, which was what 
he'd been aiming for, Ada was delighted with the concept, 
taking it even a step farther:  “Yes, perhaps God is a female 
deity with many, many hands—now there's a concept I 
could really get behind!”  This was the sort of thing Charles 
regularly had to put up with whenever he saw Ada, and 
since she had a voice that could easily carry to the remote 
corners of a lecture hall, he often found himself looking at 
her with wide-eyed incredulity while in his heart he wished 
he had a tenth of her courage.

But, again, this evening she seemed somewhat subdued.  
“Hey, Charley,” she said at no more than half her usual 
volume.  “How're they hanging?”

“Wh-what?” Charles managed to stammer.
“Your galaxies, Charley, your galaxies.  What did you 

think I was talking about?” She gave him her usual leer. But 
even this seemed to lack her usual enthusiasm.

“Actually, I've got a problem with one of them—or maybe 
it's two,” Charles replied.  “Something I've been wanting to 
talk with you about.  Also, there's my big complaint.  Did 
you hear what some unnamed government agency...”

  Continued on Page 33



“I'd like to, Charley.  Very much.  When we're all here.  
But first, there's something else I should tell you...”  Saying 
all this in a rush, Ada next looked over at the entrance to the 
bar, which was behind Charles.  Then she went on.

I have a new graduate student, a young woman who is, 
intellectually, quite brilliant.  However, she is also…  Look, 
Charley, with this one you need to be really careful...”

All this was said sotto voce, and then Ada abruptly 
switched to her usual big voice, saying, “And here is the 
newest member of our team now!  Charles, I'd like you to 
meet Sophie.  Here's an amusing fact for you:  Sophie is not 
short for 'Sophia,' but for 'Sophrosyne.'”   

Charles looked at Sophie, mouth momentarily agape, 
thinking, since I haven't met Sophia Loren, this has got to be the 
most beautiful woman I have ever met.  And then recovering his 
presence of mind, he said, “It is a pleasure to meet another 
of Ada's students.  How did your parents ever come up with 
a name like, uh...”

“Sophrosyne?  It's Greek.  One of the four cardinal 
virtues.  It usually translates as 'temperance,' 'moderation' or 
'restraint.'  These aren't really words that describe me, and I 
suppose that discouraged them.”

“Discouraged them?” 
“Why, yes.  I suppose they originally thought they'd have 

four daughters, one per virtue.  But my lack of moderation 
sort of sucked up all their spare energy, and they decided 
one child was enough.  Besides, can you imagine having a 
sister named “Phronesis” or “Dikaiosyne?” 

And with that, the conversation turned to matters 
astronomical.  In time, Charles got to describe the string of 
events that took him away from the very productive area 
of the sky where he had been working to some patch of 
sky in the southern hemisphere where there weren't nearly 
so many galaxies for his team to develop comprehensive 
catalog descriptions—and, then, to top it off, the results 
from one galaxy were so far outside expectations that he 
was tempted to discard them as the result of improper 
instrumentation. 

“How so?” asked Sophie, who, despite being described 
by Ada as brilliant, still managed to surprise him with the 
sophistication of her understanding and the quickness of 
her grasp of new ideas.  And so he described in some detail 
the descriptive features he sought to identify, as well as 
the order in which they typically appear, noting that it was 
both these features and their order that gave each galaxy its 
distinctive “signature.”

“Oh, you mean that you're developing for each galaxy 
something analogous to the way that fingerprints—or, better 
yet, DNA—make every human being unique?”

Charles winced a bit as he said, “Yes, I suppose so, 
though I'm not at all sure that people and galaxies are 
sufficiently comparable.”  

“So what was wrong with the readings you got for the 
galaxy in the sky above New Zealand?” asked Ada.

Well, let me put it this way,” Charles began.  “The 
features were exactly the same as for a galaxy we'd studied 
two weeks earlier, in a very different part of the universe—
and much, much farther from the earth.”
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“Well, that may be it, then,” said Ada.  “Readings get 
muddled for the deeper reaches of space.”

“Yes, that's certainly one possibility,” added Sophie.  “I 
wonder why the CIA—or whoever it was—wanted to chase 
you out of the part of the sky you'd been searching.”

And that led to a round of speculation from everyone, 
including the three or four other astrophysicists that 
had joined them as the evening progressed.  When the 
conversation swung over to the other end of the three 
tables that had been put together, Charles got up his 
courage and asked Sophie if he might take her to dinner 
the following evening.

“Yes, that would be quite nice,” said Sophie, “though I 
was planning to spend tomorrow afternoon standing in line 
to try to get a ticket to Madame Butterfly.

“To what?” asked Charles, having never in his life seen 
an opera performed and who thought that the greatest hits 
from the world of opera that he had occasionally heard on 
National Public Radio were all just a bit overwrought.  In 
classical music, his preference was for Bach. 

This led to a discussion of opera generally and of 
Puccini in particular.  Sophie spoke with such enthusiasm 
about Madame Butterfly that Charles said, “Let me take 
you to dinner tomorrow and to this opera.  I'm sure we'll 
both enjoy it.”

And so, later that evening, Charles spoke with his 
hotel's concierge, arranging for dinner reservations and 
two tickets to Madame Butterfly.  They were excellent 
tickets.  They were fabulously expensive, too, but what 
could be better for a single man approaching middle age to 
spend his money on?

III.
The dinner was extraordinary, which Charles felt sure 

would not be exceeded by a night at the opera, but then, 
after that, who knows?  The opera, consequently, came to 
him as great surprise, appealing as it did, to that deepest 
part of himself, his incurably romantic heart.  And then, in 
the second act, when Cio-Cio-san, Madama Butterfly, began 
to sing her best known aria, a piece of music that somehow 
he had never heard before, he felt his eyes began to tear up.  
That's when Sophie rested her hand on his, and he turned 
to her and saw the tears in her eyes, too.  All this, as the 
soprano began to sing...

Un bel dì, vedremo
levarsi un fil di fumo
sull'estremo confin del mare.
E poi la nave appare.
Poi la nave bianca
entra nel porto,
romba il suo saluto...

In the applause that followed this aria, Charles turned to 
Sophie and asked her, “What was she singing?”  She leaned 
in to him, and with the hand that had been holding his, bent 
his head down to hers, and whispered, her mouth so close to 
his ear that he thought he felt her lips.



One fine day we will see
A wisp of smoke arising from the sea
Above the far horizon.
And then the ship appears...
And then this white ship
Glides into the harbor
And thunders forth her cannon.
Do you see it?  Now he is coming.
I do not go to meet him—
Not I—
I stay near the top of the hill
And wait there,
And I wait for a long, long time…

She might have gone on, but then the opera continued, 
and they, holding hands once more, didn't want to miss 
any of it.

It was not so long after that evening that Charles 
and Sophie became a couple, spending much of their 
days and all of their nights together.  Charles gave his 
presentation on the status of his work, ending with his 
complaint concerning the interference of government 
agencies into matters of science, but even though he spoke 
with some feeling, his speech was hardly news for most 
of his listeners.  Sophie asked him a couple of perceptive 
questions, which led to a brief but genuinely interesting 
discussion. There was a polite round of applause at its 
conclusion, and then it was over.

Since she had grown up in the Midwest and had 
taken the train into Chicago on several occasions, Sophie 
acted as his tour guide when the two of them skipped 
out on several sessions where they would not be missed.  
As the conference drew to a close, Charles came to the 
conclusion that he really did not need to get back to the 
West Coast right away.  The laptop he had brought with 
him, combined with T1 internet access, obtainable now 
in a lot of places, albeit at some cost, was all he needed to 
keep up with his work.  Sophie was on a break between 
semesters, so she, too, had no pressing reason to get back to 
her university.  They decided to stay on, both to see more 
of Chicago and to see more of each other.

By this time Charles was utterly besotted.  He had come 
to the conclusion that Sophie was not only the woman he 
loved and wanted to spend his life with, but that she might 
even become the source of his inspiration, the one whose 
questions, comments or mere presence might lead him to 
go beyond being merely brilliant, that with her he might 
become, well, he hardly dared think it, a genius.  

The following Sunday Charles went out to get a copy 
of the New York Times; they were going to work the 
crossword puzzle together before a walk to and along Lake 
Michigan.  When he returned, she was gone.  Her clothes, 
her luggage, her laptop, they were all gone.  There was 
just the faint scent of her perfume and the old-fashioned 
looking compact with a mirror she occasionally checked 
herself in without really using.  It held down the note she'd 
left him.

Continued from Page 33 It said…
There has been a family emergency and I must go home.  I don't know 

when or if we will ever be together again.  I think that one fine day, Charles, 
you will make great and wonderful discoveries that will change the way we 
understand our universe.  All this will happen, I promise you this…  Hold 
back your fears.

Whatever you do with the rest of your life, I hope you will, from time 
to time, remember me.  I know that I will always remember you and every 
precious minute of the time we spent together.  The memento I'm leaving 
with you was something that once belonged to a favorite great aunt.  It may, 
in time, help you figure things out. 

    All my love,      
                                      Sophie 

Charles did not know how he could live with the pain 
that he felt.  He refolded Sophie's note and slipped it and 
the compact into his pocket and went for a very long walk.  
At intervals he took out the note and reread it.  It didn't 
quite make sense to him.  How could a “family emergency” 
have come up so suddenly—and how could any family 
emergency cause them to be so unlikely to see each other 
ever again?

Once he even sat down on a park bench, took out the 
compact and looked in its mirror, as if somehow he might 
see her as she had looked into it all those times.  Of course, 
all he saw was himself, looking rather haggard, and all 
he heard were the snickers of a couple of teenaged girls 
passing by. 

Finally, he decided that he must take Sophie at her 
word, that indeed there must have been a sudden 
family emergency, and then he concluded that no family 
emergency should ever keep two lovers apart, at least not 
forever.  He would go to her, wherever her home was, 
and see if he could help.  If she rejected him then, well, he 
would go away without complaint, knowing that at least 
he had done all that he could.

But where was her home?  He knew it was a half a day's 
train ride away, but she had been entirely obscure about its 
location otherwise.  Then he realized that Ada would surely 
have to know where Sophie had come from, that all he had 
to do was convince her that he wasn't a stalker, that he really 
and truly wanted to help Sophie, that if he could find her 
again, it would be entirely up to her what happened next.

So he called Ada and explained what had happened.  His 
explanation was long and somewhat confusing in places, but 
when he got to the part where he remembered her warning 
him not to hurt Sophie, that he really only wanted to give 
her the chance to accept or reject him, Ada interrupted him, 
saying, “Oh, Charley, I was never worried about her.  I'm 
pretty sure she can take care of herself no matter what the 
circumstances.  It was you I was worried about.  I could see 
how vulnerable you might become.”  And then she told 
Charles where Sophie lived.

It turned out to be a small town in the southeastern 
corner of Iowa, along the banks of the Mississippi River.

IV.
He arrived that next afternoon in a rented car, found a 

room at a motel that was right downtown on Main 34  Continued on Page 35



Street and began to plan how he might locate Sophie.  Hers 
was a common last name, with nearly a dozen entries in 
a local phone book, but Charles figured no more than five 
minutes per call would be necessary, except the right one, 
of course.  Perhaps she would see him yet that evening, or 
perhaps sometime the next day, and then he would have 
his answer.

Two hours later, he was still 
sitting in his motel room, puzzled 
and frustrated.  Not even a single 
lead from all eleven calls, though 
there were a couple of numbers he'd 
have to try again.  Well, he wasn't 
discouraged yet, not by a long shot, 
though he realized he'd have to 
expand his search strategy.  The next 
day he'd find the public library and 
ask to see its collection of yearbooks 
starting, he guessed, at least five or 
six years back and going back about 
another decade.  Even if, somehow 
her name were different, there'd 
be pictures and surely Sophie's 
appearance couldn't have changed 
that much.

At two o'clock the following 
afternoon Charles was actually 
pretty close to feeling discouraged.  
He had completed his phone calls 
and patiently looked through nearly 
two dozen yearbooks, page by 
page, without finding anyone who knew Sophie, either by 
name or his description of her, nor had he found a picture 
in a yearbook that even remotely resembled her.  He now 
needed to get back to work, at least online if not actually 
back to California.  There was also the puzzle of the two 
galaxies to resolve and a backlog of the usual work that had 
filled his days since starting with the digital sky survey.

At the same time, he felt as if his entire future would be 
decided by what he did next.  He still was sure that he loved 
and needed Sophie—and tried as best he could to hold on to 
his conviction that her feelings for him were just as deep and 
true.  He decided he'd stay in this obscure small town, that 
he would keep trying, even if he was reduced to walking 
the streets and calling her name.  But he needed a workable 
long-term plan.

For the remainder of that afternoon, Charles did what 
he could to find himself a place where he could work as 
well as live.  Near his motel was an old hotel that had been 
converted to subsidized housing for the elderly.  There were 
still businesses on the first floor, and one of them was a stock 
brokerage firm.  Charles spoke with both the hotel's owner 
and the stockbroker.  The former was willing to rent him a 
room, unfurnished, by the month, for a rental considerably 
in excess of what the other residents paid, and the latter 
would share his T1 internet access so long as Charles put in 
place safeguards that would keep each from accessing the 
other's work and, once again, for a significant fee.

Next, Charles went shopping.  He bought a bed, bed 
linens, some additional clothing, a good-sized folding table, 
and a combination portable radio and CD player, so he'd 
have something to listen to should the silence of his room 
prove oppressive.  The clerk who sold it to him called it a 
boom box, a term he hadn't heard in a long time, and she 
showed him how it could either be plugged into a standard 
electrical outlet or into a car.

At first Charles had thought 
he'd look for Sophie by day and 
get his work done online during 
the evening, but within a day or 
so he realized he needed to look 
for her a part of each evening, 
too, in bars, restaurants and 
movie theaters.  It was a slow, 
tedious process, asking the same 
questions over and over again, 
and getting always the same 
negative answers back.  Most of 
the people he spoke with were 
pretty nice, though it was clear 
some thought him a fool, while 
a few questioned how honorable 
his intentions were.

By Friday afternoon, Charles 
was starting to think he must 
have spoken to everyone in 
this entire town at least once.  
He had started to wonder if 
somehow he had ended up in 
the wrong town.  He would not 
yet allow himself the thought 

that someone, perhaps Ada or Sophie, had been less than 
honest with him, but how possible was it that someone as 
attractive and as brilliant as Sophie could have come from a 
town this size and yet he had failed to find a single person 
who had known her?  It was enough to drive a man to drink, 
and since Charles happened to be in a bar asking his usual 
questions, he did have a drink.  And then he had another 
drink, and then a third drink, and then he walked back to his 
room at the hotel, where he flopped onto his bed and closed 
his eyes.

He must have dozed off.  When he awoke several hours 
later, Charles heard carnival music coming from his open 
window.  Still feeling a bit headachy, he went to close it and 
was astonished to see all up and down Main Street, a street 
that had been bustling with traffic just a few hours earlier, 
some kind of carnival or county fair, complete with rides 
and the kind of booths where you might engage in games 
of skill, with the prize typically being some kind of stuffed 
toy animal, or where you might have your fortune told.  He 
decided to check it out.

First, he learned that the people of this town referred to 
it as a street fair, that they were very proud of it for its size 
and location, all up and down the town's main street.  It 
wasn't exactly his kind of entertainment, but then he noticed 
most participants were couples or families or groups of 
young people.  35
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Furthermore, Charles couldn't figure out how they got away 
with putting on this “street fair” in the middle of a busy 
street, a street that became a major highway at both ends 
of town and where, at the closest end, it ran onto a bridge 
crossing the Mississippi River, the only such crossing for a 
number of miles both up and down the river.

But then he realized that this might just be his last good 
chance of finding Sophie.  He decided that one careful walk 
up one side of the street and then back down the other 
would offer him the best chance of seeing her, so long as she 
didn't remain hidden behind the hundreds of other people 
enjoying the fair.

Of course, there were distractions along the way, 
especially as he got more and more into the spirit of the 
event.  By this time he had been walking for quite awhile 
and found it odd that he did not seem to be perceptibly 
closer to the far end of the fair.  He was also puzzled by the 
fact that some kind of vintage car show was apparently 
being held at the same time as the street fair.  As he passed 
several side streets he could look off a block or so into the 
darkness, and every side street seemed crowded with cars 
dating back forty, fifty or even sixty years ago, nearly all of 
them beautifully restored.

Charles didn't get on any of the rides, though, too afraid 
he'd see Sophie while stuck on one.  Besides, the rides all 
seemed to be designed more for couples or small children.  
He did do a lot of people-watching and listening as the 
chugging, thumping and churning sounds of the machines 
were balanced by the shrieks and laughter of the people.  
At first, his was the only serious face he saw, reflected from 
various pieces of chrome or the mirrors that decorated many 
of the booths or entrances to the rides, and then he also 
found himself smiling or, on occasion, laughing.

Even the smells of this street fair were intoxicating.  
First, there was that low, heavier smell of diesel exhaust, 
most of it generated by the diesel engines that powered 
the rides, though there were a few old semi tractors also 
peacefully chugging away.  It was a smell that reminded 
Charles of Thanksgiving, at least as much as the smell of 
the Thanksgiving turkey.  This was because, as a boy, the 
day after Thanksgiving Charles used to be taken by his 
grandmother downtown to go Christmas shopping, where 
the smell of the city buses was as ever-present as was the 
ringing of the Salvation Army bells.

Next, there were the cooking smells, predominantly the 
smell of cotton candy, caramel corn and deep fat friers, along 
with the occasional smell of beer coming from the opened 
doors of Main Street taverns. And then rising above these 
other smells, faint yet distinctive, was another smell, one 
that caused Charles to turn his head this way and that, as 
if, had it been just a bit stronger, he might have been able to 
follow it:  the scent of Sophie's perfume.

Now he knew, for the first time since arriving in this 
small town, that he was on the right track.  His search 
became more urgent—and perhaps even more confident.  
Could she be more than a hundred feet away?  Probably not, 
he concluded as he tried to decide which way to go, which 
part of the crowd to push through.  And then, suddenly a 

space opened up in front of him, and there she was, walking 
away, the shimmer from the fair's thousands of lights, 
combined with the harsh yellowish glare of the streetlights 
giving her sleek dark hair a lighter cast.

“Sophie!” he cried out before she could melt back into 
the crowd.

The woman to whom he had called out turned to him 
and smiled, but it was a smile that seemed to hold all the 
world's sadness and regret.  She was a very old woman, he 
could see that clearly now, but only for an instant, before she 
stepped behind a couple holding hands, looking dreamily at 
each other, and then she was gone.

Charles charged after her, looking this way and that, 
trying, once again, to get from one end of this street fair to 
another, but always somehow getting turned around and 
finding himself back in the middle.  Finally, at the edge of 
sheer exhaustion, he managed to make his way back to his 
hotel.  Its lobby and hallways were empty as he climbed the 
stairs to his room on the second floor, just above the stock 
brokerage firm.  It was all he could do to drag himself across 
the room and flop onto his bed.

When he did this, he heard a loud crack.  He rolled to 
one side and pulled from his pocket the compact that Sophie 
had given him.  He opened it and seeing that the mirror was 
now broken, he began to cry.  But then, just as suddenly, he 
stopped crying and looked toward the now closed window 
with the street fair's lights flickering against it.  With a look 
of amazement on his face, he said “So that's why...” and then 
drifted off to sleep.

V.
The next morning Charles awoke feeling groggy, his 

headache worse than the night before.  He cleaned up and 
put on fresh clothes.  Then he packed up his remaining clean 
clothes and his laptop.  He left the clothes he'd worn the 
day before in a pile in the corner, after first being careful to 
extract from one pocket the compact Sophie had given him.  
It went, unopened into the pocket of the pants he was now 
wearing.  He picked up his laptop, suitcase and boom box 
and carried them all down to his rented car.

The boom box he set on the car seat beside him.  It was a 
long drive to California, and he'd want some music to keep 
him company.  He took out the three or four CDs he bought 
when he got the boom box.  First, he looked at the Maria 
Callas' recording of Madame Butterfly, but he knew he 
wasn't ready for that yet, so he set it aside.  Next, he looked 
at the jewel box for Bach's Concerto for Two Violins in D 
Minor.  The violinists were Arabella Steinbacher and Akiko 
Suwanai, two beautiful young women with sleek dark hair.  
He knew that when they got to the second movement, he'd 
feel terribly sad, but he thought he could handle it.

As he drove out of town, Charles tried to figure out what 
he knew and what he did not yet know.  He did not yet 
know why he could look far off into the night sky and see a 
distant galaxy, then look off into a very different part of the 
sky and see that same galaxy, only from its other side and 
much, much older.  He did not know who it was he had seen 
the night before.  What he did know for certain was 
that for the rest of his life he would be alone.
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