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It's been said that stars aren't born overnight – and Keokuk musician Nalani 
Proctor is no exception.

The 2003 Keokuk High School graduate is the oldest daughter of two music 
teachers. Her father, Dan, retired after about 32 years as the choral director 
for KHS. Her mother, Lana, has been teaching general music at Hawthorne 
Elementary in Keokuk for “as long, if not longer” than Dan taught.

“I grew up in a household where music was mandatory, which is good,” 
Proctor said.

Proctor played flute in the school band, and took voice lessons with Mary 
Jane Goeke of Keokuk.

She was exposed to a range of genres through the Keokuk Concert 
Association, which hosts various entertainers at the Grand Theatre. She also 
derives inspiration from visits to her mom's native Hawaii.

Proctor attended Graceland University in Lamoni, earning a bachelor's 
degree in music performance. Although she's classically trained, her musical 
career has taken a less traditional route. During college, she joined her first band 
– a pop-punk ensemble known as Expect Nothing.

Nalani Proctor
                  by Megan McNeil
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She released her first solo album, “I Will Never Leave My Bedroom,” in 2010. 
Other solo projects include “If Only It Were That Easy” and “Wandering Heart 
EP,” both released in 2012.

Music as a day job
After several years of working odd jobs to supplement her love of writing, 

recording and performing, Proctor made a big decision in 2012.
“Four years ago was when I quit my day job,” she said. “(It's) pretty difficult, 

but it would be more difficult if I didn't have the support system that I have. 
Dustin (Neill, my fiance) has been very awesome to allow me to do the things 
that I need to do to try and make a name for myself.”

During the school year, she teaches voice, piano and guitar. Summer is tour 
season, although she periodically travels throughout the year.

In the past five years, Proctor's main collaborations have been with The War I 
Survived, an Ottumwa-based melodic rock group, and indie-folk duo The PBJs. 
Both groups are on hiatus.

To date, Proctor has recorded one album with each of these acts – “The Great 
Expanse” in 2013 with The War I Survived and “I Wonder If This Is How Dogs 
Feel” with The PBJs in 2014.

She continues to perform with Neill, her parents and Peggy Moss of Keokuk 
in The Islanders, an ensemble specializing in Irish, Scottish and Hawaiian music.

New solo project under way
Proctor is working on her first solo album in five years. She anticipates it 

won't be ready for the public until summer 2017, although the writing process 
has been swift.

“A lot of (songs) happened very quickly in the last few months because of 
personal trials,” Proctor said. “Anything art-related is always a good outlet 
(during difficult times).”

As a result, her songwriting has seen a significant thematic shift. Airy, 
romantic songs have given way to more introspective tunes about “mental 
health, death and holding onto grudges.”

In her songwriting, Proctor tries “to be relatable in a general sense.”
“Whatever I write down is usually whatever I'm feeling at the time,” she 

said. “I make the song because I know somebody else is probably feeling the 
same thing.”

Continued from Page 1
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The Keokuk Art Center's 62nd Annual Exhibition opened on Sunday, May 7, with an 
afternoon reception.  The fifty-three entries were accepted on Saturday, April 29, and 

judged during the week by Robert Mejer, Professor of Art from Quincy University.  An acrylic 
painting entitled "Instinctual" by Keokuk artist Don Hetzel was awarded Best of Show.

In the other five categories, Tim O'Neal of Quincy won First in Painting with his oil entitled 
"Dawn II" and Bonaparte artist, Carol Gunn was awarded First in Drawing for her pastel 
"Roy's Chair.  Vince Seaver of Hamilton received First in Photography for "Wintery Day", 
and  "Garden Journal" by Pat Tucker of Hamilton won First in Three Dimensional.  Keokuk 
artist,  Emily Rohlfs was awarded First in Other Media for her piece entitled "Grandma Eileen 
and Little Kathie".

Merit Awards were given to John Carlson and Tom Anderson of Burlington, Virginia 
Breshears of Warsaw, Janet Steinman of Hamilton, and Carey Dunn of Keokuk.

The Art Center is grateful to this year's "Art Advocate" contributors for providing the cash awards. 

The Keokuk Art Center's 62nd Annual Exhibit
 

Don Hetzel's piece "Instinctual,"above, received 
Best of Show.  Other award winners were "Roy's 
Chair," right, by Carol Gunn and "Dawn II," below, 
by Tim O'Neal.
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In the Fall of 2016 a committee comprised of members of 
the Keokuk Fine Arts Council and the Keokuk Art Center 

began meeting to plan an "all arts" festival to be held in June of 
2017.  Under the chairmanship of Bruce Dunek and co-chair, Bob 
Soule, the group chose the dates of June 9, 10, and 11, 2017 and 
the venues of the Keokuk Union Depot and the Grand Theater 
for the main events as well as other local venues for a variety of 
events of varying size. 

Keokuk's Union Depot proved to be exactly the right size for 
performances before an audience that might vary from small 
to mid-sized, in a space that manages to be both generous in 
its proportions and yet somehow intimate.  This proved to be 
an ideal performance space for our local young artists Nalani 
Proctor and Trystan Grisham, as well as students from the 
RaeAnn School of Dance. 

The depot also turned out to be a great place for a display of the visual arts.  Susie 
Messer, an art instructor at Southeastern Community College's Keokuk Campus, and 
local artist Mary Beth St. Clair chaired a committee which invited artists with varying 
levels of experience and achievement to exhibit their works at the depot. These included 
Kimberly Shinn, painter; Jeanner Scott-Zumwalt, potter; J. Barry Wright, photographer; 
Mary Beth St. Clair, jewelry designer; and Curt Swarm and Mark Stanley, metal sculptors.

The Grand Theatre, of course, is Keokuk's premiere indoor space for performances 
before large audiences.  Ben Moser and Bruce Dunek selected the musical groups to 
perform at it.  Performing at the Grand were Denny Diamond, whose work is a tribute 
to Neil Diamond, and popular British born rock and roll singer-songwriter, John Waite.  
Moser and Dunek also selected the Hell's Bells AC/DC rock band to perform at the 
Keokuk Yacht Club later on Saturday. All three concerts proved to be successful both 
artistically and by the size and enthusiasm of the audiences they drew.

An event that has proven to be a success on several occasions in the past was 
also planned and expanded as a weekend option during Keokuk's all-arts festival.  
Reappearing on the old Keokuk-Hamilton bridge was the Main Street Keokuk, 
Incorporated (MSKI) wine-tasting event "Wine over Water," this year enhanced with a 
beer-sampling option, "Brews on the Bridge."  The committee for these activities was 
chaired by MSKI Executive Director Joyce Glasscock and Jeramie Guy, manager of 
Keokuk's Hy-Vee Super Market.

Continued on Page 5

Keokuk Rocks the Arts
 by Prue Backlin

Main Street Keokuk, 
Inc's Wine Over 
Water was scheduled 
in conjunction with 
Rocks the Arts this 
year.  Beer tasting was 
added to the event, 
as were a variety of 
wine and beer inspired 
competitions.
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Keokuk's Great River Players provided a dramatic option to this festival by presenting 
the award-winning play Eleemosynary at their still-new headquarters at Sixth and 
Johnson Streets on both Friday and Saturday evenings. These performances were free to 
the public. 

Several events invited active participation by its participants.  On both Friday and 
Saturday Ginny Henson, a well-known local artist and free-lance art instructor, offered 
classes at her Lost Canvas Gallery on Main Street.  Also, Carole Betts arranged for a chalk 
drawing contest, "Chalkin" on the River," to be held at the Meierotto Shelter House in 
Victory Park with prizes to be awarded to the best drawings.

One of the more fascinating events to watch—and to participate in—was a 
"photography model shoot-out," arranged by Yvonne Derr, along with Jay Scott and Joe 
Morgan of the Mississippi Valley Photography Studio.  Approximately 60 photographers 
and models from other towns could be seen most of the day on Saturday taking 
photographs in suggested scenic areas throughout Keokuk.

Keokuk's past was also available for exploration through most of the days of the 
festival.  Neal Vogel, the historic architect from Chicago who grew up in Keokuk 
and who has played such a significant role in the restoration of Keokuk's Union 
Depot, conducted historic tours of notable Keokuk homes and buildings.  The Miller 
House Museum was open for tours on Friday and Saturday, and on Sunday its 
volunteers presented a program by Barbara Lounsberry entitled "Yup, Nope, and Why 
Midwesterners Don't Say Much."  During the entire weekend of free activities, the George 
M. Verity Riverboat Museum was also open to the public for self-guided tours.

If your prized activity was simply shopping or dining, Keokuk's many shops 
and restaurants were open with their usual selections plus some festival specials.  
Additionally, the South Side Boat Club held a flea market.  Both it and the Keokuk Yacht 
Club offered a brunch on Sunday morning. 

The weekend of festivities concluded at the Rand Park Pavilion 
with a concert by McNamara's Band and the unveiling and 
dedication of an original sculpture by local metalsmith, Mark 
Stanley.  This sculpture was inspired by the Mississippi River and 
seems to mirror the shape of the pavilion.  At the conclusion of the 
festival, a drawing was held at the depot for a prize of $100 which 
was awarded to Madge Blaesing of Monmouth, Illinois. 

The other festival committee members included Kirk 
Brandenberger of the Keokuk Tourism Bureau, Kimi Buerklin, Polly 
Falcon, who served as secretary, Joseph Fierce, Rose Marie Karre, 
Ed Kiedaisch, Julia Logan, who designed the posters and tickets 
for the event, Ellen Norman, Tom Seabold, the Keokuk Art Center's 
director, and Prue Backlin, who was the publicity chair.  Some other 
organizations who contributed significantly to the success of this 
all-arts festival were Keokuk's City Council, the Grace Bott Millar 
Foundation, Keokuk's Cultural and Entertainment District, the 
Keokuk Art Center and the Keokuk Fine Arts Council.

Continued from Page 4
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Keokuk blacksmith artisan, Mark Stanley designed and fabricated the beautiful 
new sculpture, “Conflux” at the Rand Park Pavillion. The sculpture replicates the 

waves of the nearby Mississippi River. 
The sculpture was commissioned by Keokuk Art Center Executive Director, Tom 

Seabold. The project received a grant from the Keokuk Cultural and Entertainment 
District and other donations from the community.  Seabold hopes that additional 
funding will be available so that the sculpture can be lighted at night during concerts at 
the Pavillion.

Sunday, June 10 the new sculpture was officially dedicated and presented to the public.
More information about artist Mark Stanley can be found at: 

www.mainstreetkeokuk.com/confluence. Click on archives and go to 
Vol. X, No. 2, May-July 2016

New Sculpture at Rand Park Pavillion
 by Sandy Seabold
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Tom Seabold and Mark 
Stanley alongside Mark's 
latest creation–now a 
permanent addition to Rand 
Park for all to enjoy.

http://www.vigenmemorialhome.com
http://www.mainstreetkeokuk.com/confluence
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It's believed that the seeds for what 

eventually came to be known as "The 
World's Largest Street Fair" were sown in 
Keokuk way back in 1898.  September of 
that year, a huge celebration took place 
on Main Street to commenorate the end 
of the Spanish-American War. Thousands 
of citizens turned out to eat, drink, and be 
entertained. Apparently, they really enjoyed 
themselves because the Fall Festival of 1898 
became an annual event and over the next 
91 years grew into what we would now 
refer to as a Street Fair.  As times changed, 
adjustments were made.  The event moved 
from one month to another, then another. 
Tight rope walkers and medicine men were 
replaced with carnival rides and arcade 
games.  At one point, the Street 
Fair took over Main from 2nd to  
11th Street. In the 1960's, when 
Main Street was converted into 
4 lanes and deemed a State 
highway, the fair was moved 
to Victory Park.  When the new 
bridge was under construction, 
permission was given to move 
it back to Main.  For a few 
years, Johnson Street served 
as its location.  Whenever and 
wherever it took place, it served 
to create wonderful memories 
for young and old alike. Then, 
crowds began to dwindle and 
1989 marked what seemed to be 
the end of an era.

Continued on Page 8

Keokuk Street Fair - the Tradition Returns
 by Julia Logan

Above is a scan of a glass negative 
donated by the Conn Whetstone family 
depicting the 1898 Fall Festival.  Below, a 
photo of Keokuk's Street Fair from the '60s.

http://www.sutliverealestate.com


But it was some of those fond memories still floating around 
that prompted members of the Lake Cooper Foundation  (LCF) 
to take a stab at bringing back the street fair of their youth.  Doug 
Matlick, Robert Korschgen, and Tom Bell had come together in 
2012 to resurrect the old Rocket Slide.  That project led to the 
formation of the LCF–a non profit group of volunteers whose 
mission is "Linking people and their communities together 
through involvement."  Five years ago they created a haunted 
house that can be found in the basement of the old Henke 
Hardware building each October. The ground level of that 
building is now available to rent for parties, weddings or large 
meetings. Three years ago they launched their July River Run.  
It was time to get involved once again.  The goal this time was 
to bring about a street fair that would offer affordable family 
fun while benefitting local businesses by bringing people to the 
downtown area. Merchants were contacted and many chose 
to join in the fun by sponsoring bands, offering discounts to 
customers during the days of the fair, or organizing special 
activities.  The LCF had the support it needed and its members 
were off and running.

The result of their efforts will take shape August 24th through 
27th, on Johnson Street between 8th and 12th, as The Big Dam 
Street Festival–a fitting reference to Keokuk's lock and dam.  
Conner Family Amusements of Beardstown, Illinois will provide 
four days of carnival rides and games.  This company has been 
in business for 50+ years and brings with it 12 rides, 5 games 
and a food truck.  Additional food and craft vendors will be on 
hand, as well.  Ace Hardware will be sponsoring free kids games 
each day.  HyVee will be sponsoring a BBQ contest on Saturday.  
Dr. Getwell's Bar and Grill and L-Tryens Bar are sponsoring a long line-up of bands to 
provide free music for all.  Rascal's is organizing a bike run and offering opportunities to 
karaoke. The list of activities continues to grow.

Carnival tickets may be purchased in advance beginning August 1st at the Hawkeye 
Restaurant, Dr. Getwell's and the Keokuk HyVee.  For more information, visit the Lake 
Cooper Foundation on Facebook and keep an eye out for upcoming publicity on local 
media.  The Big Dam Street Festival is sure to provide something for everyone including 
lots of new and amazing memories.
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Did you know that an opera singer can project over an entire audience, but if a 
normal person yelled at the top of their lungs, they wouldn’t be heard? Classically 

trained opera singers make use of a technique called "resonance tuning" to intensify 
the vibrations of the vocal folds and increase the power of their voice.  This summer, 
the talented vocal students involved with the Artist in Residence Program at SCC have 
been learning about what the Oxford Dictionary describes as an 
“all-encompassing art form, engaging body, mind and heart” in 
preparation for their first Opera performance.

As a classically trained opera singer, my dream has always 
been to produce a student opera in my home town. I think it 
is extremely important for our viewing public in Southeast 
Iowa to be exposed to this amazingly powerful genre of music, 
and this summer all the pieces came together for my dream to 
become a reality.  On the 5th of August, The Grand Theatre in 
Keokuk will raise the curtain for the SCC Student production 
of The Pirates of Penzance by Gilbert and Sullivan. Then, on 
August 8th and 11th, the show will head to The Burlington 
Capitol Theater.

A musically challenging work, Pirates of Penzance has 
tremendous appeal to both musicians and audiences alike. For 
one thing, it is written in english and, for another, it combines 
great vocal music with a hilarious story line. The plot, as 
with most of Gilbert & Sullivan's, is ludicrous. Through a 
mishearing of the word "pilot" as "pirate," Frederic has served 
an indenture from a very young age to a band of tender-
hearted pirates. His contract, however, expires on his 21st 
birthday, and the story begins with him preparing to leave 
the pirates and return to normal life. When he falls in love 
with Mabel, the daughter of Major General Stanley, a series of 
complications lead him to struggle with his conscience to find 
a moral solution to his dilemma. 

What makes this production particularly special is the 
quality of the cast. A total of fifteen students are involved, 
ranging in age from our youngest of 14 years to a few who've reached the ripe old 
age of 21. Benefiting from extensive backgrounds in musical theater, the lead roles of 
Mabel, played by Joley Seitz, and Frederic, played by Kiersten Reynold, are sure to 
delight and inspire audiences with their virtuosic vocal talents. The Pirate King, played 
by Blake Peterson, and the Major General, played by Alex Sekowski will no doubt have 
the ladies swooning over their rich vocal tones.  And finally, the Seargent, played by 
Brandon Ericson, and Ruth, played by Nicole Merschman, will no doubt keep everyone 
in stitches with their humorous antics. Supporting roles were cast from Notre Dame, 
Burlington, Fort Madison, and Keokuk High Schools. Pianist for the show is Julie 
Ramsey, from Keokuk.

Grant money from the Burlington Fine Arts League, the Keokuk Community Fine 
Arts Council, and the Capitol Theater in Burlington have made it possible for us 
to offer this wonderful family friendly experience free of charge. I predict that our 
audiences will all be leaving the theatre with big smiles on their faces and humming 
the tunes–a sure sign that the production was a roaring success! For more information 
you can call me, Lori Wilson, Artist in Residence, SCC at 319-601-0733 or email.
Lwilson1@scciowa.edu.lit.

The Pirates of Penzance - August 5th at the Grand
 by Lori Wilson, SCC Artist in Residence

mailto:Lwilson1@scciowa.edu.lit
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Matt Ball... Boogie-Woogie Pianist

As part of the Keokuk Concert Association's 92nd 
season, Matthew Ball will be performing at the Grand 

Theatre on September 21 at 7:30.  His fast paced program 
of Boogie-n-Blues, Jazz & Ragtime piano favorites from 
the Swing-dancin' era of the 20's, 30's and 40's is sure to 
have you tapping your toes if not boppin' in the aisles.  The 
evening will include arrangements of American classics 
like Ain't Misbehavin', When the Saints Go Marchin' In, 
Over the Rainbow, Basin Street Blues, Bumble Boogie, The 
Entertainer, Glory of Love, and more!  Get a taste of his 
style by going to www.boogiewoogiekid.com.  Admission to 
this show is free with a membership to the Keokuk Concert 
Association or $10.00 at the door.

Professor Dernier performed on a high wire stretched from the top of Kilbourne's block to the Voorhies 
Building on the evening of September 17, 1867, and nearly everyone in town was down to see him.

–Keokuk History 1820-1906
The Constitution-Democrat

 September 29, 1906

September 17, 1867

 

Though not Professor Dernier, this 
daring fellow was photographed 
walking a high wire in Keokuk... 
perhaps during a Street Fair.

M
at

t  B
all

 - 
Co

ur
te

sy
  P

ho
to

http://www.satyrusjeering.com
http://www.cramerrealestate.com
http://www.boogiewoogiekid.com


11

mailto:lcihs@yahoo.com
http://lcihs.org


Who was the most controversial person ever to 
have lived in Keokuk?  Had this question been 

asked during or shortly after the Civil War ended, the 
most likely answer would have been obvious:  Henry 
Clay Dean.  After all, who else have Keokuk residents 
wanted to lynch on two separate occasions?

Dean was controversial as result of his politics.  
He was often referred to as a “copperhead,” that is 
someone who was suspected of disloyalty to the Union, 
a sympathizer or perhaps even a supporter of the 
Confederacy.  He was, he insisted, no supporter of the 
institution of slavery, but he thought it wrong to fight 
a war to end it.  He thought a peaceful solution should 
be possible, one that would involve compensating slave 
owners for the loss of their property.  He also thought 
that President Lincoln was a terrible president with 
blood on his hands, and that Grant was, if possible, 
even worse.

This did not go over well in Keokuk, not only the 
departure point for many of Iowa's soldiers that fought 
for the Union, but also the town where many of them 
returned, with quite a few of them recovering from war 
wounds or diseases that resulted from their defense of the Union.  Far too many did not recover; 
they were buried in the Keokuk National Cemetery, Iowa's only national cemetery. 

On the other hand, Henry Clay Dean was much admired as an orator, so much so that Samuel 
Clemens devoted pretty nearly an entire section on Keokuk in Life on the Mississippi to a 
speech Dean gave there in 1861.  Clemens clearly implies that Dean not only lived in Keokuk, 
but that he grew up there, writing, "He began life poor and without education. But he educated 
himself—on the curbstones of Keokuk. He would sit down on a curbstone with his book, careless 
or unconscious of the clatter of commerce and the tramp of the passing crowds, and bury himself 
in his studies by the hour, never changing his position except to draw in his knees now and then 
to let a dray pass unobstructed; and when his book was finished, its contents, however abstruse, 
had been burned into his memory, and were his permanent possession.”

In fact, Dean was born and raised in southwestern Pennsylvania, not far from Maryland and 
what was to become West Virginia.  He moved to Iowa in 1851 at the age of twenty-eight, to a 
farm near Pittsburg, Iowa, where he was also based as a circuit-riding Methodist minister.  He 
was never an actual resident of Keokuk, though he apparently spent a fair amount of time in 
it.  Perhaps this is why Samuel Clemens, never one to let an unimportant fact get in the way of a 
good story, confers upon Dean Keokuk residency.  Twain, of course, did live in Keokuk through 
most of 1856, but never saw—or heard—Dean then.  This was the same year that Dean was 
appointed Chaplain of the United States Senate.

When Dean was once asked where he resided, he replied that he had no residence.  When 
asked why, he said, “A man is supposed to reside where he had his washing done, and since I 
never had any done, I have no residence.”  Yes, another aspect of Dean's controversial nature was 
his indifference to personal hygiene, earning him the less-than-complimentary nickname “Dirty 
Shirt” Dean.

The first of Dean's near-lynchings in Keokuk also took place in 1861.  After he gave one of his 
anti-Civil War speeches, a gathering of Union soldiers decided it should be his last.  They grabbed 
him as he was returning to his hotel and carried him off to a convenient tall bluff overlooking 
the Mississippi River. When he cleared his throat as if he were about to speak, the leader of this 
gathering said, "No speech.  Just a short prayer, Dean, and then to the fishes."

"Thank you,” said Dean.  “I have no speech to make, nor will I even take up your time to 
pray.  I have only this to ask.”  He began searching through his pockets, finally holding 
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The Most Controversial Person Ever to Have Lived in Keokuk
 by Tom Gardner

Continued on Page 13
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Continued from Page 12

up a Barlow knife and leather pocketbook. “This knife," he said, "I would have sent to 
my little son back on the old farm. I promised to make him a kite when I got back with it 
but—well, I don't want to disappoint the lad, you know.  He'll be expecting me tomorrow 
and will be down at the gate.  Excuse me, comrades but I love the boy—I can't help it.” 
His voice grew husky as he paused to look out over the great river.

Some of the men standing nearby shifted around to the rear.
“It's childish, I know,” resumed Dean turning his face toward the soldiers. The captain 

took the knife sheepishly.  “Now, this book contains an old picture of mine and some 
verses; maybe a dollar or two, also. I don't expect you'd think it's of much consequence, 
but the dear angel back home—my wife, gentlemen—the sweetest, truest, gentlest 
woman that ever blessed the life of a man; I can see her now as she kneels beside her 
couch, praying to the God of the fortunate to guard her husband and bring him safely 
back to the old rooftree where we've shared each other's trials and 
joys these many years.  There we've stood beside a cot which the 
death angel hovered, and where we walked arm in arm through the 
clover fields to garland the grave of our dead.  This is all I can send 
her… but she'll prize it beyond the gift of kings.  She'll—why where 
are your men, captain? Come! I'm ready."

During Dean's appealing last request for his son and wife, the 
soldiers had, one by one, retreated, leaving the orator alone with his 
captors' leader. “Oh, they got tired and went home,” said this man 
wearily.  “Dean," he went on, "if you and the devil ever meet, my 
sympathy will entirely be with the gentleman of the forked tail."

Amazingly, Dean came back to Keokuk in 1863 to speak again 
against Lincoln and the U.S. conduct of the Civil War, a speech that 
enraged even more Union soldiers.  Once again a lynch mob formed 
for the purpose of ending Dean's life.  This time it was James B. 
Howell, founder and editor of the Keokuk Gate City, that prevented 
this purpose from being fulfilled.  Howell argued that Dean may 
be in possession of papers injurious to the Union cause—or that 
he may simply know something of this nature.  He suggested that 
Dean be taken to jail, searched and questioned.  Dean languished in 
Keokuk's city jail for the next two weeks, complaining bitterly—but not too loudly—of 
his treatment.  In fact, he was fed well by his many visitors and hardly questioned at all, 
and he never was charged with any crime.  At the end of two weeks he was quietly and 
unceremoniously released and went home.

In 1871 Dean moved just across the Iowa-Missouri border to a farm he named Rebel's 
Cove.  In June of this same year he was invited to speak in Corydon, Iowa.  While some 
accounts say he spoke at the Methodist Church, filled to overflowing, others say it 
was at the courthouse square.  In any event, he was well into his speech when he was 
interrupted by four men on horseback who rode up to the back of the crowd.  One of 
them asked to be recognized.  “I yield to the man on horseback,” Dean replied.  The man 
on horseback then announced that the bank had been robbed and the clerk was tied up.  
"Someone might want to go set him free," the man said.  Dean, however, thought this was 
a tactic to break up the meeting, so he went right on speaking and soon had the crowd 
hanging on his every word once again.  Thus, it was not until much later that the bank's 
owner was found in his bank, all tied up, and the identity of the man on horseback was 
determined to be Jesse James.  A month or so later, in a letter to the Kansas City Times, 
James asserted that this was one bank he hadn't robbed, but no one believed him.

Dean remained politically active in the years after the Civil War, always ready to 
speak about what he considered “the crimes of the Civil War” and about the need for 
an expanding money supply, not based on precious metals.  He was a founder of the 
Greenback Party.  As an attorney, he defended a number of men accused of capital 
crimes, and never lost a man to the noose, so great was his eloquence.  At his Rebel's 
Cove home he enjoyed the life of a gentleman farmer and took great pride in his large 
private library of some 4500 volumes.  Unfortunately, a fire destroyed this library and all 
of Dean's household goods.  He died February 6, 1887.

Continued on Page 14

James B. Howell
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So why is Henry Clay Dean only a runner-up to the title of “The Most 
Controversial Person Ever to Live in Keokuk”?  Well, first of all, unless 
you count the two weeks he spent in Keokuk's jail, he never actually 
lived in Keokuk.  Second, though he was highly controversial during 
his lifetime, those controversies are now hardly ever debated among 
historians.  Abraham Lincoln was a great president, perhaps our nation's 
greatest president.  He—and the Civil War—freed the slaves, and that 
has been a good thing, too.  No one any longer argues in favor of Stephen 
A. Douglas's concept of “popular sovereignty.”  Of course, partisan 
politics is still a national pastime in America.  As the Brooklyn Eagle 
noted in its obituary for Henry Clay Dean, “Mr. Dean was a Democrat, 
pure and undefiled—one of the ‘old timers,’ who believed that although 
Noah was justified in taking a Republican and Democrat into the ark, he 
ought to have thrown the former overboard before the waters subsided.  
He was a good man and true.  Peace to his ashes.”

In our next issue, the Confluence will offer another installment in this 
series on the most controversial person ever to live in Keokuk.

“Treat everyone as a gentleman should be treated,
 but let the ivory handle of your revolver be in sight."

                 —Henry Clay Dean

What Mark Twain had to say 
     about Henry Clay Dean:

He began life poor and without 
education. But he educated 
himself—on the curbstones of 
Keokuk. He would sit down on a 
curbstone with his book, careless 
or unconscious of the clatter of 
commerce and the tramp of the 
passing crowds, and bury himself 
in his studies by the hour, never 
changing his position except to 
draw in his knees now and then to 
let a dray pass unobstructed; and 
when his book was finished, its 
contents, however abstruse, had 
been burned into his memory, and 
were his permanent possession. In 
this way he acquired a vast hoard 
of all sorts of learning, and had it 
pigeonholed in his head where he 
could put his intellectual hand on 
it whenever it was wanted. His 
clothes differed in no respect from 
a "wharf-rat's," except that they 
were raggeder, more ill-assorted and 
inharmonious (and therefore more 
extravagantly picturesque), and 
several layers dirtier. Nobody could 
infer the master-mind in the top of 
that edifice from the edifice itself.

He was an orator—by nature 
in the first place, and later by the 
training of experience and practice. 
When he was out on a canvass, his 
name was a lodestone which drew 
the farmers to his stump from fifty 
miles around. His theme was always 
politics. He used no notes, for a 
volcano does not need notes.

        —Mark Twain, 
           Life on the Mississippi

Continued from Page 13

An illustration of Dean by Edmund Garrett for 
the 1899 edition of  Life on the Mississippi.
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It is widely known that 700 or so Civil War veterans who died during the war are buried in 
Keokuk's National Cemetery.  In addition, scores of others from that conflict are interred 

there, men who survived the war, came back to Keokuk, got a job, got married and chose to be 
buried in this cemetery when they passed on.  But few people realize that there are 369 veterans 
of the Civil War who chose to be buried in Oakland Cemetery, 
rather than the National Cemetery, with about 20 of them dying 
during the war.

Not every veteran buried in Oakland has a government 
headstone. Many are buried with a family stone with no reference 
to their military connection etched upon it.  With the passage of 
time and the dying off of relatives, these veterans lie forgotten 
with everyone oblivious to their service to their country during 
quite possibly the darkest period in our nation's history.  We have 
discovered a few of these veterans by searching the microfilmed 
copies of Keokuk's newspapers and finding obituaries with a 
mention of these individuals and their military service.

One individual buried under a family stone with a military 
reference etched on it is Eli Oilar.  Born in Muscatine, Iowa, on April 
24, 1841, young Oilar came to Keokuk with his parents, Andrew and 
Charlotte, in 1846.  The family settled in a home out on Valley Road, 
where Eli grew up with his nine brothers and sisters.

Eli Oilar enlisted in the army as a private on August 26, 1861, and 
served in Company A, First Iowa Cavalry.  The unit consisted of men 
mainly from Lee, Des Moines and Louisa Counties.  A total of 2,115 
men served in the regiment and were involved in several battles.  
Two officers and 56 enlisted men died in combat or eventually 
succumbed to their wounds after the fighting ended.  There were also 233 enlisted men and two 
officers who died of disease, resulting in a total of 93 fatalities.  The First Iowa Cavalry was mustered 
out of service in Austin, Texas, on February 15, 1866.

Civil War Veterans Buried in Keokuk's Oakland Cemetary
 by Terry Altheide
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The gravestone of Eli 
Oiler and his wife, Sarah.

http://www.riverhillsvillage.com
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Continued from Page 15

After his discharge, Eli came back to Keokuk to farm the homestead on Valley Road.  
He was united in marriage to Sarah O'Bleness on January 17, 1867.  Seven children 
were born to this union.  What makes this story more interesting is the fact that he was 
Abraham Lincoln's second cousin.  Eli's paternal grandmother, also named Charlotte, 
was the sister of Lincoln's mother Nancy.

Eli's father Andrew was born May 10, 1796, in Virginia, the son of Henry and 
Elizabeth Hanks Oilar.  Andrew and his family moved first to Ohio, and then to 
Indiana, before moving on to Muscatine and Keokuk.  He was also a veteran of the 
War of 1812 who had been held captive by the British for a brief period of time after his 
regiment surrendered to them.  Andrew died in 1854 and was buried in a small hilltop 
on his farm on Valley Road.  Three of his grandchildren are also buried there, and the 
stones that mark their final resting place are still there.

Eli died July 26, 1931, and was buried in Oakland Cemetery, at block 29, lot 34.

*  *  *    *  *  *    *  *  *
Two projects are currently under discussion in Keokuk concerning 

Oakland Cemetery, one directly and the other indirectly.  First, 
there is the possibility of forming an association to help maintain 
and improve the appearance of Keokuk's unique outdoor museum.  
Two meetings have already been held with city officials and 
concerned citizens with a third meeting to be scheduled soon.  
Anyone interested in the cemetery who would like to join in on the 
discussions or donate funds to the project are urged to call the city 
offices at (319) 524-2050 and ask for Aaron Burnett.

A project indirectly connected to Oakland Cemetery because it 
is where Charlotta Pyles is buried is an effort to raise funds for a 
planter to be located on Main Street in her name.  This project is 
being coordinated by Main Street Keokuk, Inc., as a part of its efforts 
to remember notable persons in Keokuk's history through planters 
on Main Street.  A small plaque is placed on each planter with a brief 
biography of the person being honored.  The planters each cost a little 
over $800.  Those who wish to donate to this cause may send money 
to the Charlotta Pyles Fund, First Community Bank, 320 Concert 
Street, Keokuk, IA 52632. 

One of the many planters that can be found on Main Street 
featuring a notable person from Keokuk's history–in this 
case, Conrad Nagel.

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


This is a residence that combines a lot of 
architectural interest with a long and varied 

history as well as that indefinable quality that 
makes a person want to walk through it one 
day, soaking up its atmosphere and hoping to 
feel the presence of those who have lived there 
in the past.  For a more thorough and expert 
explanation of this house's architecture, I have 
asked Neal Vogel, the restoration expert and 
preservation consultant who has done so much 
to see that the Keokuk Union Depot restoration 
project has met the high standards required for 
getting grants, if he might share an insight or two 
into the architecture of this house.  His response 
is a sidebar to what I can tell you about the 
history and atmosphere of 302 High Street.

The first house to occupy this lot was 
transported here by barge from Fort Madison 
by Civil War General Hugh T. Reid back in the 
1840s.  In time, this house proved inadequate 
for the Reids, and so he was in the process of 
building a grander home in the late 1870s when he 
died suddenly.  The house was never completed.  
Alexander E. Johnstone purchased the unfinished 
home from General Reid's widow about ten years later.

Edward E. Johnstone, Alexander's father, had moved to Fort Madison, Iowa, in 1837, 
nearly a decade before Iowa became a state.  Edward then moved to Keokuk in 1868, the 
same year he founded the Keokuk Savings Bank.  Alexander was a boy of twelve then, so 
his public education was divided between Fort Madison and Keokuk.  He went to college 
at what is today Iowa State University and then returned to Keokuk to go into the lumber 
business with Tabor and Company, becoming a part owner of this firm by the late 1870s.  
At about this same time, Alexander Johnstone became engaged to Fannie F. Williams, the 

Memorable Keokuk Homes:
 The Edward E. Johnstone House at 302 High St.
 by Tonya Boltz
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An early 20th century photograph of 302 High Street, 
taken before the wrap-around porch was removed. 

mailto:nlseabold@msn.com


daughter of George H. Williams, also prominent in the early life of our city.  She died in 
1884.  With two young daughters to raise, Alexander remarried in 1887 to Clara E. Knox 
of Warsaw.  To this marriage one son survived, Edward Knox Johnstone, who would, in 
time, also become the president of the Keokuk Savings Bank. 

In his Tales of Early Keokuk Homes, Raymond E. Garrison says that the plans for 
the house Alexander Johnstone had built at 302 High Street were a wedding present to 
him and Clara, given to them by the architect. The home has seven bedrooms and four 
full baths.  When Alexander's father passed away in 1891, he became a director of the 
Keokuk Savings Bank.  He became the bank's vice president in 1895, by which time he 
had sold his interest in Tabor and Company.  In 1898 he was elected the bank's president 

by its shareholders and began his involvement 
in promoting the building of the great dam 
at Keokuk at about the same time.  Clara 
Johnstone died in 1914; Alexander died in 
1920.

Not long after the death of Alexander 
E. Johnstone, Dr. Henry Gray, a surgeon, 
purchased the historic home at 302 High 
Street.  His wife, Carmylite, was tragically 
killed in the tower while cleaning a dress.  
Mrs. Gray and her houseman, Arthur Holt 
were using gasoline to clean draperies and 
a woolen dress.  The draperies were drying 
on the third floor.  It is believed that a spark 
caused the gasoline to ignite, this causing the 
dress that was being cleaned and the clothing 
that Mrs. Gray was wearing to ignite.  Mr. 
Holt heroically carried Mrs. Gray through 
the flames to a lower floor and then called 
Dr. Gray.  Sadly, Mrs. Gray had suffered 
severe burns over nearly all of her body 
and passed away shortly afterwards.  Mr. 
Holt was severely burned about his face and 
hands.  Mrs. Gray’s funeral was held from 
the residence.

In 1949, Judge W. Logan Huiskamp purchased the home from Dr. Gray and his second 
wife.  They then sold it to Albert Oliver a few years later. 

Mr. Oliver owned the home for several years. Mr. Clarence Kenworthy lived there 
between 1966 and 1969.  I am not exactly sure who owned the property during these 
three or four years because by 1970 Oliver was living there again.  It has been divided 
into apartments for the past several decades.  Mr. Oliver, the founder and operator of 
Keokuk Grain Exchange, was at one time employed by the Hubinger Company.  He was 
also the founder and organized Wingover Game Farm.

According to Beacon Schneider, an online source of real estate information, the home 
is currently owned by Rod Tinson Associates, Inc., located in West Palm Beach, Florida.  
According to a recent Daily Gate City article, this firm plans to refurbish the home. 

Most of this information I have gotten from Garrison's Tales of Early Keokuk Homes 
and from various articles appearing in the Keokuk Daily Gate City and the Constitution 
Democrat.  Keokuk city directories and Beacon Schneider, as well as some other online 
sources of information, have also been invaluable sources for me in researching this 
house and its occupants over the years.
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The house as it appears today.
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The Johnstone House was designed by George P. Stauduhar (1863-1928) of Rock 
Island.  Stauduhar received his architecture degree from the University of Illinois 

in 1888 and opened his practice in Rock Island in 1890 at the age of 27.  He was affiliated 
with several partners over the years but records indicate a sole 
attribution for this commission.  It is not known exactly how 
Johnstone came to select Stauduhar.  He designed steamboat 
interiors and may have had earlier dealings in Keokuk given the 
numerous steamboat owners and pilots in town; however, he also 
designed St. Francis de Sales Church (1898) in Keokuk just down 
the block from Johnstone’s new residence at 4th & High.

Sadly, St. Francis was demolished in 1983—the outcome of 
a Keokuk Catholic church merger and death blow dealt by the 
Davenport Diocese.  Stauduhar reportedly designed over 200 
Roman Catholic churches in seven Midwest states.  St. Patrick’s 
Church in Perry, Iowa, is a near twin of St. Francis de Sales and 
listed on the National Register.  In fact, Stauduhar died of a heart 
attack while supervising the construction of a Catholic church in 
Valley City, North Dakota.  His son Charles—the eldest of eight 
children and among several that supported what essentially 
evolved into a family “design-build” business—was ironically 
killed in an automobile accident the next day in route to make his 
father’s funeral arrangements.

Stauduhar was adept at virtually all traditional American 
and European revival styles from Queen Anne to Prairie, and 
Georgian Revival to Dutch Colonial.  His personal and business 
records were donated to the University of Illinois which has 
over seventy-three cubic feet of files known as the Stauduhar 
Papers.  An overview of the collection clearly shows an architect 
who was versatile at all building types and styles.  That said, he 
was especially fond of the romantic styles found in Byzantine, Italianate, Gothic and 
Renaissance traditions; he frequently mixed stylistic textures and details on his home 
designs in a fluid, eclectic manner.

Perusing his many, many house commissions, one could argue that the asymmetrical 
massing of the Johnstone House, as originally designed, is among his most innovative 
and very best residential commissions.  The curving horizontal lines and forms that 
intersect rectilinear vertical lines and forms result in a playful dance of light and shadow 
on the primary corner facades.  Stylistically, some may consider the house Queen Anne 
but it is also influenced by the Shingle Style.  It is readily apparent that Stauduhar gave 
his clients what they wanted and highly likely that the Johnstones played a significant 
role in the design of their new home.  However, he (or they) may have found inspiration 
in works by the nationally renowned firm of McKim, Mead & White of Boston; their 
landmark residential designs, such as the Issac Bell house in Newport, Rhode Island 
(1883), inspired an architectural shift in residential design in the late 19th century, and 
they were broadly published in architectural journals of the day.

Much of the original core house design survives today including the prominent 
corner bay and domed roof, the eyebrow and polygonal dormers on the eastern side 
of the roof, and the port cochère on the north.  Unfortunately, the projecting bay over 
the entrance, two of the three massive chimneys, and the most innovative feature of 
all, the wrap-around porch with a curving roofline at the corner, have been lost over 
the years.  Some features, such as louvered shutters which added texture to the house 
could be readily restored.  The entrance remains among the most significant surviving 
features, with Japanese inspired door designs and leaded glass sidelight and transom of 
clear roundels—often associated with the European Low Countries and Germany.  The 
century-plus old Johnstone House remains among the many beautiful historic homes of 
Keokuk worthy of preservation.

St. Francis De Sales Church

The Architecture of 302 High Street
 by Neal Vogel

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


 

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

319-524-5055 or director@mainstreetkeokuk.com

  

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

mailto:director@mainstreetkeokuk.com
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The Electric Garage
 by Shane Etter

While researching Keokuk’s garage band 
scene, I discovered that one of the more 

interesting and unusual venues was a place 
called “the Electric Garage.”  It was intended 
to be a teenage dance center, something that 
Keokuk undoubtedly needed, but the Electric 
Garage never quite managed to take off the way 
everyone thought it would.

This was back in 1968, an exciting and 
difficult year for Keokuk and for the United 
States.   In so many ways 1968 was a time of 
revolutionary change, not just in the music or pop culture scene, but in all sorts of ways.  The 
year started with the Tet Offensive in Vietnam and the capture of the USS Pueblo by North Korea. 
It was the year that both Martin Luther King, Jr., and Robert F. Kennedy were assassinated.  The 
King assassination led to rioting in Baltimore, Boston, Chicago, Detroit, Kansas City, Newark, 
Washington, D.C., and many other cities. Altogether 46 people died in these riots.  It was the year 
of the My Lai massacre.  It was a year in which young people marched, protested and held sit-ins.  
Many sought ways to avoid being drafted.  Many experimented with drugs.

In France, over nine million workers and students went on strike.  In Czechoslovakia the 
Soviet Union put an end to what was called the “Prague Spring” by sending in some 200,000 
Warsaw Pact soldiers to “restore order.”  It was the year rioting broke out in Chicago, just outside 
the Democratic National Convention.  It was the year the National Organization for Women 
protested the Miss America Pageant, and “women's liberation” was much in the news.  It was the 
year George Wallace ran for president against the Democratic nominee Hubert Humphrey and 
the Republican nominee Richard Nixon.  It was the year of the Mexico City Olympics, the year 
Tommie Smith and John Carlos, U.S. athletes and medalists in the 200-meter dash, gave a black 
power salute during the "Star-Spangled Banner" at their medal ceremony.  It was the year Apollo 
8 went into space to orbit the moon. 

It was a revolutionary year musically, too.  Johnny Cash performed at Folsom Prison in 
California.  The BeeGees, an Australian group, first performed in America.  The Beatles, Mike Love 
of the Beach Boys and Donovan all went to India to learn about meditation from Maharishi Mahesh 
Yogi.  It was the year Hair opened on Broadway.  It was the year the Beatles recorded the White 
Album and The Who performed Tommy, a rock opera.  Diana Ross and the Supremes recorded 
“Love Child.”  Brian Jones left the Rolling Stones, and Janis Joplin left Big Brother and the Holding 
Company, and Peter Tork left the Monkees.  It was the last year for Buffalo Springfield, Cream, 
the Righteous Brothers, the Yardbirds and the Zombies.  It was the first year for Rod Stewart, Led 
Zeppelin, Black Sabbath and Crosby, Stills and Nash.  It was the year music became psychedelic.

In Keokuk, 1968 was an important year, too, as our local bands absorbed all these influences 
and made some music that local folks who can remember back as far as fifty years ago still think of 
as pretty special.  And, again, one of the special places that this music was made was the Electric 
Garage.

At first, Gerry Hoskins, who ran the Corner Pocket, a pool hall at 9th and Main Streets, 
had advertised his intention to start a teenage dance club in the downstairs of the pool hall.  
Eventually, however, he opened one at 910 Main Street.  The headline of an article in the Daily 
Gate City for May 8, 1968, stated, “Teenagers Work Hard on 'Electric Garage.”

The article went on to say, “Keokuk’s newest teenage dance center, “The Electric Garage” at 
910 Main Street, is beginning to take shape as a definite asset to Keokuk’s younger set.  Manager 
Gerry Hoskins and many local teenagers are putting in many hours of donated time working 
on the building, transforming it from the auto shop which once occupied the building into an 
outstanding teen 'club' with the atmosphere tuned with the excitement of the popular bands who 
are scheduled to appear there.”
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Recently I had the opportunity to ask Craig Moore about 
the Electric Garage.  He said that “Everyone remembered 
Gerry and his wife Ilene from their days of operating the 
concession stand at the local Skylark Drive-In.”  Clearly, he 
was able to get so much support and donated labor for this 
project because the young people of Keokuk already knew 
him and respected him.  Gerry himself recalled with a smile 
that he never had any trouble with anyone.  He expected the 
kids to behave themselves and they did, knowing he would 
do anything for them.

Gerry also remembered how David Rector had 
mentioned to him that his brother Tim was looking for a 
place for his band to practice.  This gave him another reason 
to rent the vacant auto shop at 910 Main Street.  He said 
that he paid the owner of the property, Idol Rashid, about 
$300 dollars a month.  This money came out of his own 
pocket, from the proceeds of the pool hall.  The building, 
after the addition of a generous amount of sweat equity, 
quickly became known as the “Electric Garage,” a hangout 
and practice space for numerous bands as well as where 
they performed and even promoted their gigs elsewhere.  In 
effect, it was Keokuk's very first DIY (Do It Yourself) music 
venue.

Al Moander has described the Electric Garage as a place 
that featured “hands-off management” and “no chaperones.”  
Gerry was present for most events, but for the most part left 
it up to the teenagers to police themselves.  There were no 
stated rules, and no food or alcohol was served.

Lee Noe has also shared his good memories of the Electric Garage with me.  He 
said, “The name 'Electric Garage' was cool, a name that really fit the bill.  It simply 
matched what was inside.”  Inside, the structure was a bare bones, nothing fancy older 
building.  The Electric Garage employed what you'd call a large, open-floor concept with 
whitewashed walls that had been painted over with bright psychedelic colors.  Lee told 
me how the paint and blacklights just popped, along with several psychedelic posters.  
The building lacked air-conditioning, and the only way to circulate air was to open up 
the large garage door that led out onto Main Street.  Everyone I spoke with told me that 
when the bands would play at night, it was very dark and extremely loud because you 
sat in such close proximity to them.

Mark Hoyt and Al Moander both told me about their memories of when Sam 
Vermillion was doing string art work during the day and helped with the bands at night.  
They weren't the only ones who mentioned seeing musicians who made use of body 
paint.  Craig Moore said that he and his cousin Tim Schevers and Rick Atterberg had all 
experimented with face and body paint.  They used Day-Glo colors while their bands 
were performing.

The Electric Garage also scheduled a lot of dances, with one taking place every 
Wednesday, Friday and Saturday night throughout the summer.  All of the Electric 
Garage dances were open to all area teenagers and, with the exception of two or three 
band specials, a standard admission of $1.00 was charged.

Contemporary newspaper accounts name several of the bands that played at the 
Electric Garage during May of 1968:  on May 8th, Keokuk’s GONN; on May 9th, 
Keokuk’s Bonaparte Citric Store; and on May 11th, Burlington’s Blessed Few.  On May 
15th Bonaparte Citric Store returned and then were back again on May 18th.  Then 
on May 24th and 25th a new group from Fort Madison performed, the Stained Glass 
Aardvark.  This group featured lead guitarist Rex Garrett, who had formerly been a 
member of GONN.  These bands, along with a number of other bands, would continue to 
perform at the Electric Garage all through the rest of the Summer of 1968.
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Before becoming home to the "Electric Gargage," 
910 Main St. was an auto shop, pictured here in 
1961.  Photo courtesy of Leo Gredell. 



Gerry Hoskins told me that, despite its popularity, the Electric Garage lasted for 
only for a few months.  He had to shut it down due to the lack of funds; there simply 
wasn’t an adequate, steady flow of income to keep it going.

However, many other local venues would continue to 
host teen dances through the sixties and into the seventies.  
Keokuk’s Knights of Columbus Hall opened its fall and 
winter dancing season for teenagers on Friday, September 
20, 1968.  The brand-new National Guard Armory would 
hold dances for teenagers from time to time.  The Lakeview 
Club in Hamilton, Illinois, was another popular venue.  
Jim Marshall’s Our Place, at 11th and Main Street was yet 
another teenage hangout.  And, of course, Keokuk Senior 
High School, along with Cardinal Stritch High School, were 
often venues for area bands as well as teen-age dances.  
Finally, Keokuk’s Labor Temple, located at 3rd and Blondeau 
Streets, was another venue that hosted bands as well as local 
teenage dances.

There is no doubt that the late 1960's was a remarkable 
time in the history of popular music.  In 1968 alone the new 
music you could hear on the radio included Otis Redding 
singing “The Dock of the Bay” (though he'd died in late 
1967), the Rolling Stones singing “Jumpin' Jack Flash,” 
the Beatles singing “Hey Jude” and “Lady Madonna,” 
Steppenwolf singing “Born to be Wild,” Aretha Franklin 
singing “Chain of Fools,” Dionne Warwick singing “Do You 
Know the Way to San Jose,” Marvin Gaye singing “I Heard It 
on the Grapevine,” Iron Butterfly singing “In-A-Gadda-Da-
Vida,” Simon and Garfunkel singing “Mrs. Robinson” and 
Creedence Clearwater Revival singing “Susie Q.”  And this 
list barely scratches the surface of great music that came out 
in 1968, music that people born a decade or more later still 
can sing along to.

Even long after the closing of the “Electric Garage” at 910 
Main Street, the building it occupied continued to be a place 
of entertainment where music mattered.  This building later 
became known as the Fountain Supper Club, starting in the 
mid to late 1970’s.  Next it was called The Cove, then Mad 
Hatters in the early to mid 1990’s and finally it was the Red 
Wagon Lounge.  Eventually the building was destroyed by 
fire and later razed.

Continued from Page 22
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910 Main Street managed to house a variety of 
establishments over the course of its final years 
that provided a wide range of  entertainment.



Pipeline
 by Tom Gardner

Our two souls therefore, which are one, 
Though I must go, endure not yet 

A breach, but an expansion, 
   Like gold to airy thinness beat. 

If they be two, they are two so 
   As stiff twin compasses are two; 
Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show 
   To move, but doth, if the other do. 

And though it in the center sit, 
Yet when the other far doth roam, 
It leans and hearkens after it, 
   And grows erect, as that comes home. 

Such wilt thou be to me, who must, 
   Like th' other foot, obliquely run; 
Thy firmness makes my circle just, 
   And makes me end where I begun.

  John Donne, “A Valediction Forbidding Mourning”

I.

Several years ago I decided to end my life honorably.  I had no intention of ending
 it prematurely, but I was then of an age when the end was no longer a distant, 

unthinkable possibility.  After all, had I given any real thought to ending it prematurely, the 
proper time would have been a bit over a decade ago when I got shot and decided to retire.

I am—or was—an oil geologist.  I had been doing some survey work in an OPEC country 
where the political opposition has a tradition of coming to power in a hail of bullets, then 
quickly becoming as corrupt as the gang of thieves it replaced so that the cycle can start 
all over again.  My job was to find petroleum reserves worth exporting for my employer, a 
multinational corporation, during what was supposed to be the relatively peaceful middle of 
that cycle, only the opposition was working from a different timetable, and I found myself so 
close to that hail of bullets that a stray one caught me. 

My recovery was slow and painful, and when I was able to limp from place to place once 
again, my employer decided that my age and that limp outweighed my skill in locating 
oil reserves.  As I was still recovering from my wound, this was a time of great personal 
discouragement.  I began to read to escape from my sense of having lost any meaningful 
purpose in life, at first the kind of literature that is most frequently referred to as “escapist,” but 
then I went back to reading the literature in my own field, only from the other side.  By this I 
mean that I began to read about global warming, or climate change, and the role that extracting 
and using fossil fuels has in changing our climate.  I became convinced that the earth's climate 
is changing, that this change was occurring at such a rapid rate that it would be profoundly 
harmful to most forms of life on earth, including humans.  That is when my discouragement 
reached its peak—or greatest depth.  I felt implicated, guilty, in having helped to accelerate this 
terrible change.

But then I began to read about the seismic activity that can result from fracking, or 
“hydraulic fracturing,”  The accepted practice for obtaining natural gas from shale is to 
increase the permeability of the shale by injecting under high pressure a mixture of water, 
sand and various chemicals.  This fractures the shale, making it possible for the natural gas 
to be extracted.  Unfortunately, the waste water, now containing a lot of salt, as well 24
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Keokuk Cultural & 
  Entertainment 
    District 

Dining in the District

• 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
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August
   1-31  • Water Colors by Howard Kou, Keokuk Art Center, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library
        1  • Open Mic Night, Every Tuesday, Lucky's Bar,  528 Blondeau St.
        2  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, Aug. 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30, 2 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library 
  • Nalani Proctor Residency Wednesday, 4 - 6 pm, 
   The Lost Canvas, 719 Main St.
         • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 
   8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park St.
        3  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, Aug. 3, 10, 17 & 24, 10 - 11 am, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         • Open Mic Night, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        4  • Knitting and Needlework Group, 1 - 4 pm, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Public Library
  • Howard Kou Watercolor Exhibit Reception, Keokuk Art Center, 
   5 - 7 pm, Round Room Keokuk Public Library
        5  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, 
   River City Mall parking lot
  • KPL Lego Club, ages 5 - 15, 10:30 am - noon, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
  • History of Keokuk Schools by Tonya Boltz,
   1 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library
           • Cody James Ministries , 7 - 9 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
           • Pirates of Penzance, SCC, 7 pm, The Grand Theatre
           • Trapt in concert, 7:30 pm, L-Treyns, 1108 Main St. 
        8  • Service Dogs for Disabilities, 6 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
  •  Adult Art Classes, 10 am and 6 pm, 
   The Lost Canvas, 719 Main St.
  • Nalani Proctor Residency Wednesday, 4 - 6 pm, The Lost Canvas, 719 Main St
        9  • Wednesday Pre-School Movers and Shakers, Aug. 9 & 23, 10 - 11 am, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      10  • 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
10/11  • Café Murder Mystery, Dinner and a Show, 
   America's First Great Dam Museum fundraiser, 6:30 pm, 
   428 Main Street.  Call 319-795-3677 for more information
      12  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall parking lot
  • Keokuk Cars and Coffee, 9 am - noon, Southside Boat Club 
   parking lot, 625 Mississippi Dr.
           • Fast Forward Concert (Classic 60's/70's),
   Rand Park Commission, 7:30 pm, 
   Rand Park Pavilion
  • Kids Outdoor Movie, 7:30 pm,
    Keokuk Public Library sideyard 
      14  • Craft-ernoon, 3 - 4:30 pm, Kids Area, Keokuk Public Library
      15  • KPL Family Night: Get Wimpy Party!, 6 pm, Kids Area, Keokuk Public Library, 
   call 524-1483 to registerCa
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      16  • Wednesday Pre-School Movers and Shakers, 
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         • Nalani Proctor with Jonathan Foster, 6 - 8 pm, 
   The Lost Canvas, 719 Main St
      17  • What the River Means to Us with Dean Klinkenberg, 6:30 - 7:30, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library
      18  • Rollin' on the River Blues Fest, starting at 6 pm 
   with Fast Forward; Jeremiah Johnson Band; 
   and Lucky Peterson, Victory Park
  • Keokuk Paranormal Society, 6:30 - 7:30 pm,
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      19  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, 
   River City Mall parking lot
        • Rollin' on the River Blues Fest, 
   starting at 5:30 pm with Travis Ried; 
   Quad City Slim; Kent Burnside; and The Night Hawks, Victory Park
      20  • Gil Sargent Memorial Hoopin' on the River - 3 on 3, United Presbyterian Church
          • Making Music, by Josephy Fierce, Museum open 1 - 4 pm, program at 2 pm, refreshments following,   
   Miller House Museum, 318 N. Fifth Street
      21  • Solar Eclipse Day Camp, ages 9 - 12, 9 am - 3:30 pm, Keokuk Public Library Sideyard, 
   call 524-1483 to register
         • Leo Gredell Collection - Vintage Keokuk Photos, 6:30 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      22  • What's is Worth?  Antique appraisals by Mark Moran, 5:30 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library (call the library beginning Aug.1 to schedule an appraisal appt.)
      23  • Nalani Proctor Residency Wednesday, 4 - 6 pm, The Lost Canvas, 719 Main St
 24-27  • The Big Dam Street Festival, sponsored by the Lake Cooper Foundation, 
   featuring Carnival Rides, Food and Craft Vendors, 
   Free Kids games sponsored by Ace Hardware
      24  • Stumptown, sponsored by Dr. Getwell's, 
   performing 11th and Main
      25  • Madd Hoss Jackson, sponsored by Dr. Getwell's, 
   performing 11th and Main
       • Downward Fall, sponsored by L-Treyns,
   performing outback 1108 Main
      26  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, 
   River City Mall parking lot
         • BBQ Contest, sponsored by HyVee, 
   under the big tent on Johnson St.
        • Glitter Salad and Eliminator-ZZ Top tribute band, 
   sponsored by Dr. Getwell's, 
   performing 11th and Main
         • Captain Geech and the Shrimp Shack Shooters, sponsored by L-Treyns, 
   performing outback 1108 Main
      27  • Jam Session and Strutter-Kiss tribute band, sponsored by Dr. Getwell's, 
   performing 11th and Main
      28  • Craft-ernoon, 3 - 4:30 pm, Kids Area, Keokuk Public Library
      29  • Sensory Story Time, 6 pm, Keokuk Public Library - call 524-1483 to register
      30  • Nalani Proctor Residency Wednesday, 4 - 6 pm, The Lost Canvas, 719 Main St
      31  • Intro to Free Website Building, 7 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library

27
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September
   1-30  •  Water Colors by Brenda Benson, Keokuk Art Center, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        1  • Brenda Benson Watercolor Exhibit Reception, Keokuk Art Center, 5 - 7 pm, Round Room
   Keokuk Public Library
     2-3  • Pro Disc Golf Tournament, all day, Rand Park & Wildcat Springs - call 524-5599 for more information
        2  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall parking lot
           • Lick Creek (Country with edge), Rand Park Commission, 5 - 9 pm, 
   Rand Park Pavilion
        4  • Labor Day Parade, beginning at 11 am, Main Street
        5  • Photo Tour of New York, Alaska, and the Appalachians  by Leroy Wolfmeyer, 6:30 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        6   • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, Sept. 6, 13, 20 & 27, 2 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library 
         • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park St.
        7  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, Sept. 7, 14, 21 & 28, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         • Open Mic Night, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        8  • Knitting and Needlework Group, 1 - 4 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk  Public Library
        9  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall parking lot
  • Keokuk Cars and Coffee, 9 am - noon, Southside Boat Club 
   parking lot, 625 Mississippi Dr.
      10 • First Christian Church Service, 10 am, Rand Park Pavilion
      11  • Craft-ernoon, 3 - 4 pm, Kids Area, Keokuk Public Library
      12  • Leo Gredell Collection - Vintage Keokuk Photos, 6:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      13  • Wednesday Pre-School Movers and Shakers, Sept. 13 & 27, 10 - 11 am, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
         • Wednesday Afternoon Book Club, discusses "Same Kind of Different as Me" 
   by Ron Hall, 1 - 3 pm, Keokuk Public Library 
      14  • 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
      15 • It's Time for Country Music Show, sponsored by Keokuk Convention and Tourism., 
   7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
         • Nalani Proctor, 7 pm, Keokuk Union Depot
      16  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall parking lot
      17   • Crossview Fellowship Church in the Park, 10 am, 
   Rand Park Pavilion
            • 99 Counties of Iowa, by Jerry Rigdon, 
   Museum open 1 - 4 pm, program at 2 pm, 
   refreshments following,              
   Miller House Museum, 318 N. Fifth Street
      21  • The Buzz About Bees, 6:30 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library
  • Matt Ball Boogie Woogie Pianist, sponsored by 
   Keokuk Concert Assoc., 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
 21-23  • L-Bird Fly-in and Convention, Keokuk Airport
 22-24  • Geode Fest, Rinker Boat Lot, Hamilton, IL    
      23  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall parking lot 
  • KPL Lego Club, ages 5 - 15, 10:30 am - noon, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        • KPL Family Night, 6 pm, Kids Area, Keokuk Public Library, 
   call 524-1483 to register
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In order to add an event to this calendar, contact Carole Betts at bettsongrand@gmail.com 
To advertise in the Confluence, please contact Alka Khanolkar at alka_61@hotmail.com.
All ads should be approximately 3 x 5 inches in size and may be either vertical or horizontal. 
The cost is $40 per ad. 29

      24   • Bullis Rutter Big Band, 2 - 4 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
      25  • Craft-ernoon, 3 - 4 pm, Kids Area, Keokuk Public Library
      26  • Sensory Story Time, 6 pm, Keokuk Public Library-call 524-1483 to register
      30  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall parking lot
  • Travis Nye Magic Show,  7 pm, The Grand Theatre
 
October
   1-31  • Mixed Media by Richard Brooks, Keokuk Art Center, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library       
        3  • Photo Tour by Leroy Wolfmeyer, 6:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        4  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, Oct. 4, 11, 18 & 25, 2 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library 
         • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 
   8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park St.
        5  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, Oct. 5, 12, 19 & 26, 10 - 11 am, Round Room,       
   Keokuk Public Library
         • Open Mic Night, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
        6  • Knitting and Needlework Group, 1 - 4 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk  Public Library
        7  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall parking lot 
        9  • Craft-ernoon, 3 - 4 pm, Kids Area, Keokuk Public Library
      11  • Wednesday Pre-School Movers and Shakers, Oct. 11 & 25, 
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      12  • Free Movie Night featuring a new release selected by Movie 
   Night viewers, 6 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library, 
   free popcorn, sponsored by the KPL Foundation
      13 • Daily and Vincent Concert, sponsored by Keokuk Convention 
   and Tourism., 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
      14  • Keokuk Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall parking lot 
       • Keokuk and Winter Pictures by Tonya Boltz, 6:30 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
      17  • KHS Choral Concert, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
      19  • The Medicine Show of The Great Dr. Balthazar T. Archimedes,
   presented by Richard Poole, Annual Dinner Meeting of the
   Lee Co. Historical Society, time and location TBA
      21  • KPL Lego Club, ages 5 - 15, 10:30 am - noon, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Public Library
  • Shadow Puppet Workshop with the Eulenspiegel puppets, 
   1 - 2:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Public Library
  • Fright Night, Sponsored by the Parks and Recreation Board, 
   4 - 7 pm, Rand Park including Stories and Cuentos with
    the Eulenspiegel puppets, 4 - 6 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
         • KPL Family Night, 6 pm, Kids Area, Keokuk Public Library, 
   call 524-1483 to register Eu
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as those aforementioned chemicals, is a truly dangerous 
concoction, and the preferred method of its disposal is to 
inject it into really deep wells.

It is this step in the process that can—and frequently 
does—cause earthquakes that can be felt and cause 
damage.  This dangerous mixture of waste and salt 
water also can migrate, poisoning water supplies that 
people use.  Add to these potential dangers the fact that a 
significant amount of methane ends up in the atmosphere.  
It is a potent greenhouse gas, about a hundred times more 
effective in trapping energy than carbon dioxide, the most 
common greenhouse gas.  And even when natural gas is 
used as intended, it will put more carbon dioxide into the 
atmosphere, along with some additional leaked methane. 

Furthermore, even when fracking is not used to 
extract natural gas, the oil that's extracted this way is 
accompanied by an increasing volume of highly saline, 
environmentally damaging water that cannot be left on 
the surface but must be injected into deep formations, a 
process that also results in increased seismic activity—and 
earthquakes.

All of this was was information I could provide at 
much greater length and detail as an expert witness.  
I soon found myself traveling from one natural gas 
producing state to another, providing expert testimony 
in trials that sometimes were successful for the plaintiff 
because of what I said.  I was paid little more than my 
expenses, sometimes not even that much, which also 
added to my reputation in my new retirement career.  This 
new career also meant that I lost very nearly every friend I 
had, going back over nearly fifty years.

And then one day I got a letter postmarked with the 
name of the small town located in the southeastern corner 
of Iowa, along the banks of the Mississippi River.  It was 
the town where I had grown up, a town I had last seen 
some sixty years earlier, not long after I had graduated 
from high school.

II.
My first thought was to wonder how or why anyone 

from the town where I had grown up would have figured 
out where I was now living.  I had left home in the 1950's 
to go to college.  My father had accepted a position 
teaching chemistry at a high school in Oregon at about 
the same time that I got my college acceptance letter, so 
my parents and my kid brother Richard ended up about a 
thousand miles closer to the school I was attending, but in 
the opposite direction.  This gave me no real reason ever 
to go back to southeastern Iowa.  Besides, I was one of 
those kids who could hardly wait to leave home and be on 
my own.  My visits to my parents new home rarely lasted 
as long as a week, and after I started working, a three-
day weekend every couple of years was about all I could 
manage.

So, my second thought was that my high school 
alumni association had finally tracked me down, 
but upon opening the letter, I discovered that a local 
organization had been formed to oppose the oil pipeline 

Continued from Page 24
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that was scheduled to run across Iowa diagonally until it 
crossed the Mississippi River a dozen or so miles north 
of town.  The organization had been formed because the 
landowners north of town didn't want it crossing their 
property and because an even larger group of people were 
fearful of what might happen if the part of the pipeline 
under the Mississippi should spring a leak.  They were 
writing me because one of them had noticed some of 
the attention I had received online and even, somewhat 
obscurely, in the odd newspaper or magazine. 

This committee, with its long explanatory name that 
wouldn't shorten easily to its initials, wondered if I might 
not be the same person who had lived in my old home 
town many years earlier, and if so, could I be prevailed 
upon to testify as an expert witness in the lawsuit they 
had brought against the company building the pipeline.  
Oh, and if that was who I was, they hoped a special 
payment plan could be arranged, perhaps discounted, too, 
as they hadn't much money and lawsuits are, it turns out, 
frightfully expensive.  The letter was signed by someone 
named “V.J. Kelly, a common enough surname, yet with 
those initials only in front of it, vaguely familiar. 

So I took the time to write back with a sincere letter 
of apology, explaining that I did not think my services 
would be of much help, that my area of expertise had 
more to do with stratigraphy and seismology, and not 
how crude oil got transported to the refinery.  I wished 
them well with their endeavors and wrote them a check, a 
fairly substantial one I thought, but then at my age—with 
no wife and no children to leave my money to—what else 
could I do with it?

The phone call came a week later.
The woman who called me was the same person who 

had signed the letter to me.  Again, the voice was familiar, 
and since I could now put a name to the voice, this person 
I had apparently known a long time ago should come 
to mind, but something refused to come into focus.  All 
the time she was explaining that the committee needed 
someone who could explain the risks associated with 
running a pipeline under the Mississippi, someone with 
known, demonstrable expertise, I half listened and half 
wondered who in hell I was talking to.

And then she said, “You also need to come because 
our high school class is having its sixtieth and probably 
final reunion the day after you'd be testifying, and I will 
have the opportunity to return the invitation you once 
long ago offered me by being my guest for the reunion.”  
And then that fuzzy image sprang into sharp focus.  
“Tori!” I exclaimed.  “Indeed,” she said.  “Or Victoria, 
as the few people left who are old enough to call me by 
my first name now call me.  I thought perhaps you had 
forgotten...”  

In fact, I had all but forgotten—having not thought, 
even once, of Victoria Jean Kelly, the smartest girl in my 
high school class, for more than fifty years.  But of course 
this was not something I would ever say.  I assured Tori 
that I remembered her well, even as I was starting to 
do exactly that, and explained that I had been merely 
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puzzled by her use of her initials in the letter she had 
written me.  In high school she had said that she thought 
Victoria was too formal and regal sounding, while Vicki 
sounded too cute, and she was neither.  “Well, I didn't 
want to presume,” she said.

“Not presume...” I thought.  Well, I guess people do 
change.  In high school I had been one of the smarter kids, 
one of the twenty or so who were obviously going to go 
to college and have some sort of professional career.  Tori 
was another one of them, only she was so much smarter 
than the rest of us that it was kind of scary, especially 
back then when nearly every girl was raised from infancy 
to think her highest calling was to get married, have 
children and be a housewife.

Something about her, some sense of who she was, 
made Tori refuse to hide her intelligence or her learning, 
so she spoke forthrightly and directly to one and all, to 
the other kids she grew up with, to our teachers and even 
to our parents.  She was never disrespectful and hardly 
even what you'd call opinionated, but what she knew, 
she knew, and would not hesitate to share what she knew 
should it be relevant to what was being discussed.  In the 
1950's these were not considered especially admirable 
traits in a young woman.

So you see, after a moment to gather my thoughts, I 
did remember Tori.  I remembered her with that mixture 
of admiration and trepidation that were characteristic of 
the way I thought of her when I was in high school.  And 
I remembered why she had just said something about 
returning the favor of an invitation.  Tori was the girl I 
had taken to the prom.

How can a man forget the girl he took to the prom?  
The simple answer is that within a few months of my 
high school graduation the entire experience of high 
school seemed irrelevant, both to who I was and to what 
I wanted to be.  Perhaps the question of my forgetting 
can be best answered in answering the question of how I 
happened to take her to the prom in the first place.

It was my mother who was responsible for my going 
to my high school prom.  I had had no intention of 
going, and when my mother figured this out, she began 
to work on me.  “A high school prom may not mean 
much to you,” she said, “but there are any number 
of girls who are counting on being asked, girls for 
whom a date to the prom, even with a boy who is not a 
boyfriend—and whom the girl would not especially want 
for a boyfriend—is important.  For those girls, sitting at 
home the night of the prom represents a loss that… that 
lingers.” 

I had never talked with my mother about her own 
high school experiences and decided this was not a good 
time to start, but I could also see that there would be little 
if any peace for me at home for the next several months 
unless I went to the prom—and took a date with me, too.

So I asked Tori.  I asked her because very nearly 
every other girl I knew well enough to ask already had 
been asked and had accepted her invitation.  Tori was 
an attractive young woman; this was something I do 
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remember noticing, and, yes, it did matter to me, but she 
was, as I said, scary smart, and I thought that might mean 
she hadn't been asked and wouldn't be asked unless I 
asked her.  So I did, and I was right, and we went to the 
prom together, and my mother was right, too, because 
we both had a good time, and not once was I awed or 
embarrassed by her brilliance.

There was, however, an irreconcilable difference 
between us, a difference so profound that our first date 
was also our last, and I never saw her again after I left 
town late the following summer.  I was, as I've already 
said, the sort of person who was eager to leave the town 
where I had grown up, the sort of person who yearned 
for adventure in far-off lands, places that were exotic and 
foreign and uncertain.  Tori loved the town she'd grown 
up in.  She couldn't imaging living anywhere else for 
long, and besides, she knew she was needed there.  She 
was an only child.  Her mother's health was somewhat 
uncertain, and her father had died in the war, World War 
II, that is.  He had been a doctor, and she had no real 
memories of him, while her mother would more and more 
frequently get lost in her memories of him.

Of course, when we spoke on the phone it was long 
after all of our parents had died, and we were ourselves at 
an age when even the optimistic know that they are old.  
We spoke at length, too, a difficult conversation at times, 
as most of the people we'd known in common were now 
dead, all of our parents' generation and many of our own.  
Besides, how do you catch someone up on what's been 
happening in your life, when the gap to be covered is fifty 
years?

Still, I learned that Tori had gotten both her bachelor's 
and master's degrees from the University of Iowa, in 
the classics no less, so that, unlike Shakespeare, she was 
fluent in both Latin and Greek.  She had started her 
teaching career by teaching Latin in both my hometown's 
public high school and the Catholic high school, but 
that soon enough the demand for Latin pretty much 
disappeared, even as it also disappeared from the mass.  
She had found it fairly easy to move into French and 
Spanish, and then almost exclusively Spanish as she 
reached retirement.  After her mother passed away in the 
mid-eighties, Tori even got to do some traveling during 
the summer, on a couple of occasions to Europe and once 
to Mexico.  “I wanted to see the sights,” she said, “but 
most of all I wanted to talk to people in their language, 
you know, have real conversations about things that really 
mattered to them.”

What Tori learned from me is that my ability to say 
anything in Spanish has remained pretty primitive despite 
my frequent and lengthy stays in Spanish speaking 
countries.  I told her about a couple of times I nearly got 
shot and the one time that I did get shot.  No heroism in 
any of it, but I told her because she asked.  Then I told her 
about several of the more eccentric characters I'd met, a 
topic I was more comfortable with.

Buried in her stories and mine was the mere mention 
of the two times she'd very nearly gotten married 



and the one time I did get married, but that I was away 
from home too much and so the marriage had failed 
within a couple of years—and that the one thing Brenda 
and I agreed on, finally, was that this failure was my 
fault.

And then, after this lengthy conversation I realized 
that, despite my misgivings, I could no longer refuse the 
request to testify from one of the very few old friends I 
hadn't managed to lose over the years.  After a hurried 
week's preparation, I caught a plane into Saint Louis 
where I rented a car and drove up to Iowa.  

III.
I phoned as I got into town and learned that Tori was 

at a meeting with her committee at a coffee shop down 
on Main Street, so that's where I met up with her.  I had 
expected to see a combination of farmers and, well, 
people our age, but there were also a number of young 
people not that many years out of high school, Tori's 
former students.  Back in high school, Tori had been 
respected and admired, but she had not really had what 
you'd think of as close friends.  As a teacher at her high 
school, Tori had become someone her students loved, 
perhaps because she also cared so deeply about them. 

All this became evident to me as I stood at the back 
of the group that had gathered around her at the coffee 
shop.  That's where I learned that action on two fronts 
was being contemplated.  Protests were planned for 
the next day along the road that the pipeline would 
cross before covering the last little bit before it reached 
the Mississippi River.  The possibility of moving off 
the road, taking the protest to the work crew actually 
putting the pipeline in place, was contemplated.  The 
protesters who might do this knew there was the 
likelihood of arrest, so they would all have what they 
considered to be a sufficient amount of money to pay 
the anticipated fine plus court costs.

I was to be a part of the second front.  The lawsuit 
was to be heard in federal court, which meant I'd be 
driving north, more or less upriver, for at least a couple 
of hours early the next morning.  I would need to confer 
with the attorney leading the fight against the pipeline, 
testify, then drive back with, I hoped, enough time to 
pick Tori up and get to the reunion party, which was 
taking place in a renovated railroad depot.

The next day was long and had its share of 
discouraging moments.  I met with the attorney for the 
first time about an hour before I'd be testifying, though 
I'd spoken with him several times on the phone.  His 
optimism was tempered by a great deal of caution.  The 
team of lawyers we'd be facing was formidable and the 
financial resources it had access to would undoubtedly 
make any victory of ours small and temporary.  I came 
to the realization that I would have to be eloquent and 
persuasive in a way I had never been before. Basically, by 
my education, experience and inclination I am I scientist:  
I like my facts straightforward and my truths simple.

Continued from Page 31 This time when I spoke, I not only provided the 
facts but tried to paint a picture of their consequences.  
Start with a pipeline carrying from just under to well 
over 500,000 barrels of crude oil per day.  That's about 
20,000 barrels per hour.  Say only part of this flow was 
accidentally diverted into the Mississippi and that the 
diversion would be discovered and stopped much much 
more quickly that it was for the Deepwater Horizon oil 
spill that lasted from April to September of 2010.  Note 
that a pipeline carrying 500,000 barrels per day has the 
same amount of oil passing through it in just ten days 
as the Deepwater Horizon spill discharged in the five 
months that it lasted.  That oil spill cost over $42 billion 
to clean up, only the cleanup truly did not get the Gulf of 
Mexico back to what it had been before.  But, remember, 
we're not going to assume a spill nearly as long, nor will 
we assume nearly as much crude oil being spilled into 
the environment, though we may want to consider the 
greater dangers associated with type of crude oil the 
pipeline will be carrying, both in terms of its toxicity and 
its flammability.

So then I assumed spills of varying sizes and the 
probable damage from each.  Here's where I attempted 
to paint a picture with my words, right down to the 
lurking danger of unrecovered, never-cleaned-up crude 
oil sludge mixed with the other chemicals that are already 
accumulating behind the next dam downriver.

I next presented several scenarios that might bring 
about a spill from this pipeline.  I recalled the two 500 
year floods on this part of the Mississippi River that 
have taken place in less than the last fifty years, noting 
that when the bridges went out, it was their approaches 
that failed.  It was my understanding that the pipeline 
was to be tunneled beneath the river, but what about 
its approaches?  Also, would a pipeline failure be more 
or less likely during a flood, and what might flood 
conditions do in distributing the spill and in hampering 
or leaving incomplete any cleanup effort?

Then I moved to an area of concern closer to my 
expertise, mentioning the two earthquakes that took 
place in or near my hometown back in 1895 and in 1905, 
relatively small and unexpected in the Midwest, but not 
without precedent in adjoining states and somewhat 
troubling to consider.

This provided me with the opportunity to consider 
the New Madrid, Missouri, Earthquakes of 1811-1812, 
so powerful that they made the river run backwards for 
a while and created Reelfoot Lake, a fairly significant 
body of water in western Tennessee.  I noted that this 
earthquake was centered roughly 300 miles from where 
the pipeline would cross the river and that it was 
powerful enough to be felt as far away as Boston and 
Montreal, that it rang church bells all up and down the 
Atlantic Seaboard.  President Madison wrote to Thomas 
Jefferson about it, having felt it at the White House.     

When I was asked, “But isn't this all speculation?  
What if there is no oil spill during the life of this pipeline?  
Other scientists have said that this is far and away the 
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more likely result.”  I pointed out that, even if there never 
was a spill to clean up along the entire length of this 
pipeline, then it would still have an effect equivalent to 
thirty coal-fired power plants running non-stop over that 
same interval of time, with the same estimated volume of 
greenhouse gases being pumped into the atmosphere. 

IV.
On my way back into the southeastern corner of Iowa, 

I had plenty of opportunity to wonder if there would 
be any sort of victory at all, never mind how small and 
temporary.  On the radio I heard about the arrest of 
the pipeline protestors, so I adjusted my course for the 
courthouse, found out that Tori was among the dozen or 
so arrested—and found out, too, that attorneys for the 
pipeline company were insisting on fines greatly in excess 
of what the protestors had anticipated, undoubtedly as a 
way of discouraging further protests.  It took me a while 
to arrange for the payment of these fines, then I hurried 
over to the county jail where they would all be released.

I could tell she was really angry, more angry than 
I'd ever imagined her being, when she was the first one 
processed out and came over to where I was waiting.  
“You cannot possibly expect me to go and leave the 
people I care about behind!” she practically shouted.

“No one is being left behind,” I said.  “Everyone's 
fine has been paid.  It's just that you were the first one 
released.  Look, here come some of the rest now.”  And 
she turned her head to see the next two or three stepping 
outside, a couple of them already with cellphones to their 
ears.

“You paid for everyone?  But we can't let you...” Tori 
began, but I jumped in with “Don't think of it as my 
money.  Think of it as oil money that they gave me.”

“It looks to me as if they are all finding their own way 
home,” I went on, “or back to their cars, at least.  So, do 
we still have a date for this evening?”

“Yes,” she said.  “Yes we do, but you're going to 
have to stop at my house on the way.”  I must have 
looked a bit confused, because she added, “Don't worry, 
you look fine.”  I was wearing one of the three suits I 
have for courtroom appearances.  “But I really need to 
change.”  Seeing that she was wearing a pair of jeans, now 
somewhat muddy, sandals, a tee shirt emblazoned with 
“Renewable Energy Rocks!” and a broad-brimmed floppy 
hat, I guessed she was right.

I got the oddest feeling of déjà vu sitting in Tori's front 
parlor, waiting for her to change.  Then I realized I had 
been there before, in the same front parlor, some sixty 
years earlier, talking with her mother before Tori came 
down and we went together to our high school prom. This 
time, older, wiser, a man of the world, I was much better 
able to hide my surprise when she appeared looking so 
lovely in an elegant party dress.

For the next couple of hours I found myself talking 
with people I hadn't seen or spoken to in most of a 
lifetime.  Many of them I never did connect up with the 
kid I must have once known.  There were quite a few 

other members of my class not at the reunion as a result 
of death, disability, illness, or simply a lack of interest.  
We had all gotten well beyond a need to brag about our 
accomplishments or even the accomplishments of our 
children.  We knew better than to complain about our 
health.  This left us talking about what we had seen or 
read or done in the past few weeks, pretty much as if we 
had just met.  It turned out to be a fairly pleasant way to 
spend the evening.

It wasn't until much later in the evening that I had 
the opportunity to speak with Tori alone.  The band had 
shown up, half a dozen middle-aged men and women, 
people about half our age with no idea what music we 
had listened to when we were in high school.  That didn't 
much matter, though, so long as the music was slow and 
sentimental.  You reach an age when the only music you 
want to try dancing to is slow, and let's face it, slow music 
is nearly always sentimental.

So Tori and I got up to dance.  I had already told her 
and several other people at our table how things had gone 
in court that day, so now I told her how sorry I was that 
that I hadn't done better, that the success of her cause 
still seemed so improbable.  She tilted her head back and 
away, the better to look at me, and said, “Oh, Michael, 
don't you know yet that you are my hero, that you always 
have been?”

She moved her head back to where it had been and 
continued, “Why, if I were ten years younger, I'd say let's 
get out of here and take you home to my bed.”

Without a pause, I said, “If I were ten years younger, 
there's nothing I'd like better.”  A straightforward, simple 
truth.

We danced a moment more, and then I said, “Well, 
we've still got this dance.”  And she said, “Yes, we do.”

“And the next one?” I asked.
“Oh…  let me check my dance card,” she said.
And so we danced on into the night, only a bit closer 

than our high school chaperones would have permitted.
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