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“…and remember to smile”: The legend lives on

(Center) The late Layre Eller, 
(clockwise from upper left) 
granddaughter Sydra Salter, 
grandson Shane Lovan, daughter 
Resa Lovan, and daughter Raeann 
Salter.
Story on Page 10.

Give us your best shot!

The Quilt Barn by Rita Noe.
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It was with deep regret that the 
Cultural and Entertainment District board 
of directors made the decision at the May 
meeting to cancel Art Over the Mississippi for 
2008. A number of factors were involved, with 
the primary one being low participation by artists. The 
economy in general, and fuel prices in particular, were the 
reasons many artists declined the invitation.

The board is committed to bringing visual art to the 
District, and is involved in discussions about an alternate 
activity. We are planning to hold Art Over the Mississippi 
in 2009, with possible revisions in policies. We’ll have to 
put on our most creative thinking caps, and we welcome 
suggestions from our readers.

On another note, the Confluence is now two years old, 
going on three. This is the ninth quarterly issue.

To continue this quality publication will require 
additional community support and participation. We 
are especially in need of writers—individuals who can 
interview people and write compelling stories about arts 
organizations, individuals and activities in the community.

Because the Confluence is published quarterly, tight 
deadlines are not so much of an issue. Sometimes the 
activities of organizations do not slip nicely into our 
publishing schedule, but with careful planning we can 
cover upcoming events. (We prefer to promote future 
events rather than report on past ones.)

Planning for each issue takes place the first week of the 
next quarter after publication, i.e. the first week of January,  
April, July and October. First draft deadlines are:

•	 February	15
•	 May	15
•	 August	15
•	 November	15
Editing occurs during the immediate two weeks 

following the first draft deadline, and final drafts are due 
on:

•	 March	1
•	 June	1
•	 September	1
•	 December	1
Final proof reading is completed by:
•	 March	15
•	 June	15
•	 September	15
•	 December	15
As always, story ideas are encouraged and welcomed 

from anyone in the community.
Help is also needed to sell ads and follow up with 

approval from the advertisers. Commitments for ads are 
due:

•	 February	1
•	 May	1
•	 August	1
•	 November	1
Final approval deadlines for ads are:
•	 March	1
•	 June	1
•	 September	1
•	 December	1

Pelican Briefs
he Keokuk Art Center, the southeast Iowa art 
community, and indeed, the art world of Iowa, have 

lost a true friend and mentor. Wendell Mohr, watercolorist 
and printmaker, died in Des Moines of cancer on May 25. 
He was 82.

A signature member of the American Watercolor Society, 
National Watercolor Society, Master Watercolorist in the 
Transparent Watercolor Society of America, and charter 
member of the Iowa Watercolor Society, Wendall Mohr 
was one of the most humble, yet gregarious, personalities 
to mark the Iowa art scene. His friends numbered in the 
hundreds, yet Wendall had the ability to make each one feel 
special.

The Keokuk art community first encountered Wendall’s 
artistic talent in the 1970s. He had moved his family 
from Des Moines to Bentonsport, where they converted 
the Vernon schoolhouse into a home, studio, gallery and 
antiques shop.

To support his growing reputation as a watercolorist, 
Wendall devised a genius participation plan to share his art 
with diverse communities in Iowa by teaching workshops. 
Those workshops often involved class participation in 
watercolors, but most were workshops in which Wendall 
created a serigraph (silkscreen print), using local scenery as 
the subject matter.

Attendees not only had the opportunity to witness 
the creative process of a brilliant draftsman and superb 
craftsman, from sketches to final print, but each 
participated in the actual pulling of the squeegee and 
received one of the limited edition prints to take home. 
The organization sponsoring the workshop also received 
a specified number of the prints, which it could gift to 
sponsors, sell, raffle or otherwise use as a fundraiser.

Wendall returned to Keokuk numerous times for such 
workshops. As a result, many homes and businesses in 
Keokuk display his work, with subjects ranging from 
the old depot to the Birge Fountain in Rand Park to the 
Keokuk/Hamilton bridge and the Geo. M Verity.

Believing art was the “only thing he was good at”, 
Wendall earned an associate degree at the Chicago 
Academy of Fine Arts in 1948 and later studied at the Des 
Moines Art Center. He worked as a graphic designer in 
Des Moines for 20 years prior to the move to Bentonsport.

The subjects of  Wendall’s impressionistic watercolors 
included railroads, ships and the machinery of mills and 
factories. Rarely did they include landscapes. One might 
ask how he painted those subjects, considering his choice 
of location. The answer seems to be that he possessed a 
photographic memory. An often heard quote in a workshop 
was, “You know what a tree looks like.” His impressionistic 
approach to art meant it wasn’t necessary to depict a 
specific tree. His impressions came from experience in the 
U.S. Merchant Marine during World War II, with voyages 
to South America, Europe and East Asia, as well as his 
Army service during the Korean War.

Wendall was not only good at art, he was recognized in 
the art community as a special talent. His acceptance in 
numerous juried exhibits across the country, on a sustained 
basis throughout his career, attests to that fact.

Perhaps the greatest gift Wendall had was his willingness 
to give of himself. From volunteering for local causes to 
sharing his visual insights, Wendall gave all of himself. And 
he did it with equal amounts of pleasantness and passion.

You will be missed, Wendall.

Goodbye to a friend
by Rita Noe by Rita Noe

Calendar of Cultural Events
July August September
 1 Miller House Museum Photo ID – entire month
  Mixed Media Exhibit by Virginia Riddle – Round Room 

Gallery, Keokuk Public Library, entire month
  WPA Dolls Display – Miller House Museum, through 

Labor Day
 3 DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 4 4th of July Celebration – Rand Park
  Open Late ’til 8 – Lock 19 Gallery
  Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 5 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 6 Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 8 Fine Arts Council Bd. Mtg. – 7:00 pm, Keokuk Art Center

 10 Artist Reception – Round Room Gallery, Keokuk Public 
Library

  Open Studio - 7-9 pm, Keokuk Art Center
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 11 Charlie’s Aunt – 8 pm, BHB Production, First Christian 
Church

  Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm

 12 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall
  Creative Writing Session – 10 am-noon, First Christian 

Church
  Charlie’s Aunt – 8 pm, BHB Production, First Christian 

Church
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 13 Open Art Studio –  2-4 pm, First Christian Church
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm

 15 Lee County IA Historical Society Bd. Mtg. – 6:30 pm, 
Round Room, Keokuk Public Library

  Tri-State Quilters – 7 pm, Keokuk Art Center

 16 Keokuk Art Center Board Mtg. – 5:00 pm, Keokuk Art 
Center

 17 Keokuk 
Garden Club 
– 1 pm, Round 
Room, Keokuk 
Public Library

  DJ and Dance 
Floor – 10 
pm to close, 
L-Treyn’s Bar

 18 Anything 
Goes – GRP 
Summer Youth 
Theater, Grand 
Theatre

  Karaoke – all 
evening, The 
Cellar

  DJ and Dance 
Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm

 19 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall
  Anything Goes – GRP Summer Youth Theater, Grand 

Theatre
  Open Mic Nite – Java River
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 20 DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm

 22 Keokuk Cultural & Entertainment District Bd. Mtg.- 
7:00 pm, Keokuk Art Center

 24 Main Street Keokuk Summer Crazy Days – downtown
  International L-Bird Fly-In – Lindner Field, Keokuk 

Municipal Airport
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 25 Main Street Keokuk Summer Crazy Days – downtown
  International L-Bird Fly-In – Lindner Field, Keokuk 

Municipal Airport
  Keokuk Sister Cities’s Student Exchange – group arrives 

from Japan
  Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 26 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall
  Creative Writing Session – 10 am-noon, First Christian 

Church 
  Main Street Keokuk Summer Crazy Days – downtown
  International L-Bird Fly-In – Lindner Field, Keokuk 

Municipal Airport
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 27 Illiniwek Chapter, Archeological Society - 2 pm, location 
TBA

  Open Art Studio –  2-4 pm, First Christian Church
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 31 DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 3 1st Wednesdays Jazz – 8 pm, The Hawkeye

 5 Open Late ’til 8 – Lock 19 Gallery
  Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 6 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall 
Creative Writing Session – 10 am-noon, First Christian 
Church

  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 7 Open Art Studio –  2-4 pm, First Christian Church
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 9 Keokuk Community Fine Arts Council Mtg. -  7 pm, 
Keokuk Art Center

 11 Open Studio - 7-9 pm, Keokuk Art Center
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 12 Keokuk Independent Film Festival – Grand Theatre
  Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 13 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall 
Keokuk Independent Film Festival – Grand Theatre

  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 14 Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 15 Chamber Golf Outing – noon

 16 Lee County IA Historical Society Bd. Mtg. – 6:30 pm, 
Round Room, Keokuk Public Library

   Tri-State Quilters – 7 pm, Keokuk Art Center

 17 Keokuk Art Center Bd. Mtg. – 5 pm, Keokuk Art Center

 18 RAP Breakfast – 7 am, Holiday Inn Express
  Keokuk Garden Club – 1 pm, Round Room, Keokuk 

Public Library
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 19 Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 20 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall
  Creative Writing Session – 10 am-noon, First Christian 

Church
  Chili Cook-Off – 2 pm
  Open Mic Night – Java River
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 21 Open Art Studio –  2-4 pm, First Christian Church
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 23 Keokuk Cultural and Entertainment District Bd. Mtg. 
– 7 pm, Keokuk Art Center

 25 Open Studio - 7-9 pm, Keokuk Art Center
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 26 Geode Fest – Hamilton IL
  Mississippi River Scenic Drive
  Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 27 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall
  Geode Fest – Hamilton IL
  Mississippi River Scenic Drive
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 28 Geode Fest – Hamilton IL
  Mississippi River Scenic Drive
  Illiniwek Chapter, Archeological Society - 2 pm, location 

TBA
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 1 Selections from the Permanent Collection – 
Round Room Gallery, Keokuk Public Library, 
entire month

  Open Late ’til 8 – Lock 19 Gallery 
  Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 2 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall 
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 3 Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar
 6 Keokuk Sister Cities’ Student Exchange – Japanese 

group leaves

 7 DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 8 Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 9 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall
  Creative Writing Session – 10 am-noon, First Christian 

Church
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 10 Open Art Studio –  2-4 pm, First Christian Church
  Open Mic – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 12 Keokuk Community Fine Arts Council Mtg. -  7 pm, 
Keokuk Art Center

 14 Open Studio - 7-9 pm, Keokuk Art Center
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 15 Rollin’ on the River Blues Fest – Victory Park
  Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic Night – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 16 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall
  Rollin’ on the River Blues Fest – Victory Park
  Open Mic Night – Java River
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 17 Open Mic Night – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 19 Lee County IA Historical Society Bd. Mtg. – 6:30 pm, 
Round Room, Keokuk Public Library

   Tri-State Quilters – 7 pm, Keokuk Art Center

 20 Keokuk Art Center Bd. Mtg. – 5 pm, Keokuk Art Center

 21 Keokuk Garden Club – 1 pm, Round Room, Keokuk 
Public Library

  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 22 Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic Night – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 23 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall
  Creative Writing Session – 10 am-noon, First Christian 

Church
  Native American Exhibits – Miller House Museum
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 24 Native American Exhibits – Miller House Museum
  Illiniwek Chapter, Archeological Society - 2 pm, Miller 

House Museum
  Open Art Studio –  2-4 pm, First Christian Church
  Open Mic Night – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 26 Keokuk Cultural and Entertainment District Bd. Mtg. 
– 7 pm, Keokuk Art Center

 28 Open Studio - 7-9 pm, Keokuk Art Center
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 29 Karaoke – all evening, The Cellar
  Open Mic Night – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 30 Farmer’s Market – 6:30-11:00 am, River City Mall
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

 31 Open Mic Night – L-Treyn’s Bar, 6:30 pm
  DJ and Dance Floor – 10 pm to close, L-Treyn’s Bar

* Flower beds planted by volunteers in Rand Park 
will vie for ribbon awards from the Keokuk Garden 
Club in July. This year’s garden plots are enclosed 
by attractive cement borders, courtesy of the Garden 
Club.  Awards will be presented at the Birge Fountain.

** Farmers’ Market offers one answer to the “green” 
challenge of eating foods grown within 100 miles of 
home. Keokuk’s Farmers’ Market is open Saturdays 
through September, from 6:30-11:00 am at the River 
City Mall parking lot.

*

**
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tate Central Bank of Keokuk has donated $40,000 
to the Lodge Restoration Fund to restore the roof 

system of the Superintendent’s Lodge in the Keokuk 
National Cemetery.

The SCB contribution is the critical “all in” amount 
needed to trigger the other pledges. With those pledges, the 
Fund has the $60,000 to match the federal REAP/HRDP 
grant from the State Historical Society of Iowa ($43,000), 
and come up with the $100,000 plus required to get the 
job done.

The account is open, and money is being spent.
Additional contributions are needed and welcomed. 
Checks should be written to the Lodge Restoration Fund 
and sent to the attention of Annette Peevler, City Offices, 
415 Blondeau St., Keokuk, IA 52632.

These are exciting times. By summer’s end the Lodge 
will be restored and look once again as it did in a 1935 
photo from the archives of the Veteran’s Administration, 
with round dormers, copper flashing, and a slate roof.

The dormer vaults are being made here in Keokuk 
at Alliance Pattern by owner Larry Sibbing and master 
pattern makers Mel Bryant and Greg Harris. They and 
other Alliance employees are generously contributing their 
skill and time to the project.

Historic Preservation Commission receives critical funding
The vaults are made from material bought from 

Keokuk Homestore, and from 100-year-old lumber 
salvaged from old houses being dismantled by the 
Commission here in Keokuk. The first vault will soon 
be finished, and carried off to Dubuque Sash and Door 
Company to be fitted with windows.

The slate for the mansard roof is purchased and 
being cut in New England. The crew from Durable Slate 
Company (responsible for restoring the roof and steeples 
of All Saints Church) will arrive in mid-July to complete 
the project.

The Keokuk Historic Preservation Commission 
has until August 31, 2008 to complete the Lodge roof 
restoration.

Also in the works is the North Third Street Project, as it 
looks now, and, in a drawing by architect Nicole Andersen, 
as it will look when completed in 2010.

The restored 1840s Bawden house and replica of the 
Hotel Galland will recreate a piece of early Keokuk, half a 
block off present day Main Street. Open as an historic site 
run by the City and the Commission, tourists will be able 
to stop here for souvenirs and to rent “tour-pods” for visits 
to Grand Avenue and other historic districts in Keokuk.

by Chuck Mitchell

Krichel
Animal
Hospital
1912 Main Street
Keokuk IA 52632
319.524.6835

Caring for your
Critter Culture
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ain Street Keokuk, Inc. has a big dig underway. 
It doesn’t involve bulldozers or steamshovels.  We 

are digging for treasure, we’re unearthing partners and 
exploring long-neglected properties.

With the intention of leading by example, MSKI’s big 
dig will result in the acquisition of a downtown building 
for rehab. Cautiously optimistic, the 19-member board of 
directors is feeling its way around tax credits, preservation 
grants, the tax-rebate program, design guidelines, the 
Secretary of Interior’s Standards, low interest loans, 
insurance costs, tipping fees (landfill), Challenge Grants, 
energy rebates and green incentives.  

So, here we are four months into our big dig. We have 
learned that the more we know…the more we need to 
know. Each question answered leads us to ask another 
question. But, like at any archeological dig, slow and steady 
will yield the best results.

We want to take you along on our big dig so you can 
benefit from our experiences and perhaps be inspired to 
take on your own development project.

One thing we know is that there are myths surrounding 
the rehabbing of historic buildings.

Energy efficiency myths like the one that says those 
charming, 100-year old, wavy windows need to be 
replaced, when, in fact, adding just 3 ½ inches of cheap 
fiberglass insulation in the attic has three times the R factor 
impact as moving from the least energy efficient single 
pane window with no storm window to the most energy 
efficient window on the market.

Another myth…it is commonly thought that listing a 
property on the National Register of Historic Places comes 
with government control over  what you can and cannot 
do to your property. Simply stated, it just isn’t so.

An example: Kevin Kuckelman, owner of the National 
Register-listed Hotel Iowa, could paint the grand, seven-
story building sky blue pink with purple polka dots and 
then he could tear it down. Today, in Keokuk, Iowa, 
nothing and no one could stop him. Gasp! Say it isn’t so? 
Surely somebody would step in and stop the desecration…
wouldn’t they?

As a National Register listed property, two things would 
happen. The property would, in all probability, be delisted; 
and, because Kevin used historic tax credits to help fund 
the recent hotel restoration project, those funds in all 
likelihood would have to be paid back. That’s it. Certainly 
not enough of a restriction to keep Kevin from taking 
advantage of the 20 percent income tax credit that helped 
fund the hotel restoration project.

The fact is that listing a property on the National 
Register of Historic Places comes with benefits. 
Financial benefits like a 20 percent income tax credit for 
improvements made to the property. Say for instance, 
your home or your commercial property is listed on the 
National Register of Historic Places and you plan to make 
improvements to that property estimated at $100,000. 
You could qualify for 20 percent or $20,000 in tax credits. 
Marry those credits with Iowa’s 25 percent credits and 
you have 45 percent or $45,000 of your project covered 
through income tax credits.

Yes, you do have to play by the National Trust’s rules. 
They expect the project to be done right. The good 
news is that there is a handy guide titled The Secretary of 
Interior’s Standards. Published by the National Trust, SIS 
will answer any question pertaining to properly rehabbing 
an historic building.

Let’s be realistic here. We’ve not found any federal, 
state, local or other non-profit funding source that is 
willing to just hand over money without first knowing how 
we plan to use that money and what impact our plans will 
have on the property.

It is important to MSKI that our rehabilitation project, 
including funding, translates to the private sector. The 
sources below, with the exception of the Historic Site 
Preservation Grant, are available to the private sector, 
both commercial and residential.

MSKI’s next step is to meet with other local 
nonprofit groups to determine if there is an 
opportunity for forming a partnership that will 
mutually benefit all partners, including MSKI’s 
desire to rehab and put back into use an at risk 
property.  

Keep reading the Confluence.  We will keep you 
updated on our progress and we will continue to 
share potential funding sources for your projects.

Main Street Keokuk’s “Big Dig” underway
by Joyce Glasscock

Possible Funding Source    Amount  Requirement(s)  Match Requirements

Fed. Tax Credits

State Tax Credits

MSIA Challenge Grant

State Historic Preservation 
Office Emergency Grant

Alliant Energy Rebate

MSKI Façade Grant

Historic Site Preservation 
Grant

City Tax Rebate Program

20% or $20,000

25% or $25,000

$15,000

Based on Project

$500

90% of increased 
assesment rebated

Property must be listed on the 
National Historic Register.
Property owner must hold 
property for 5 yrs.

Property must be determined 
eligible for listing on the National 
Register of Historic Places.
Property owner must hold 
property for 5 yrs.

“Green” Mandate106 Review
Downtown Commercial Properties 
Only

Nat’l. Register Listed

Meet design guidelines.
Downtown properties only.

Nat’l Registed Listed Property.
Non-Profits only.

Apply through City

No match. Credit based on amount 
invested in project.

No match. Credit based on amount 
invested in project.

1/1

.50 cash/.50 soft/in-kind match

Minimum $1,500 private investment

1/1



o you remember when you were a kid grabbing 
tomatoes off the backyard vine? Biting into them 

released an explosion of juices and flavor that made it 
worth risking grandma’s (or your neighbor’s) yells to get 
out of the garden.

Ah, fresh vegetables from the garden … what could 
better embody summer? What if…these vegetables are 
yours…but you spent no time planting, watering, weeding 
or fertilizing, and you spent no time stewing over the 
weather and its direct relationship to the success of the 
harvest. These vegetables are grown in a local garden, 
harvested daily, and delivered fresh to you from late spring 
to early fall. You buy a “share” in the garden, and this is 
your entitlement to a weekly basket of “what’s in season”.

Such is the concept of a CSA (Community Supported 
Agriculture) and it represents a partnership between 
a grower and a local community of supporters. This 
mutually beneficial relationship helps to create an 
economically stable farm operation in which members 
are assured high quality, local produce, while farmers are 
guaranteed a reliable market for a diverse selection of 
crops.

CSA is a unique model which was first conceived 
30 years ago in Japan. A group of women who were 
concerned about the increase in food imports and the 
resultant diminishment of regional producers initiated a 
direct growing and purchasing relationship between their 
group and local farms. It was called “teikei” (tay-kay) in 
Japanese, and translates into “putting the farmer’s face 
on food.” Members buy a share which helps to pay for 
seeds, fertilizer, labor, etc., and in return the farm provides 
a healthy supply of seasonal produce throughout the 
growing season. In 1985, the first CSA in the U.S. was 
organized in Massachusetts. Today, there are more than 
1500 CSA farms across the US and Canada.

Because a CSA grows its produce with only local 
consumption in mind, a farmer can choose produce 
varieties for their taste and nutritional value, rather than 
other qualities that are important considerations only if 
they need to be stored or shipped long distances. And 
because the produce a member receives is only hours out 
of the field, it is at its optimum for flavor and nutrition.

In Donnellson, a family farm passed through 
generations has become our own local CSA. Called Veggie 
Ventures, the Hohl family’s CSA started just last year. It 
has already tripled its membership. Following is an excerpt 
from their 2008 spring newsletter, which shares the story 
of their family’s historical farm and the evolution of their 
business.

My husband Greg and I have farmed for more than 30 years in Lee County. The farmstead 
home that we currently live in is on a fifth-generation farm that has been in our family for 
more than 75 years. My mother and grandparents lived in the farm house, as have I since I was 
born. Greg’s background is in agriculture and mine is geriatric social work, and more recently, 
greenhouse management.

Greg and I have two children, Adam and Amber. Adam received a degree in psychology and 
moved to the St. Louis area for several years as a manager for Panera Bread, after meeting his 
wife Julie. Julie grew up in the St. Louis area and was a fourth grade teacher for several years 
after earning her B.A. in elementary education. A few years after getting married and having 
their son, Jacob, they decided to trade in their careers and move back to Donnellson to help 
“grow the farm” and family business. That was nearly two years ago.

Amber currently lives in Boston and is actively working on her PhD in genetics. She returns 
home several times a year for family visits and helps with the growth of the farm. Upon 
completion of her degree, Amber is hoping to teach and reside somewhere in the Iowa/Midwest 
region.

So, what does our eclectic family have in common? A passion to nurture the land, an 
appreciation for authenticity and heritage, a delight in growing the unusual, a respect for 
science and what it can teach us, and a desire to experience relationships in our community 
beyond our extended family. As a result of those values, Adam, Julie, and I formed Kathy’s 
Pumpkin Patch two years ago and last year we started the Veggie Ventures CSA. We continue 
to work day to day together as a family, and hope to build a sustainable business that will 
meet the needs of our customers and our families. Last year we “broke ground” with 20 CSA 
members—this year we have a total of 66. We are delighted to “grow” for each and every one of 
you, and look forward to becoming better acquainted during our season.

What’s been happening on the farm thus far this season? It’s been raining! At first, we were 
frustrated because we wanted to have more planted than we did at the end of last month. 
However, we pulled together and took advantage of one “unusually perfect May day” and 
planted like crazy! More than 900 planted veggies and flowers to be exact! Because of all this 
hard work, we are grateful for what is growing nicely in the ground, and VERY grateful that all 
the extra precautions we did before the freeze protected our fledgling crop in which we suffered 
no major damage. Thus far, the rhubarb looks excellent and the radishes, bibb lettuce, romaine 
lettuce, chives and green onions are also coming along nicely and should be in your first 
produce bag. Beets, kohlrabi, carrots, blue curled kale and peas are just peeking through the 
ground and need several weeks of sunshine and warm temperatures to become more robust.

Currently, the porch and patio are “holding areas” for our flats of broccoli, cabbage, Napa 
Valley cabbage, heirloom tomatoes, peppers, flowers, and herbs that are just waiting for dry 
weather! Tubs of seeds sit by the back door, along with hoes and seeders that are just waiting to 
be used! Spring is here and we stand in awe at Mother Nature’s complexity! 

“Inch by inch, row by row, gonna make this garden grow”
by Mary Dennis
Photos by Rita Noe

Wind blown, but growing.
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o keep from having senior moments like John 
McCain, I have written some of my thoughts 
down. I am humbled to see so many old friends, 

and co-conspirators in community improvement projects. 
Barb and Tammi mentioned to me, before I left for the 
winter, that they were plotting some kind of an affair 
for the Spring, and that they wanted some information 
from me. This forced me to do some introspection as to 
where some of my ideas, ideals, values and philosophy 
came from, particularly in the areas of volunteerism, 
philanthropy and leadership development.

I see that in the invitation they talked about a legacy. 
I look upon a legacy not as a building, an institution or a 
pile of money. Rather, I feel that instead it consists of the 
values, ideals and philosophy that you develop and try to 
pass on.

The first part I looked at was in growing up in the 
Amana Colonies. There volunteerism was a way of life, not 
formally organized, but everyone pitching in to help when 
someone needed help or something needed to be done. 
There I also developed the idea that it was important to 
have good role models and mentors.

Another early idea came when I was inducted into Phi 
Beta Kappa. The speaker was a wise old Greek professor, 
who made the point that the inductees should not feel that 

they were being honored, but 
that they were accepting a large 
responsibility, that much more 
would be expected of them in 
the future. He also introduced 
me to the Oath of the Athenian 
Youth, under which the youth of 
Athens pledged that they would 
make every effort to leave their 
community a better place than 
they had found. I hope that this 

has been a guiding principle for me.
Then as I entered the business world, I was able to 

choose role models and try to learn from them. One very 
important thing that I learned was that the most successful 
people usually surrounded themselves in their businesses 
and Boards on which they served with people who in 
many respects were smarter than they. Then they made 
sure that they listened to them and often learned things 
that might have been contrary to their pre-conceptions.

I previously mentioned the importance of having good 
mentors to both teach and guide you. I want to briefly tell 
you about several of mine. The first is Arty Selzer, whom 
a few of you have met. He was my boss when I worked 
at one of the Amana Farms. He taught me the value and 
rewards of hard work and the importance of everyone 
working together toward a common goal. He was a true 
friend, a wonderful family man, and set an example for 
everyone in his retirement years, when he spent most of 
his time helping others by taking them to the store, post 
office, the doctor and to visit people in the hospital and 
nursing home.

Another great mentor was someone most of you knew, 
Doug Filkins. He taught me the importance of leading by 
example, rather then by direction. He taught me not only 
the techniques of a business where we helped people buy 
homes and save for retirement and other goals, but the 
importance for integrity in everything you do. He had a 
deep sense of responsibility to the community, and was fun 
to be around to share his sense of humor and observe how 
his wonderful mind worked.

Another mentor was Joe Concannon, who should 
be recognized as the Godfather of private charitable 
foundations in Keokuk. He set the framework for the Bott 
Millar Foundation, the Agnes Benstein Foundation, and 
finally, the Joe Concannon Family Charitable Foundation. 
These showed what can be done by keeping some of your 
money out of the hands of Uncle Sam and setting it up in 
an endowed fund, which gives back to the community far 
into the future.

I had the good fortune to be chosen as co-trustee of 
the latter two of these foundations, and have had the 
wonderful experience of distributing more than one and 
three quarter million dollars to charities of the community. 
From Joe, I learned what Joe Kamps and I referred to as 
the Concannon Theory of Investing—buy good quality 
and hang on to it. Some of this theory can be traced back 
to the great master, as Joe learned some of it from Joe 
Rosenfield, the former head of  Younkers,who in turn was 
a close friend of  Warren Buffett.

Probably my most important mentor has been my wife 
Lois. In the area of community involvement, anything I 
may have done pales in comparison to her activities. And, I 
have learned by observing how she operated and listening 
to her (she would probably dispute that I ever listened). 
She successfully juggled the jobs of being a good wife, 
mother and head of a community action agency.

She approached every board or commission on which 

A legacy for “A Wonderful Life”
by George Eichacker

…philanthropy…is not 
just something for the 
wealthy to do… we can all 
be philanthropists
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she served by asking, “Why was I chosen, whom do 
I represent, what talent do I bring?” and then asking 
sometimes embarassing questions of why are we doing this 
and why we aren’t doing something else. An example of 
this that has had far reaching consequesences was to insist, 
against fierce opposition from entrenched interests, that 
when the Department of Economic Development made 
grants, the recipients don ’t get by with paying a minimum 
wage and no benefits, but be required to pay a living wage 
and adequate benefits in order to receive state funds. One 
of the true measures of a good society is how well it takes 
care of the less fortunate, and Lois devoted her life to 
working for the needs of the less fortunate.

I had an earlier experience with philanthropy at the 
local level. Early in my time in Keokuk, I was given the 
opportunity of reorganizing the local United Way. At that 
time the fund drives were run by a national fund raising 
company from New York, which sent a man out for six 
weeks each fall to run the campaign. I made it into a totally 
local operation, and was able to increase the amount raised 
from $62,000 to over $110,000 in a period of seven years.

These experiences helped me to see the importance 
of taking care of local needs and also of setting up 
an endowed fund, keeping it growing and using its 
income to meet community needs far into the future. A 
community foundation seemed to be the logical vehicle 
for accomplishing this and doing it on a community wide 
basis.

I am proud to have had a part in establishing the 
Keokuk Area Community Foundation, and with Tammi 
Kircher now in charge of it, I can see it accomplishing 
wonderful things in the years to come. I would also like 
to note that it has been thrilling to have been a part of the 
initiatives that Susan Dunek has dreamed up to get new 
community leaders involved and trained.

I would like to recognize several individuals whose 
lives were intertwined with mine, and who seemed to be 
involved as co-conspirators in many of my activities. They 
are Dick Lofton, Agnew Rovane, Henry Krueger, Greg 
Miller and Joe Kamps. The were very supportive in many 
of my undertakings. As Dick always said when he came in 
with a new project, “It’s all set up.”

I want to make just a couple of comments on the 
legacy thing. I hope that I have made a contribution to 
how the people of Keokuk view philanthropy, that it’s 
not just something for the wealthy to do, but that we can 
all be philanthropists and that I have helped provide a 
structure to do this. I am particularly proud of the role 
the Foundation played in giving five local special purpose 
foundations the incentive and the mechanism to set up 
endowed funds. In the leadership development area, I 
again want to emphasize the importance of choosing and 
using good role models and mentors.

I am thrilled with what Big Brothers/Big Sisters is doing 
in this area, and that the Foundation has dedicated time 
and resources toward making it happen. Going back into 
history again, about forty years a bunch of young bucks 
recognized that there was a leadership vacuum developing 
with home-owned industry being sold, and talent moving 
away. We made a small effort to do something about it, but 
the main result was that most of the same people began to 
populate most of the boards. Now that we have become 
the old bucks, it is gratifying to see the Foundation making 
the effort to greatly expand the pool of future leaders.

I want to thank all of you for sharing various parts of 
this adventure with me. I want to thank First Community 
Bank and before it, Keokuk Federal Savings for having 
given me the time, the means and the support, especially 
the example that Jim Hankes has set, and his constant 
prodding to get things done. And in closing these are 
my thoughts: Life has truly been good in Keokuk and 
in the words of the great savings and loan movie, “It’s A 
Wonderful Life.”

A scattering of milk-
white butterflies among
the lavender. Trees sing
their full-throated early
summer cycles on a background
of songbird solo. That heart-aching
beauty removes me, leaving
who I really am, one with all this wonder.
To the south, some frantic sometime
farmer lights up the old Allis
to cut his thick field.
Tires on the Warsaw spur whine
and buzz to nowhere I care to be.
I wish they’d take another route,
out Sartory Road, say, where
the road chips are ground
to a fine flour, where their passage
blooms a beauty of a long white plume.

Duane Taylor

It punctuates all that has happened
Between birth and death. There reside
The facts of life reduced to mere line,
Time’s smallest segment, infinitely divisible,
The continuum of one world’s experience.
Yet more is revealed: all that has held
And defined that world, the time and place
And people who shaped and formed this mind;
There, the universe within which evolved
The convoluted swirl and intricacy
Of freedom turned inward. A secret life
Given purpose in one short dash toward death.

Blooms a Beauty

Tom Gardner

Hyphen

I amble the pathway with anticipation
of white blossoms peeking
from under lush green, sturdy leaves.

The steamy summer sun
coaxes plump blackberries
into ripeness. I taste
tantalizing sweetness on my tongue.

A single cane produces one harvest.

Once in a lifetime—

then you are gone.
Victoria Pedersen

Once

Continued from previous page

Poetry
was a little worried, to say the least, as I watched 
the assemblage of parts and tools that would be 

used in my creation….hacksaw, female mannequin full 
of bullet holes (target practice for the Keokuk Police 
Department), concrete adhesive, duct tape, bolts, rods, 
screws, plaster, glass beads, rusted door hinges, casters, 
caulking and 50 pounds of Keokuk field corn. Nervous as 
I was, I was also curious as I noticed the enthusiasm in the 
eyes of my creator, so I decided to play along.

First, the hacksaw was used to saw off the mannequin’s 
legs at the knees, the arms at the elbows and also one 
shoulder.  I was concerned about this attempt to turn my 
“girlish figure” into the “he-man” that I knew I could be.

A spectator came in and commented, “Those hips look 
feminine, one thigh is larger than the other and make 
sure you don’t put my name on it as the artist.” Oh 
no…and her plan was to put me smack dab in the 
middle of Main Street Keokuk where all could stare?

This was not what I had envisioned. Well, I was 
now in a strutting position, with duct tape over my 
breasts…BREASTS???? Now I was scared!

At this point the doorbell rang and two girls from 
town appeared at the door. Grace and her friend Tia 
stared with wide eyes at the hacksaw in my creator’s 
hand and asked, “Just what is it you are doing 
anyway?”  They didn’t stay.

I was then covered with plaster mixed with blow-
in insulation … it was packed on like pounds after 
an Elizabeth Taylor Twinkie binge. Problem was, the 
plaster kept sliding off onto the floor and caused all 
kinds of loud gasps from my creator, some of which 
didn’t sound like proper English.  My creator then 
shouted to the spectator, “Ed, hurry, run down to 
Dollar General and buy up ALL the gauze bandage 
rolls they have!”  All I could do was lie there and wait 
for things to get worse.

In came the bandages, and an “oh dear” from the 
spectator. Furiously, my creator soaked the bandage 
rolls in concrete adhesive and began with lightning 
speed to slap the goop from the floor back onto 
my body, feverishly wrapping it with the soaked 
bandages. 

Hey…looks like this might actually work, I thought. 
I relaxed a little. I was worn out from the first eight hours 
anyway. 

It was now 2:00 A.M. and I had a foul smell emanating 
from my bandages which made it hard to sleep that first 
night.

By morning I was partially dry and the goop 
applications and bandaging continued for most of the day, 
bulking me up and trying to make me look masculine. I 
saw my creator pick up the hacksaw and I closed my eyes. 
The sawing began…funny, I didn’t feel a thing. Then I 
heard it…the thump of my hand as it hit the floor with a 
splat of the goop to follow. I would learn later that this was 
a necessary surgery so that I could hold things. 

Finally I was dry and the 50 lb. bag of corn from Farm 

and Home Supply was opened. My creator tested it by 
eating a few kernels.  With a hot glue gun, the corn was 
applied to my body is areas not so visible.  The corn did 
not stick, however. Out came dozens of tubes of silicone 
sealant and a bright red caulking gun. My creator began 
with the top of my head, applying one kernel at a time 
and working in a circular fashion. It felt good, something 
natural and home grown becoming a part of me. I caught 
the vision…I was becoming Corn Man! I liked the sound 
of it. Iowans love corn.  In fact, they have a passion for it. 
Fields of corn can be seen for miles around and farmers 
tenderly care for it.  I was becoming someone at last.

Eighty-four pain-staking hours later, my creator’s eyes 
bloodshot and crazed looking after 52 hours without sleep 
to meet my deadline, I was sporting a corn mosaic from 
head to toe! Not just a corn mosaic, but one with symbolic 
importance. Blue glass beads ran up my back leg to my 
chest to symbolize the mighty Mississippi’s past, present 
and future effects on my hometown of Keokuk, Iowa.

Running up my forward leg, representing Keokuk’s 
future, was a green glass mosaic that spelled “Ethanol”, a 
proud part of our future energy solution.

I love the brass thespian masks on my left forward thigh 
depicting our goal to encourage the arts in our Cultural 
and Entertainment District.

All looked promising, until it was time for logistics. No 
one thought how that would play out, I guess. Everything 
was tied from rods in my posterior to brackets at my feet 
to Keokuk bricks to wires. An antique door was taken off 
of a storage room in the basement and the center sawed 
out. A base was constructed and covered in postcards 
of Keokuk’s past. Wheels were attached. Stability rods 
were drilled inside the door frame. Another rod had to 
be surgically inserted by drilling through my back and 
through the door frame. 

I get it…I represent the past and the future of Keokuk 
as I step through the door … cool! 

With Ed and Orlando’s help, I was lifted upon my base, 
secured and celebrated my birthday. Photos and giggles 
and cheers and such sighs of relief I had never imagined. I 
beamed with pride! I felt important and grand! My creator 
cried as though I were her own kid.

Adorned with items from the past and an eagle at 
the top of the door, the artist’s (Margo Swena—we had 
become intimately acquainted these past 160 hours)  
concept was complete.

The time finally arrived and I was wheeled out onto 
Main Street in front of Lock 19 Gallery and introduced 
to my sponsors—First Community Bank, Clip Shots, and 
Lock 19 Gallery. Photos were taken and interviews given. 
The town came to see.

I looked up and down Main Street and saw fellow 
creations depicting the history and future of Keokuk. I felt 
proud to be a part of it all.

As this last year has come and gone, and this year’s 
event, “Picture Yourself In Keokuk”, gets underway, I 
reflect upon my year as “Corn Man” with joy.  Joy over 
the many people who slowed at my corner of Seventh 
and Main to take my picture with cameras and cell 
phones, the dozens of cute girls who came to pose with 
me for pictures, the families that came to get a closer look 
and exclaim, “He’s made of CORN!” The joy of being 
accepted and allowed to be a part of holidays dressed 
in everything from hearts, to shamrocks, to top hat and 
cane to goblins. I loved wearing the proud colors of KHS 
as I strutted my stuff in football jersey, shoulder pads, 
purple streamers and a football in my hand, feeling truly 
masculine for the first time!

My proudest moment was during the homecoming 
parade when students and float riders pointed at me 
dressed like a team member and cheered, “Hey! Look at 
corn man … COOL!” Even the local TV news crew came 
for a story about me. I felt joy at the humor people found 
in me, and even the time spent by a few trying to figure 
out “what the heck is that?”

I will be going through some repair work soon to 
replace and spruce up the corn that has fallen prey to 
wacky birds who seem to peck at the most peculiar 
places, and I may not always be here on this corner of the 
world, but you can be sure I will pop up now and then just 
so you don’t forget me.

The making of “Corn Man”
by “Corn Man” as told to Margo Swena

Corn Man’s latest incarnation as a 
KHS graduate.
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ince the summer of 1995, Great River Players 
has been dedicated to providing a quality theatre 

experience for the youth of the tri-state area by offering 
the Marilyn Hart Children’s Theatre and the Summer 
Youth Theatre. For 14 memorable seasons, students in 
grades 4 – 12 have had the opportunity to experience the 
magic of theater!

The magical stories of summer theater have transported 
us from enchanted empires, to the land of Oz, to the 
farmlands of Oklahoma, to the streets of New York and 
many places in between. The summer of 2008 promises 
more exciting journeys.

 On the last weekend in June, the Marilyn Hart 
Children’s Theatre takes us to the magical kingdom of 
Sleeping Beauty. Princess Aurora has just been born and 
the entire kingdom is celebrating her birth. But, during the 
celebration, an evil sorceress appears and leaves a curse 
that on Aurora’s 16th birthday she will prick her finger on 
a spindle and die. It is now up to the Fairies to devise a 
plan to save Aurora from this evil curse! The production of 
Disney’s Sleeping Beauty Kids will be held on Friday, June 
27 at 7:30 pm and Saturday June 28 at 2 pm at the Grand 
Theatre in Keokuk.  

The Summer Youth Theatre takes us on the Ocean 
Greyhound passenger ship “America” bound for England 
in the production of Anything Goes. Your fabulous 
trans-Atlantic cruise includes all the usual amenities:  a 
dancing crew of sailors, celebrity-hunting vacationers, 
shipboard romances and a few gangsters thrown in for 
good measure! The show features music and lyrics by 
legendary composer Cole Porter and includes such classics 
as “It’s  De-Lovely,” “I Get a Kick Out of You” and 

“Blow, Gabriel, Blow.”  The production of Anything Goes 
is scheduled for Friday, July 18 at 7:30 pm and Saturday, 
July 19 at 2 pm at the Grand Theatre in Keokuk.  

With the help of donations received at the door and a 
grant from the Keokuk Fine Arts Council, Great River 
Players is able to offer free admission to both summer 
productions, enabling families to enjoy the magical 
experience of a live theatrical production.

Plan on attending the 2008 Summer Shows and enjoy 
the magic!

The Magic of Summer Theatre
by Chris Wright

can honestly say that the flight to Japan, while 
being 12 hours long, was not as bad as I thought it 

was going to be. This was, of course, because I got hooked 
on a good book, The Other Boleyn Girl, and spent most of 
the flight immersed in the world of Henry VIII.

After a full 17 hours of daylight and a couple strong 
cups of coffee, we arrived at the Narita airport at 4:00 
pm to find three people waiting for us. Yuka-san, our 
translator, filled us in on what was going on. Hashimoto-
san, a member of the International Friendship Committee, 
insisted on putting our suitcases, nearly as big as he was, in 
the van himself. 

Once we were loaded up we started off on what was to 
be a three-hour drive to Kai-shi with Yamoto-san driving. 
We ran into some traffic going through Tokyo and pulled 
off the highway to make a pit stop at a 7-Eleven.

Unfortunately, none of us paid attention to where we 
were going, and we spent the next two hours driving 
through the winding streets of downtown, darting in and 
out of dead ends and even ended up going the wrong way 
on a one-way street. I must say though, that I have never 
seen anyone who can back up a van, in the dark, halfway 
down a dead end street and back around a sharp curve, 
like Yamoto-san. On the plus side, we did get to see a lot of 
Tokyo lit up at night. 

Eventually we made it to the apartment where we were 
given a little tour. We gave each of our greeters a bag of 
Dunkin’ Doughnuts and a cup of coffee in appreciation 
for picking us up. Ready for a good night’s sleep, we 
started setting up the futons only to discover that now, at 
1:30 in the morning, we were wide awake. It took about 
four days to stop getting up at 4:30 in the morning and to 
adopt a normal sleeping schedule. 

Surprise! You’re in Kofu!
I didn’t have to work for the first two weeks so we 

spent this time exploring. By “exploring,” I mean we 
walked down a main road for a couple of hours to see 
what we could find. It was nearly three weeks before we 
came across the detailed maps our absent landlord had 
left for us, so every time we ventured out, there were new 
discoveries to be made.

One day we decided to go to the Prefectural Art 
Museum for which we had previously seen signs. We set 
off walking at 11:00 a.m. Once we arrived at the museum, 
we looked towards the nearest mountains and thought, 
“Hey, they’re not that far. I bet we can walk there.” We 
started off in that direction. An hour and a half and 
several kilometers later, we finally arrived at a hiking trail. 
Unfortunately, after a few steps up the mountain, we were 
too exhausted to go any further. 

As we started back home, we went down a different 
street and found a kimono shop. Going in just to look, we 
were quickly asked to sit at a small table and given hot 
cups of fresh coffee. Luckily, one of the employees used 
to live in Ohio and spoke English very well. She told us 
how they rented ceremonial kimono for weddings. I tried 
on a few kimono and we were given price estimates and 
business cards. We may go back before we leave and have 
pictures taken, though it was a little pricy. 

Before we left the shop, we were asked if we knew about 
the festival. We had not heard of the event, so the lady who 
used to live in Ohio offered us a ride downtown and gave 
us directions to a restaurant her American ex-

Culture Shock
by Trisha Render, Keokuk Sister Cities ALT in Kai
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Sister Cities torii project making progress
by Rita Noe
Photos by Rita Noe

lthough progress has been slow, the Keokuk Sister 
Cities torii project, conceptualized as part of the 

Keokuk Cultural and Entertainment District’s “City of 
Gates” project in 2007, is making progress.

The Japanese torii is composed of just a few elegant 
strokes. It is a gateway without a gate; it cannot be closed 
nor does it form an opening into an otherwise closed 
space. Anyone may pass through it at will; it is always open 
to wind, light and sound.

It was for all these reasons that Sister Cities chose 
the torii as a project to symbolize the philosophy of 
inclusiveness and tolerance.

The clay tiles containing the names and dates of all 
visitors to Keokuk or Kai were completed last fall and are 
in the process of being glazed and refired. More than 300 
tiles will cover the harashi (upright posts) of the torii. KSB 
Bank donated the 500# of clay and glazes for the project.

The 2008 Student Exchange members from Kai 
will also make their own tiles this summer. The process 
involves cutting and rolling slabs of clay from 25-lb. blocks 
of wet clay, cutting them to the 4" X 4" size, then pressing 
woodblock letters and numbers into the wet clay. Some 
individuals also add decorative elements.

After the tiles are dry they are bisque-fired to 1800° F. 
A black glaze is then brushed into the depressions, the tile 
surface is wiped clean, and the face of the tile is dipped in 
a clear glaze. Because the glazed tiles cannot touch each 
other in the kiln, only 50 or so can be glaze-fired at a time, 
part of the reason for the long delay.

Sister Cities is also in the process of getting quotes for 
construction of the base structure, which is estimated to 
cost from $10-20,000, and writing grant applications to 
cover as much of the cost as possible.

Private donations are also being sought. Businesses or 
inviduals interested in participating in the project may 
make donations to Keokuk Sister Cities, Inc./Torii Project, 
c/o Amy Benedict (Treasurer), 52 Pleasant Lane, Keokuk 
IA 52632.

Keokuk Sister Cities, Inc. is a 501(c)3 non-profit 
corporation, and all donations are tax-deductible.

(Left) Two of nearly 300 glazed tiles for the 
Keokuk Sister Cities torii project. (Below) A 
model of the torii with its theme of “Gateway to 
Peace, One Friend at a Time.” The bowl to the 
right of the model is decorated with the logo of 
Takeda Shingen, the 16th-century warloard of 
Keokuk’s sister city—four diamonds representing 
mountain, fire, water and wind.



husband used to own, where my friend, Sean, could get 
a job. It turns out we had stumbled into Kofu without even 
knowing it and were dropped off at Kofu station. At this 
time all the samurai were parading around town. [Ed. note: 
This was the annual Takeda Shingen Festival, celebrating 
the reign of the shogunate more than 400 years ago.]

We had been in Japan for about three weeks and hadn’t 
left Kai, so walking into the multi-level mall above Kofu 
station was heaven! Subsequently, we discovered two 
more eight-story malls and two Starbucks. We’ve since 
learned that we can pay $7 for both of us to take the train 
round trip and not have to walk for hours and hours. 
We’ve returned two more times to Kofu, browsing through 
expensive designer clothes and bedding. One weekend, 
we experienced the most “American” place in Yamanashi: 

sitting in the front 
window of Starbucks, 
drinking lattes, 
listening to “Low 
Rider” and staring at 
McDonald’s across 
the street. And, as 
in America, the two 
Starbucks are about 
two blocks from each 
other.

Food
We have found the 

grocery stores to be 
quite the experience. 
Luckily for me, I 
live with a chef so 
I’ve been able to eat 
things besides boxed 

curry and ramen noodles. It took us a full month to find all 
the grocery stores, but we finally have grocery shopping in 
Japan down to a science. In one store, you can spend $60, 
leave with two bags, and have enough food for a few days. 
Our favorite store is Pax, where you can spend $90, leave 
with five bags, and eat for two weeks. I still cannot figure 
this out no matter how hard I try.

While we have no oven, our seemingly ordinary 
microwave can bake bread, cakes, and, most importantly, 
homemade pizza. Another food discovery has been 
Brazilian Pudding, Pocky. As much as we enjoy Asian 
food, every once in a while we have to run down the 

road to McDonald’s and pick up a couple of Big Macs, 
6 cheeseburgers, and fries. What really makes our day, 
though, is finding Red Bull (or as we call it, the sweet 
nectar of the gods), in the 7-Eleven. Red Bull costs $2.75 a 
can here, but it’s well worth it.

School
My first two weeks at work were a little confusing, 

but I’ve finally begun to figure out how things work. At 
the beginning of the term there were many things going 
on—ceremonies, tests, etc…

I realized that I desperately needed a black suit when 
I was standing at an opening ceremony surrounded by 
fellow teachers in dark suits and I was wearing khakis 
and a purple velvet blazer. A quick trip to the local suit 
store solved my problem, though the shirt isn’t quite long 
enough in the sleeves.

Everyone at the school has been very helpful and 
understanding of the fact that I don’t speak Japanese. I 
can’t yet read Kanji so if there’s anything I need to know 
they always tell me. And everyone is very excited when I 
manage to stumble my way through a few Japanese words. 
I have studied bits and pieces of many languages and if 
I were in Spain or Italy, I’d be able to speak it in no time. 
Japanese is probably one of the hardest, if not the hardest, 
language for me to learn, considering I have absolutely no 
background in Asian languages, but hey, if life were easy it 
would be no fun.

I receive all sorts of papers at work and, most of the 
time, have no idea what they say. I’ve never had more of an 
incentive to learn a foreign language. Urushiyama-sensei 
and Shimizu-sensei, the two English teachers I’ve taught 
with so far, have been very helpful translating for me in 
class. It’s hard enough getting thirty-six 13 year olds to 
pay attention, let alone ones who can’t understand most of 
what you’re saying. 

As for my Japanese studies, Principal Ishiai-san has 
been teaching me using the JET textbooks. It’s a slow 
process but I’m starting to understand more of what I 
hear. The most difficult thing has been to resist the urge to 
speak Spanish to anyone who doesn’t speak English (the 
consequence of having lived in New Mexico).

All in all, it has been quite a month and I look forward 
to what will happen over the course of the next year as 
Sean and I continue our adventures on the other side of 
the world. 

Continued from Page 6 

2006 ambassadors from Keokuk’s 
Sister City of Kai, Yamanashi, 
Japan and their hosts pass through 
Lock 19 as part of a student 
exchange. Another group of students 
will arrive July 25 for a two-week 
exchange.

“Every child is an artist. The problem 
is how to remain an artist once he 
grows up.” — Pablo Picasso

he Half-Breed Tract contains all the lands lying 
between the Mississippi and Des Moines rivers 

and south of a line drawn from one mile below Farmington, 
Iowa east along Avenue O to the site of the old fort in Fort 
Madison. The line is known as the “Sullivan Line” for 
its surveyor, John C. Sullivan, who was hired in 1816 to 
determine the line for Osage Indian territory. Consisting of 
119,000 acres, the Tract includes the entire city of Keokuk, 
the town of Montrose and a number of smaller villages.

The Sac and Fox Indians signed a treaty with the U.S.  
government on  August 4, 1824 in which they gave up all 
claims to their lands in the state of Missouri. One provision of 
the treaty stated that “the small tract of land lying between the 
rivers (Des Moines and Mississippi) and the section above 
the line (the Sullivan Line) is intended for the use of the half-
breeds belonging to the Sac and Fox nations.”

This tract was set aside for the half-breeds who were 
descendants of trappers, traders and adventurers who had 
married Indian women. A few of these children were given 
the advantages of the white man’s education and civilization, 
but the great majority were reared among the Indians and 
adopted Indian customs. The actual number of these half-
breeds was never determined.

Credit for this provision was attributed to several early 
individuals: Maurice Blondeau, a French trader who served 
as a sort of mediator for the Sac and Fox; Frank Labiseur, 
an interpreter at the council and Dr. Samuel Muir, a doctor 
expelled from Fort Edwards (now within the city limits of 
Warsaw, IL) for marrying an Indian woman and having 
several children with her.

Under the original agreement, the half-breeds had the right 
to occupy the land as the Indians occupied other reservation 
lands. They had no right to sell or convey the land; the 
United States holding the right for itself.  In the fall of 1833, 
following the end of the Blackhawk War, the half-breeds met 
at Farnum’s Trading Post in Keokuk and petitioned Congress 
to pass an act giving the occupants the right to sell their land. 
This was done and approved by President Jackson on January 
30, 1834.

This act caused Lee County to become one of the most 
active real estate markets in the country. It also laid the 
foundation for a vast amount of litigation. An early reporter 
noted, “A horde of speculators rushed in to buy land of the 
half-breed owners, and in many instances, a gun, a blanket, 
a pony or a few quarts of whiskey was sufficient for the 
purchase of large estates. There was a great deal of sharp 
practice on both sides. Indians would often claim ownership 

of land by virtue of being half-breeds...then cheat the 
speculators by selling land to which they had no rightful title. 
On the other hand, speculators often claimed land to which 
they had no right. There were no authorized surveys and no 
boundary lines to claim and as a result, numerous quarrels 
ensued.”

The courts were called upon to decide on the half-breeds 
entitled to the land. The 1834 act was not specific as to how 
the land should be divided and sold. Consequently, several 
companies were organized to deal with the problem. The 
most important of these were the New York Land Company 
and the St. Louis Land Company which eventually merged.

In an attempt to clear up the disputes, the Wisconsin 

A History of the Half-Breed Tract
by Sue Walrath Olson for the Lee County, Iowa Historical Society

Legislature (Iowa was part of the Wisconsin Territory at this time) approved an 1838 
act requiring all persons claiming land to file with the clerk of the District Court of Lee 
County. Legality of these claims was to be determined by three commissioners: Edward 
Johnstone, David T. Brigham and Thomas S. Wilson. The commissioners were prohibited 
from drawing any pay, but they could file lawsuits against the land for their services. Suits 
were filed and the entire Half-Breed Tract was sold to Hugh T. Reid, a Keokuk attorney, 
for $5,773.32. Reid received a deed, thus becoming Iowa’s largest land owner. His title was 
questioned which precipitated more lawsuits.

One lawsuit resulted in an 1841 decree by Judge Charles Mason of Burlington which 
stated that the three commissioners were to divide the 119,000 acres into 101 tracts as 
nearly equal in value as possible. This division of land constitutes the basis of title to all the 
Half-Breed properties. After 15 years of legal suits, an appeal was taken to the Supreme 
Court of the United States. The highest court in the land ruled in 1850 that Judge Mason’s 
opinion should stand and the questions of title were settled for all time.

If you look at your property’s abstract, you will see all the legal transactions involved in 
this most unique story. In all of America, no other land was ever set aside for half-breeds. 
We live in a most unusual locale.

The Ioway Reservation—640 
acres—would become the village of 
Keokuk.

Sue Olson’s discovery of an official copy of the Half-Breed Tract map amidst Miller House Museum 
treasures has brought a flurry of excitement to the area. Her timely find took place just after 
networking began among archaeology history, and other related groups.
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ith photographs, the usual mystery is the mystery 
of who, as in “Who is this person?” Or perhaps: 

“Who is this person standing next to Great Aunt Emma?”
Typically, Emma’s been gone now for more than twenty 

years and there’s no one else left alive to identify the 
strange gentleman with the rose boutonnière. He becomes 
the family enigma and you resolve to be sure to label your 
photographs for posterity, a resolution that rarely holds up 
any better than your other resolutions.

I am looking now at an old photograph taken at Charles 
Sellers Photograph Gallery, No. 78 Main Street, Keokuk, 
Iowa, in 1865, or at least with an 1865 date written on the 
back. There is no “who” mystery about this old carte-de-
visite, or, if there is one, it is limited to puzzling out the 
handwriting identifying the eleven young women in the 
photograph. I do find myself wishing that this annotator 
had remembered the injunction to PLEASE PRINT, though 
I can’t really blame her for failing to do neatly what I still 

have failed to do at all with my own family 
photographs. It helps to have an old city 
directory at hand, though young women 
still living in their parents’ house do not 
often get listed in city directories.

The eleven young women are, most 
likely from left to right, top to bottom, as 
follows:

• Ida Russell. There are four men with the 
last name Russell listed in Keokuk’s 1857 
directory, but none in the directory for 
1866. Who Ida Russell’s family was remains 
a mystery.
• Lida. [An uncertain last name, ending in 
two l’s.] One possible last name is Howell. 
James B. Howell, Gate City publisher and, 
briefly, U.S. senator, had a daughter named 
Lida. But it might as easily be Ferrell or 
Hamill or Hassall.
• Lora Kilbourne. She is most likely a 
daughter of David or Edward Kilbourne, 
brothers who were early southeastern Iowa 
land speculators from Connecticut. David 
Kilbourne was Keokuk’s mayor in 1855.
• Lizzie Barker. She is probably the 
daughter of J.H. Barker, a land agent and 
broker in Keokuk in 1866.
• Carrie Tomlinson. The several Tomlin-
son sisters (at least three) were considered 

especially beautiful and talented. Their family had 
moved to Keokuk from Harrodsburg, Kentucky. Wil-
liam W. Belknap, Keokuk attorney, member of the Iowa 
House of Representatives, and then Civil War general, 
married Carrie Tomlinson after the death of his first 
wife, Cora, during the war. In 1869 President Grant 
appointed Belknap Secretary of War. Several years 
later, Carrie died, and then Belknap married her sister 
Amanda, who had also just gone through the death of 
a spouse. In 1876 a Pennsylvania congressman named 
Hiester Clymer accused Belknap of corruption in the 
awarding of post traderships. (Ironically, Belknap and 
Clymer had been roommates at Princeton.) Belknap 
was impeached in the House of Representatives, but 
the Senate did not convict him because a number 
of senators concluded that his quick resignation had 
placed him beyond their jurisdiction. In fact, it turned 
out to be Carrie who had negotiated the post tradership 
kickbacks, a practice that Amanda continued after her 
sister’s death.

• Miss [Another uncertain last name.] The use of “Miss” 
rather than a first name suggests that this young woman 
may actually have been just a few years older and held 
a position of respect for the other ten. Was she their 
teacher? If so, this makes it even more likely that she 
would have lived with a family and might not have been 
listed in a city directory. No name in the 1866 directory 
matches very closely the shape of whatever this name is 
that’s been written on the back of this photograph. This 
directory does list the public schools’ “Corps of Teach-
ers,” too, but the Floyd sisters, at least, are known to 
have attended a private school operated by the wife of 
P.T. Lomax, a Keokuk attorney.

• Carrie Van Antwerp. This young woman is undoubt-
edly the daughter of VerPlank Van Antwerp, a Lee 
County pioneer who was the president of the Keokuk 
and Des Moines Valley Plank Road Company and who 
had been a receiver for the first land office in the state 
and a state commissioner for river improvement.

• Mary Floyd. Two of the daughters of Major John G. 
Floyd are in this photograph; he was the father of eight 
other children as well. He was born either in Kentucky 
or in Virginia and went to West Point, becoming an 
officer and an engineer. (He already considered himself 
a gentleman.) Major Floyd came to Keokuk in 1855 
to be in charge of improvements to the Des Moines 
Rapids in the Mississippi River. Keokuk was at the foot 
of these rapids. He felt a strong loyalty to the South 
and so resigned his commission when the Civil War 
began. However, in 1862 he swore a loyalty oath in the 
presence of Samuel F. Miller. This was the same year 
that Miller was appointed to the Supreme Court—and 
also the year that Major Floyd’s wife Ann died. Floyd 
himself died in 1868.

• Abby Williams. She may have been the daughter of 
George Williams, who was the superintendent of the 
Des Moines Valley Railroad, or the daughter of the Rev-
erend William Williams, who, in 1848, built an octagonal 
building at 303 North High Street as a private school 
for young women. This school, incidentally, could not 
have been where the young woman listed sixth was a 
teacher, because it had become a boarding house by 
1857. Also, the aforementioned George Williams should 
not be confused with George H. Williams, a Fort Madi-
son attorney whose first wife was Kate Van Antwerp, 
who died in 1863 and was Carrie Van Antwerp’s sister. 
George H. Williams went on to become a United States 
senator for Oregon and then President Grant’s at-
torney general. His second wife, also named Kate and 
also from Keokuk (née Hughes), was responsible for 
Williams resigning his position of Attorney General. 
Evidently, she had been writing poison pen letters to 
Amanda Belknap, whose sister Carrie is listed fifth.

• Ellen Floyd. She was Major Floyd’s oldest daughter. 
This photograph was taken just a couple of years before 
her marriage to Albert Touzalin, a wealthy railroad 
executive, and less than ten years before her untimely 
death. Touzalin’s second wife was Samuel F. Miller’s 
daughter.

• Ida Bosworth. There are no Bosworths in city direc-
tories until the 1890’s, and yet hers is one name on the 
back of this carte-de-visite that is quite legible.

Clearly this is a photograph of eleven young women 
from Keokuk who were born and raised in circumstances 
of prosperity and social position. They would have known 
each other as social equals and very well might have been 
friends. So what, then, is the mystery of this photograph, 
if it is not the usual mystery of who is in it? Well, if you 
look closely, you’ll see that each young woman is wearing 
an identical ribbon wreath just below her left shoulder, a 
cockade, that is, “…an ornament, such as a rosette or knot 
of ribbon, usually worn…as a badge.” On the back of the 
photograph, in addition to the penciled identifications, 
there is the inked inscription: “The Hornets,” followed 
by “1865.” At the very bottom, also in ink, there is the 
inscription “James Green Jr. / Worcester, Mass. / 28 Oct 
1866.”

So, who were the Hornets? What was their purpose? 
And who was James Green, Jr.? The last question, at least, 
has a likely answer. He was, by 1865, a recent graduate 
of Harvard, having received his A.B. LL.B. and M.A. all 
from this august institution. He was also a good-looking 
single man and an attorney that the Historic Homes and 
Institutions and Genealogical and Personal Memoirs of 
Worcester County, Massachusetts tells us spent the years 
1865-66 “traveling in the western states.” Four of his an-
cestors came to North America on the Mayflower. No, we 
still don’t know who the Hornets were, but we can guess at 
what they were buzzing around. Mr. Green, on the other 
hand, did not marry until he was past forty, and when he 
did, it was to a girl from back home in Worcester.

A mysterious Keokuk photograph
by Tom Gardner 

The Keokuk “Hornets,” c. 1865
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archaeologist closest to Keokuk. Hecht e-mailed the office 
of Iowa State Archaeologist.

 In the end, it was determined to turn any decision-
making over to the Lee County Historical Society and the 
appropriate professionals. 

What we were looking at was a delicate piece of history 
penned in the most beautiful script, its numbers and letters 
done with the flourishes of precision antique style. It is a 
piece of history that contains the name of  William Clark, 
and Sac and Fox Indians, and the dates of survey (1833), 
Half Breed Tract determination and map drawing, and 
illustrations of  forts and the now sunken rapids between 
Head of  the Rapids and Foot of the Rapids. An occasional 
phrase or description sometimes ends with a word 
apparently missing: as if the hand-drawing of this map 
took so many hours of the artist’s day, that he took breaks 
to eat or sleep or to stretch. Maybe he returned to the map 
and perhaps candlelight, forgetting where he left off.  

As it became clear that eventually a copy of the Half 
Breed Tract probably would become available through the 
miracles of modern technology, we turned our attention to 
other archaeological finds.

This time it was in the direction of Iliniwek Chapter 
Advisor Roger Boyd. L and I have long been members of  
the chapter whose activities hold a fascination for all ages, 
especially the young. A few years ago Roger showed L 
and me how to fashion pottery and animals from clay and 
roast deer meet from the same fire that heated the pottery. 
For several years area fifth graders have been bussed to 
the site to participate in an archaeological dig. Member 
Ron Harrison has built prize-winning replicas of  early 
living quarters which have been on view in Keokuk. And, 
in the newest youth-related adventure, Boyd and member 
Lucretia Craw have prepared educational units on local 
Indian history and Civil War history for elementary classes.

Roger’s latest archaeological finds have been on a bluff 
overlooking the Des Moines River and Lee County. To 
get there, the braver hearts among us climb in the back of 
Roger’s 4-wheel drive truck for a ride of a lifetime down 
hills and through the woods. Next, everyone disembarks 
and begins a climb on foot up a slightly less than sheer  
bluff face. Using trees and weeds and rocks for purchase, 
the explorer arrives on a broad ledge of ground that offers 
the best view of the river for miles around.

The target site is a growing squarish wound in the earth 
that has been painstakingly dusted and scraped to several 
inches in depth. Out of it come shovelsful of earth that are 
dumped in a shaker so that only the finest pieces can be 
sifted. Sometimes, on such a site, flakes and other items 
can be found directly underfoot of where one stands. 

What story are these flakes and chips telling? The movie 
isn’t over. The adventure continues.

Continued from previous page

Iliniwek Chapter members work at a new dig site along the Des Moines River near Athens MO. Ron 
Harrison and Roger Boyd are working the trowels as Duane Sherwood (green jacket) measures the 
depth.

Many hands screen the wet dirt, looking for chips of chert or other Indian artifacts.
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The Warrior
by Victoria Pedersen

a-thump, ta-thump, ta-thump’. The rhythmic 
sound bounced off the hardwood floors, crawled 

up the stairs and echoed throughout the house. In the 
twilight state between sleep and wakefulness, I checked the 
bedside clock. It was 3:30 a.m.

For years I had aspired to own a bed and breakfast inn. 
That desire became a reality when I purchased an 1848 
six bedroom mansion. The white stone house sitting on 
a bluff overlooking the Mississippi River kept guard over 
the river like a sentinel. The house reminded me of the old 
plantations of the South. The beautiful, three story, stone 
edifice was decorated with sturdy columns rising to the 
roofline. On the wrap-around porch guests lounged in 
white wicker chairs, drinking mint juleps and observing the 
never-ending performance of river life: barges, sail boats, 
floating gambling casinos and the comings and goings of 
migratory birds.

‘Ta-thump, ta-thump, ta-thump’. The noise caught my 
attention.

I furnished the house in period pieces. There were beds 
with high headboards and ornate carvings with matching 
dressers. In the living room, overstuffed settees and chairs 
faced the fireplace. Adding to the living room décor were 
an old, mahogany upright player piano and a life-sized 
carousel horse on rockers. The horse, in particular, had 
extraordinary appeal to the guests.  A white steed with a 
streaming mane, the horse’s mouth was open and nostrils 
flaring.

The saddle and bridle were painted in lavender and 
pink, and the gold pole, which once attached the horse to a 
merry-go-round, was still intact.

‘Ta-thump, ta-thump, ta-thump’. I heard the noise 
again. I recalled stories about big historic houses and their 
ghosts along the Mississippi. I wondered if some lost souls 
could not find their way to the other side. Maybe I was 
being haunted. I am stouthearted but also the first to admit 
there are things I don’t understand.

’ Deciding to investigate, I gingerly slid out of bed 
and put on a robe. I did not put on slippers; bare feet 
are much quieter. I did not want to wake my guests so 
I took the flashlight from the drawer in the nightstand 
and switched it on. Where was the sound coming from? I 
listened. It was somewhere below. I went down the steps 
to the second floor landing. I listened again. It was still 
below me. I went down the steps to the first floor landing. 
‘TA-THUMP, TA-THUMP, TA-THUMP’. The noise was 
very loud now. I turned off the flashlight and rounded the 
staircase into the living room.

There, rocking on the carousel horse was one of my 
guests, the ‘Old General.’ His beard and moustache were 
as white as his steed. He was dressed in camouflage 
pajamas, bare feet in the stirrups, urging the steed onward 
with great energy.

Reminiscing aloud in great detail the old general raced 
across desert sands with Lawrence of Arabia, liberating 
Damascus from Ottoman rule. In the First World War he 
aided Frenchman Foch, allied Supreme Commander, in 
masterminding the victory over Germany. Then he re-
enacted the Battle of Pea Ridge in the Civil War.

As he slowed the rocking I could see he was ruminating 
over the conflicting philosophical ideologies and treatment 
of soldiers by “Blood and Guts” Patton and “The 
Soldier’s General,” Omar Bradley.

It was nearing 4:00 a.m. The rocking slowed still 
further. I could see him tracing the names with his finger 
across the Vietnam War Memorial. Now the rocking 
stopped. I slipped into the shadows. The old general 
dismounted the carousel horse. Exhausted, he climbed the 
stairs to his room.

Although he never went to war, the Old General was 
a scholar of military men and military ways. When he 
stayed at the inn he rocked. When he rocked he gave 
consideration to all things military: the wars, the men, the 
strategies, the geography and much more.

He’s gone now, but sometimes between the hours of 
midnight and 4:00 a.m. I still hear ‘Ta-thump, ta-thump, 
ta-thump,’ the sound of the rockers across the tongue-
and-groove hardwood floors.
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xperiences of the Indiana Jones variety have 
become a reality in Lee County, Iowa. And one 

doesn’t  have to pay movie prices and risk the calories 
from buttered popcorn and candy treats to enjoy them.

All it takes are a handy copy of the Confluence’s calendar 
and a spirit that is ready for adventure. Of course the 
extras in such a drama can appear unexpectedly so it’s fun 
to have a sidekick.

My sidekick for the past dozen years has been a 
delightfully pleasant and inquisitive granddaughter we 
call L (after Reese Witherspoon’s role of  L. Woods in 
Legally Blonde). Any visit from her is an occasion for 
us grandparents, whose latest titles are G-Ma and G-Pa, 
earned with the advent of  text-messaging. G-Pa is most 
helpful when it comes to identifying things  L bring home.

But there was that one Easter weekend several years 
ago when L and I  became Lee County Smith & Co. That 
was during a walk down a country road that led us to 
one of our first discoveries: an intact skull that G-Pa later 

identified as having belonged to a 
rabbit. Due to its advanced age we 
were quite confident it had nothing 
to do with the fellow who had 
delivered eggs that morning.

Going for these walks began to 
be our ongoing scientific adventure. 
What would we find next? One time 
we found a collection of clam shells 
with perfectly round holes punched 
by some long ago button factory 
along the Mississippi River. The city 
had inadvertantly hauled some with 
rock chips to cover a driveway. 

Anyway, did I mention the 
Confluence? There in its spring pages was the promise of a 
hands-on experience at the Miller House Museum where 
we would get the real deal picture of  the mighty buffalo 
that once roamed Lee County and almost all the rest of the 
country. The Lee County Historical Society was hosting 
this teaching treat on the steps of the museum.

When I arrived with L, there was Phil Hecht, president 
of the Iliniwek Chapter of the Missouri and Iowa 
Archaeological Society, dressed like a fellow (we think a 
buffalo hunter) of the mid-1850s. He was telling the story 
with beautifully made dioramas and recently acquired 
hand-painted prints. Topping off  this picture were a 
buffalo robe, skull, and scapula from a Pleistocine era 
Bison Bison on loan from The Thunderbirds.

Amazingly enough the buffalo supplied Indians with 
more than 100 uses and literally every part of  it was 

recycled, from food to housing to tools to weapons to 
ornaments. Even dried buffalo chips were of use as fuel.

 L and I heard Phil’s version of  how the buffalo was 
a built-in general store of  the prairies, and that buffalo 
chips had nothing in common with potato chips. We 
ventured indoors to hear Sue Olson and Doug Atterberg 
tell the stories of the Miller House Museum. Among 
the curiosities was an old-fashioned  typewriter and L 
especially enjoyed the upstairs toy room. 

L and I used Hecht’s display a month later when we 
helped The Thunderbirds give a similar program at a 
diversity celebration. Adults and children alike became 
open-mouthed when we told them a typical male buffalo 
weighs 2,000 pounds and a female half that. According 
to our sources, one of the best ways to kill the buffalo was 
to shoot the arrow so it would hit just as the front leg was 
ahead. This action spread the ribs apart, causing the point 
to enter  between the ribs and hit the heart.

But the program was only part of  the adventure. On 
the day before Hecht’s presentation I dropped in on the 
museum to see his set-up and determine if he needed 
anything else. Sue Olson, president of the Lee County 
Historical Society, was hovering in the wings, already 
making sure all was ready for visitors.

Responsibilities out of the way, we began talking. Sue 
volunteers hours at the museum to help curate the “stuff” 
that accumulates through donations and acquisitions.

Knowing the current Iliniwek and Thunderbird interest 
in identifying one of  Lee County’s ancient Indian paths, 
Olson said she’d just located a copy of  the Half Breed 
Tract Map and her club was preparing to re-frame it.

Of course we wanted to give it a look. Was the path 
identified or would its whereabouts be obvious by survey 
markings? We made a bee-line to the map.

There it lay, its lines  and words the beautiful result 
of  careful pen and ink sketching. Indiana Jones could not 
have been more excited. We reached out to touch it but 
didn’t. It demanded a certain reverence. In all, the map 
measures 23 ½ inches by 27 inches. It is parchment over 
linen, aged to a beautiful tone and bears certain marks that 
define damage from the elements of air, heat, moisture and 
perhaps insects.

We would have liked to have copied it. A quick call to an 
architect’s office resulted in the suggestion that City Hall 
might have the capability. City Hall did not, but Mayor 
David Gudgel couldn’t resist a visit to view the map and 
hear of the local and area history it represented. Karl Judd 
of a nearby printing business and  camera noteworthies 
Terry Woodworth and Rita Noe agreed the map needed 
expertise in the handling. We cell-phoned Roger Boyd,  

Indiana Jones-type experiences abound at home
by Karen Sparrow

Excited historian and archeologists 
exam an 1896 copy of the Half-
Breed Tract map discovered in 
the archives of the Miller House 
Museum.
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Resa is married to Seng Lovan, a Thaidam refugee, 
whose family escaped to Laos, then to the U.S. in 1979. 
Seng’s athletic background was in the martial arts, particu-
larly kempo karate. He now teaches tumbling with Resa. 
All three of their children also grew up in the dance studio.

As a high school student, Kiersten, 23, was on the 
USTA National Team (the top 36 kids in the U.S.) for 
four years, received a gold medal in tumbling at the Junior 
Olympics, and medaled in innumerable regional and na-
tional competitions. She has just graduated from Northern 
Illinois University and plans to be a Special Education 
teacher, but her love of tumbling remains strong. She 
teaches part-time at a studio in Dekalb IL.

Son Shane, 21, teaches with his mom and dad, in addi-
tion to holding down two other jobs. He began dancing at 
a very young age, and followed in his mother’s footsteps 
in tumbling, going all the way to the Junior Olympics. He 
didn’t start tap until age 16, but also excelled in that and is 
now teaching it.

Their youngest is daughter Savanh, 12. So far she is 
involved in every dance and gymnastics class taught at 
Unlimited Dance and Tumbling, favoring tumbling and 
trampoline. To say she was born into dance has to be taken 
literally. She was born at the USTA Nationals in Indiana, 
earning the name “Baby USTA” from the coaches. “They 
all calculate how old she is,” Resa revealed, “by figuring 
out how long ago the Nationals were held in Indiana.”

Resa’s teaching techniques also mirror Larye’s, but 
in a quieter way than Raeann’s. Smiles and motions that 
reveal a total physical and spiritual involvement in the 
dance punctuate her gentle directions. “When I am doing 
a tumbling pass, it’s like flying on top of the world—I’m 
weightless,” she disclosed. “And I try to help my students 
feel the same way.”

Because of Resa’s emphasis on tumbling and trampo-
line, she and Raeann decided to go their separate ways af-
ter one year together. Resa’s dream was to add trampoline, 
and the building that had been Larye’s School of Dance 
did not have a high enough ceiling. Raeann was not quite 
as adventurous about taking on higher overhead costs.

The result is two studios in Keokuk that are carrying on 
Larye Eller’s legacy, each focusing on their own specialties.

The third generation of dancers also reflects what 
they learned from their grandmother and mothers. Shane 
Lovan follows Resa’s love of tumbling and trampoline. 
Sydra Salter’s first love is dance—tap and hip-hop. They 
each respond to working with their mothers with an 

ambivalence typical of two-generation family businesses. 
The young people have new ideas; their parents have 
their own way of doing things. “I taught with Mom from 
2002-2006, then coming back from college where I had 
been encouraged to give more input and speak out,” says 
Sydra. “It has been a little tough getting used to Mom’s 
way again.” But students love the way Sydra teaches and 
often ask for her.

Shane is like the Pied Piper. His young students are as 
likely to run to him for a hug as for help. He’s especially 
their hero when he gets on the trampoline and touches 
the ceiling with his elbows. Like both of his parents, his 
method of teaching is gentle. “Working with them makes 
all the years of hard work worth it,” Shane exclaims.

All six of Larye’s grandchildren have benefitted directly 
from her teaching, although at times she seemed like a 
hard taskmaster. “Grandma was harder on me than any 
other of the students,” Sydra divulges. “But it was because 
she knew what I was capable of, and held me to higher 
expectations. Now I’m grateful that she did.”

Both Raeann’s School of Dance and Unlimited Dance 
and Tumbling are truly family businesses. Sid Salter is the 
theater manager for Raeann’s dance recitals, Zach comes 
home to run the lighting and Austin is the soundman. 
Resa, Seng, Kiersten and Shane Lovan all are involved in 
their recitals and competitions. They even lived in a back 

room of the studio for 
one year following a 
house fire. Seng’s quiet 
evaluation: “It was 
better than a refugee 
camp.”

Lest one fear that 
the third generation 
will be the end of the 
legacy, Sydra and 
Shane have baby boys, 
six months and eight 
months respectively. 
They both “wiggle their 
little butts when the 
music starts.”

Resa Lovan leads a group of young dancers.

Shane Lovan demonstrates his 
trampoline prowess.

(Above) Seng Lovan spots a young tumbler. (Below) Sydra 
Salter runs a tap routine with two young students.

tand tall…chest up…stomach in…derriere in…
pretty hands…and remember to smile!”

These are words heard by thousands of Keokuk area 
children learning to dance. From 1949 to 1999, these 
words came from Larye Eller. Since 1990 and ’91, they 
have also been heard from Larye’s two daughters, Raeann 
and Resa.  Now, two of Larye’s grandchildren are also car-
rying on the legacy in Keokuk.

Originally from Quincy IL, Valeria “Larye” Deege (her 
brother couldn’t pronounce Vah-lair-ee-ah, so he gave her 
the nickname) learned to dance at the age of four at the 
studio of Louise Williams. One highlight of Larye’s young 
career was dancing with Gene Kelly in California. At 17, 
she taught her first lessons at the old YWCA on Fifth 
and Blondeau streets in Keokuk. The upper floor of what 
is now Hill Printing—just behind the YWCA—was her 
home.

Larye’s first recital as a teacher took place on the top 
floor of the YWCA, in a small auditorium setting. Lessons 
were taught downstairs. With the numbers of students 
rapidly growing, Larye’s second recital took place at the 
then High School Auditorium (most recently Keokuk 
Middle School, now demolished). By the third year, noth-
ing less than the Grand Theatre would work. The Grand 
Theatre Commission honored her in 1995 for her decades 
of contributions to the Arts in Keokuk.

Larye married Ray Eller who owned a Triumph and 
Harley-Davidson motorcycle shop at 318 Main Street. 
Raeann, the elder of their daughters, grew up in the studio, 
learning to dance as soon as she was able to walk. Younger 
daughter Resa does not remember when she started taking 
lessons. “It was something all of us did,” she says. “There 
was no beginning, it just always was.” 

Both girls were helping their mom teach classes by the 
time they were teenagers. Raeann left home in 1977 to ma-
jor in dance and accounting at Texas Women’s University. 

“It didn’t take long for me to drop the accounting,” she 
laughs. There she met her future husband, Sidney Salter. 
They married in 1979 and moved back to the Midwest 
where Raeann taught dance in Arbela MO, then later in 
Memphis and Kahoka.

Raeann and Sid moved back to Texas in 1986, where 
Raeann found a job creating choreography for a group of 
body builders. “That was a very interesting experience,” 
she swoons. “Imagine, BODY BUILDERS!! And they 
didn’t wear much!” She soon bought the building and 
started her own dance studio, teaching her specialties of 
ballet and tap.

Meanwhile, Resa excelled in tumbling and gymnastics, 
qualifying for State tournaments as a high schooler. Larye 
urged her to go to college in order to continue competitive 
gymnastics. However, after one summer and one semester 
at the University of Iowa, where she held the number one 
spot in floor exercise, Resa “just wanted to start teaching.” 
She took a job as a gymnastics coach in Cedar Rapids for 
3-1/2 years, then in Denison IA at a dance studio for four 
years.

“Mom told me she was going to retire in 1990 and asked me to come 
home and continue her business,” Resa said. “But she lied; she never did 
retire. She had to stop teaching in September of 1999 because of her illness, 
but she was there in the studio until her death in December of that year.”

One year after Resa came home, Raeann followed, with three children 
in tow. All three became superb dancers. Zach, 27, now teaches dance 
workshops, judges dance competitions and is living in Iowa City. “He is a 
very precise, technical dancer,” says Raeann. “Austin, 24, was a much freer, 
looser dancer, but he was very good also. He has chosen pipefitting as a 
career. When we came here Austin was 12, and thought Grandma Larye 
must have taught everyone in town to dance.” Daughter Sydra, 19, special-
izes in hip-hop and tap, teaching both at Raeann’s Studio of Dance. “She’s 
also a very technical dancer,” Raeann adds, “Especially in the very rhythmic 
old style of tap.”

Raeann’s enthusiastic style of teaching has not changed much from what 
she learned from her mother. “When I first moved back, Mom asked me 
which side of the studio I wanted,” she laughs. “At first I didn’t respect the 
way she did everything, but after I realized that it would be done the way 
Laryre wanted it done, I came to the conclusion that she was right.”

Even the phrases she uses while teaching have Larye’s quote marks 
around them. To get little kids (she calls them her babies) to sit quietly while 
listening to instructions, she sings out, “Criss-cross applesauce, spoons in 
the middle!” Six little bottoms drop to the floor, six little pairs of legs are 
crossed, and six little 
pairs of hands drop 
into their laps, palms 
up.

“Squeeze your feet!” 
reminds little danc-
ers to keep their feet 
together, heel to toe.

A sharp snap of the 
fingers brings instant 
attention from every-
one in the room, Sydra 
included. When asked 
if Larye had done that, 
Raeann sheepishly 
grins and says, “Yes.”

For Raeann, the long 
hours and exhausting 
schedule are totally 
worth it when one of 
the “babies” runs up to 
her in the grocery store 
and grabs her by the 
legs.

“…and remember to smile”: The legacy lives on
by Rita Noe
Photos by Rita Noe and courtesy of Raeann Salter

“ Resa Lovan helps a young ballet dancer with her form.

Larye Deege as a young dancer.

Raeann Salter rehearses a recital 
group. Her daughter, Sydra, 
watches.

Raeann enthusiastically demonsstrates the moves.
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