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Kirk Brandenberger grew up on the century farm just outside of Keokuk 
where he still lives today.  His father was an old-time fiddler who 

competed in numerous fiddling contests, mostly down in Missouri near 
Columbia.  Fiddlers often stopped by the house, to visit and to play.  Their 
music—and his father's music—was a constant and uplifting feature of Kirk's 
childhood.

When he was 
eight years old, Kirk's 
parents both happened 
to be outside on the 
farm, while Kirk had 
a bit of time to himself 
inside.  A terrible 
screeching noise 
arose from the house, 
causing both parents 
to rush back into the 
house, fearing who-
knows-what disaster 
awaited them within.  
What they found was Kirk in front of the radio, attempting to play along with 
his dad's fiddle.  Clearly, the boy needed lessons, which were provided by his 
dad, and in little time he also displayed a clear aptitude for the fiddle, as he also 
began to perform in contests down in Missouri.

Four years later Kirk's father died in a farming accident.  Three days after 
his father's death, he sat down with his mother and said he now knew that 
playing the fiddle was a part of who he was, that he needed to keep playing and 
competing and becoming the best fiddle player he could be.  She agreed that this 
might indeed be a calling for him, and so the fiddle as well as the farm became 
the defining activities of his waking hours outside of school.

And yet school did have its importance in determining Kirk's future, too.  
When he graduated from high school in the early seventies, there was no doubt 
that he'd go on to college.  He went to Northeast Missouri State University 
(today called Truman State University) where he earned his degree in business 
administration.  Why not music?  Well part of the answer is that he was already 
playing the fiddle at a professional level, but perhaps more importantly, he 
realized that a career in music is fraught with uncertainty, so knowing how to 

  Continued on Page 2
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work in a business environment, knowing how to run a business, well, that 
provided him with greater certainty for his future and offered him a kind of 
balance for his life.

Immediately after he graduated from college, it was music that determined 
the direction of Kirk Brandenberger's life.  He learned that Larry Sparks, THE 
Larry Sparks, of Larry Sparks and the Lonesome Ramblers, needed a fiddle 
player.  Back then and still today this was one of the preeminent bluegrass 
groups in the country, so Kirk went and tried out with them and got the job.

For the next two and a half years Kirk was on the road, a Lonesome Rambler, 
with the opportunity to strengthen his skills as a professional, performing 
fiddle player and to meet 
all sorts of people in the 
music business.  However, 
he also got to consider 
the true meaning of 
being “lonesome” and of 
being a “rambler,” and 
just how hard life on the 
road is for a marriage 
and a family.  So he came 
back to Keokuk, to a job 
managing a store for Disc 
Jockey, a firm based in 
Owensboro, Kentucky, 
with stores located in 
several Midwestern and 
Southern states.

After several years, 
Kirk was offered a position 
with Disc Jockey as a buyer at the Owensboro corporate headquarters, which 
he accepted, moving his family there in the mid-eighties. They were to continue 
living in Kentucky for the next decade, a decade that provided Kirk with several 
opportunities to make use of his musical and business abilities.

Owensboro, with a population of close to 60,000, is about 30-40 miles from 
Rosine, Kentucky, with a population of roughly 40.  (That's thirty miles away 
by the flight of a crow; it's forty if you're going by automobile.)  Rosine was the 

Continued on Page 3

Larry Sparks, the Lonesome Ramblers, and 
Kirk on fiddle.
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home and is now the burial place of Bill Monroe, the father of bluegrass music.  Even 
today, every Friday night musicians converge on Rosine to play bluegrass music. They 
play in the small general store, as well as outside the store, and in a barn next to the store.

While participating in the musical events of Rosine is a fine way to be in touch with 
the roots of Bluegrass, this is not an experience that 
can be expanded to encompass the huge number of 
people who are enthusiastic bluegrass supporters.  
Thus, Waxworks (the parent company of Disc 
Jockey), the City of Owensboro and our own Kirk 
Brandenberger all became very much involved in 
putting together an annual bluegrass Festival in 
Owensboro.  Today this festival is known as ROMP:  
Bluegrass Roots and Branches Festival, and it takes 
place in late June, attracting many thousands of 
devoted fans. (The letters “R-O-M-P” stand for 
River Of Music Party.)  Owensboro now also boasts 
a museum and an amphitheater, both devoted to 
bluegrass music.

In 1992 Kirk and his wife Becky started their 
own business, Prime Cuts of Bluegrass Marketing 
Service, which packaged a dozen or so singles by 
both established and new bluegrass artists onto 
a CD that was then distributed to hundreds of 
radio stations around the country.  This saved the 
recording studio—or the individual artist—from 
having to send out the artist's latest CD 
at a substantially greater cost to all those 
radio stations.  The radio stations were also 
grateful for a “prime cut” from an artist's 
latest CD prior to its release.

Over a period of seventeen years 
Kirk and Becky put together an even one 
hundred of these compilations under the 
label Prime Cuts, but then they saw that the 
future of recorded music was shifting away 
from the CD format, especially when it 
comes to distribution to radio stations, and 
so #100 was their last CD.  One of the most 
valuable features of their marketing service 
was their requirement that participating 
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Kirk can be found performing with a variety of groups—
sharing his talents and his love for bluegrass music all over 
the Tri-State Area.

Continued on Page 4
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radio stations provide feedback for all of the Prime Cuts singles 
they played.  This providing their marketing service with 
invaluable information to share with participating studios and 
artists.

In 1994, with their children starting high school, Kirk 
and Becky decided that it was time for them to come back to 
Keokuk, and to the farm where Kirk grew up.  Kirk continued 
managing the Disc Jockey store here in Keokuk until it folded 
in the late nineties, and then he “crossed the street” to be hired 
for the position he still holds, Keokuk's Director of Tourism.  
He has also continued to perform with his fiddle, mostly in 
venues from Iowa City to Hannibal, with numerous locations 
to the east and west, but mostly places that are within a 
comfortable drive from Keokuk.  He'll also try to get back to 
Owensboro about once a year, but it is clear that here is where 
his heart is, just as he continues to find opportunities to express 
his extraordinary abilities as a fiddle player and his excellent 
organizational and management skills. Life, he will tell you, is 
all about balance—and knowing what you truly want.

As a fiddle player, Kirk Brandenberger has received 
recognition on numerous occasions.  He has, at one time or 
another, been recognized as the state fiddle champion in both 
Iowa and Kentucky.  In 2004 Both he and Becky were the 
recipients of the International Bluegrass Music Association's Distinguished 
Achievement Award.  Just this summer Kirk was elected into the Iowa 
Bluegrass Hall of Fame's initial class.

Kirk and Becky have three grown children, Angela, Scott and Travis, as 
well as four grandchildren.  Family, then, continues to loom large in any 
consideration of their future.  Beyond the pleasures and challenges of his 
family, though, Kirk still has a short list of meaningful professional goals. 
Perhaps the biggest goal, the one that continues to unite both his musical 
talents and his business talents, is 
to promote Keokuk as a place to 
perform really good acoustic music—
especially bluegrass music—in 
venues both large and small, formal 
and informal, for the people of 
Keokuk and for all the people who 
would come to Keokuk to hear this 
music performed.

4

Becky and Kirk—recipients of the 
International Bluegrass Music 
Association's Distinquished 
Achievement  Award.

At left, making 
himself right at 
home in the Depot.

Above, Kirk and his 
granddaughter, Emory, 
fiddling in the music room. 
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As usual, the Keokuk Public Library is offering an astounding array of guest speakers,
 educational presentations, and seasonally appropriate entertainment this fall.   From a 

clean desk to demons on skates to blue lagoons... there's truly something for everyone.  The 
library's Round Room is where you'll find it all.

A speaker series begins on a practical note, Tuesday 
October 7th at 6:30, with Organization 101: Tips, Tricks, 
and Tools To Help You Live An Organized Life led by 
Sue DeRoos of Organize U. She's a Certified Professional 
Organizer with more than 17 years of experience guiding 
businesses, individuals, and families in implementing 
organizational systems to increase effectiveness, and 
prioritize and manage their lives, homes, and businesses. 

 Next, find out how to protect yourself in this high 
tech world, Tuesday October 14th, 6:30, with Officer Jason 
Marlow of the Safety Education Officers for the Iowa State 
Patrol District 13.  SCAMS: Learn How to Avoid Getting 
Ripped Off  will provide information on phone scams, internet scams, email scams, and even 
door to door scams.

Once prepared, it's time to get scared.  Curt Strutz, Paranormal Investigator, will present 
Visiting The Beyond on Tuesday, October 21st at 6:30. Curt has visited haunted homes, asylums, 
prisons, hospitals, public places, and more. He now brings these locations right to you with an 
interactive presentation that includes all original photography, personal experiences, history, and 
the haunted happenings of each respected location. As expected, 
there is plenty of humor and smiles through the journey, too.  It 
makes for a unique and entertaining experience like no other!

On Monday, November 3 the library will be hosting reenactor 
Jessica Michna, of First Impressions, as she performs Goode 
Rebeka: The Salem Witch Trials.  Greed, jealousy, suspicion.... 
Were these at the root of The Salem Witch Trials? There's much to 
consider.

In the spirit of Halloween, every Wednesday in October, at 
6:00 pm, they'll be showing Black and White Horror Films and 
serving up free popcorn.  But there's more!  To balance out the 
old comes something brand new.  Friday, October 17th will bring 
Demonica by Prescribed Films.  "What is worse than demons?" you 
might ask...  "Demons on Skates!"  This film is not rated. There 
will be blood and gore GALORE! Enter at your own risk!  Screen 
time is 7:00 pm and the creators, Mike Saunders and Jason 
Bolinger, will be around to answer questions and 
accept your praises.  They'll also have some of their 
movies and merchandise up for sale, so bring some 
cash if you'd like to help support their cause.  As 
they put it "If you're sick, we've got your flick!"

Lastly, if what you really need isn't a tidier, safer 
lifestyle, or ghosts and ghouls keeping you awake 
at night, come to the Round Room October 28th 
in order to simply get away from it all. Join Leroy 
and Betty Wolfmeyer for a beautiful Photo Tour 
of Hawaii.  From 6:30 to 8:00 they'll take you on a 
journey through this vibrant state with images from 
their recent travels.  Now that seems like a pleasant 
way to ease on into winter.  

All of these amazing offerings can be yours, free of charge.  For additional information, or to 
learn even more about what the Keokuk Library has to offer,  call (319) 524-1483 or
visit www.keokuk.lib.ia.us.  

http://www.eventbrite.com
http://www.RandParkPavilion.com
http://www.keokuk.lib.ia.us
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An opportunity to see and hear quality musical 
performances right here in Keokuk is about 

to begin this fall with the start of Keokuk Concert 
Association’s 89th season.  Each year this group works 
diligently to offer concerts that provide professional 
entertainment for a variety of musical tastes.  

Starting the year will be The Alliance Brass Quintet 
from Chicago.  It is comprised of some of the most 
talented young brass instrumentalists in the country 
offering the best of brass chamber music.  They will 
perform at 7:30 p.m. on Sunday, October 5, 2014 at the 
Grand Theatre. 

 Next in the season line-up will be the The Jung 
Trio, violin, cello and piano, performing at 7:30 
p.m., November 21, 2014 at the Grand.  These three 
sisters, graduates from the Yale University School 
of Music, have performed all over the world and 
are currently the Trio in Residence at Vanguard 
University of Southern California. The concert 
promises to offer the very best of classical music.

For a change of pace, the third concert of the 
season—at 7:30 p.m. on Tuesday, February 24, 2015 
at the Grand—will feature the entertaining duo of 
Rebecca and Kuba, a husband and wife team who 
delight every audience. Rebecca, a Broadway and 
country singer and Kuba, a talented percussionist 
and vibraphonist, offer a variety of popular music 
that is bound to entertain. 

For even more variety, we will end the season 
with Link Union, an eight member family band, on April 18, 2015 at 
7:30 p.m. at the Grand.  This entertaining group embraces the roots 
of American music and performs a wide variety of songs including 
classic rock, pop, gospel, country, Celtic, and mountain music. The 
whole family will enjoy this show.

Season tickets are on sale now and will also be available at 
concert performances.  Purchase of a season ticket 
allows ticket holders to not only attend all of the 
above concerts but many additional concerts in 
surrounding communities.  Information about 
this reciprocal agreement is mailed to each ticket 
holder and is also available on KCA’s website:  
www.keokukconcertassociation.org.

Season ticket prices are $45 for adults, $100 for 
families, and $10 for students.  Individual tickets 
for each performance are also available at the 
door for $20. Those wanting to purchase season 
tickets may also call 319-524-7818 or contact any 
board member.  

  

the Keokuk Concert Association's 2014-2015 Season
 by Louis Orozco

Lin
k U

nio
n -

 co
ur

te
sy

 ph
ot

o

Th
e A

llia
nc

e B
ra

ss 
Qu

int
et 

- c
ou

rte
sy

 ph
ot

o

Th
e J

un
g T

rio
 - c

ou
rte

sy
 ph

ot
o

Re
be

cca
 &

 Ku
ba

- c
ou

rte
sy

 ph
ot

o

http://www.keokukconcertassociation.org


7

Historian Michael Zahs 
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19th Century Projected Entertainment

The Lee County Historical Society will host its annual dinner 
and program Thursday, October 23, 2014 at Trinity Methodist 

Church, located at 2330 Plank Road in Keokuk.  The evening's special 
presentation will feature Michael Zahs, a retired history teacher who 
in 1981 came across a stack of old motion picture films among a local 
estate's treasures. They had been the property of Frank and Indiana 
Brinton, traveling entertainers from Washington, Iowa. From 1889 to 
1915, the Brintons traveled the Midwest, showing their pre-cinematic 
magic lantern slides, hundreds of which Zahs also owns, and the 
earliest reels of film from the time. Thousands of Iowans were given 
the chance to view their first projected images in small town opera 
houses or at Chautauqua gatherings. The footage was shot with a 
camera that had to be cranked by hand and often was projected for 
audiences the same way. The nitrate-based film was explosive, one 
reason people were skittish about storing it in later decades. Some of these magic lantern slides and 
early movies will be part of the presentation and are among the world's oldest films known to exist.

 Doors will open at 5:00 pm, dinner will be served at 6:00, and the  presentation will begin at 
7:00.  All are welcome to attend.  Contact Barb Babington for tickets319-524-5040

For the Love of the Depot

Though currently in the early stages of rennovation, the Keokuk Union Depot 
is being used more and more as a location for special events.  The next few 

months will bring two concerts, both co-sponsored by the Keokuk Union Depot 
Foundation and the Keokuk Entertainment and Cultural District, to what was once 
the Depot's main waiting room.  

Friday, October 17th the evening's entertainment will feature traveling 
troubadour Chuck Mitchell.  Having returned to Keokuk after a busy summer 
complete with performances on both coasts, Chuck will fill the evening air with 
what he refers to as "Heartland Music... farmy and folky and fun."  As befits the 
setting, you can expect a few train songs.  Given that the Depot is the perfect venue 
for a sing-a-long, you should expect that as well. Show time is set for 7:30 pm and 
tickets will sell for $10 each.

 Saturday, December 6th, Switchback, the award-winning duo comprised of 
Brian FitzGerald and Martin McCormack, will take the 
stage. This group offers an exciting mix of mandolin, 
guitar, and bass, and their harmonies have won them 
comparisons to famous duos the likes of the Everly 
Brothers, and Simon and Garfunkel. Originally from 
Chicago, they've been been playing their brand of 
eclectic Celtic and Americana music at sold-out concert 
halls, performing arts centers and festivals around 
the world for over twenty years.  Don't miss this 
opportunity to catch them up close. The show will begin 
at 7:30 pm with tickets $15 each.

In both cases, tickets may be bought at the door.  
Coffee will be furnished, though audience members 
are welcome to bring their own refreshments if they'd 
like.  Funds raised will go towards the 2 for 1 match that 
will earn the Jeffris Family Fondation grant for the roof 
project.  To learn more about the future of the Keokuk Union Depot, be sure to read 
"Depot 125" - the Capital Campaign  on page 10 of this issue of the Confluence.
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Keokuk Art Center Festival of Trees

The Festival of Trees will be at the Lake Cooper Event Center on 
Saturday, November 15 at 7:30 pm. The theme for this year’s event is 

“Peace on Earth”.  Admission is $15
For more information or to submit an entry to the Festival, please 

contact Tom Seabold at the Keokuk Art Center, 319-524-1221.
This year’s ornament will depict the Grand Theater and will be 

available at the festival.

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

For detailed event information  
Call: 319.524.5056 

Email: downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net 
    www.keokukdowntown.com 

 
 
 
 

November 14 & 15 City-wide  

Holiday Open House  
 

November 21 @ Lake Cooper  

Rotary’s  
Holiday Showcase 

 
December 5 in the District  

Puttin’ on the Glitz 
 

November 28 – December 19 Business Lighting Contest 

Dressed Up for the Holidays 
 

December 13 @ Hy-Vee  
Main Street Keokuk’s  

A Gingerbread House for the Holidays 
 

Unwrap the Magic 
in Keokuk 

Santa Appearances 
Saturday, November 15, 10-12 and 1-3 in Estes Park, 5th & Main 

Saturday, December 13, 8-11 Breakfast w/Santa @ Hy-Vee 
Saturday, December 13, 1:30-3:00 MSKI’s Sugar & Spice Gingerbread House Crafts for Kids 

 

Holiday Open House
November 14th and 15th — City-wide

Rotary's Holiday Showcase
November 21st — at the Lake Cooper Event Center

Puttin' on the Glitz
December 5th — In the District

Dressed Up for the Holidays
November 28th - December 19th — Business Lighting Contest

A Gingerbread House for the Holidays
December 13th — HyVee

Main Street Keokuk, Inc.'s Craft Project for Kids

Come meet Santa:
 Saturday, November 15, 10 am - 2 pm & 1 - 3 pm in Estes Park, 5th & Main
 Saturday, December 13, 8 - 11 am at HyVee (Breakfast with Santa) and
 Saturday, December 13, 1:30 - 3 pm at HyVee (making gingerbread houses)

For Detailed event information—
 Call: 319-524-5056 or Email: downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
 

Unwrap the Magic in Keokuk

mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
http://www.mainstreetkeokuk.com
mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
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Ferruginous Ducks by Ray 
Frederick was acquired by the 

Keokuk Art Center after an exhibit of 
Frederick’s work in the Round Room 
of the Keokuk Public Library.  It is 
a pen & ink and watercolor which 
currently is displayed in the Art 
Center Director’s office.  Ferruginous 
ducks are Eurasian in origin and are 
called “ferruginous” because they are 
rust colored.

Frederick was a high school and 
Iowa Valley Community College art 
instructor in Marshalltown, Iowa, 
for many years. After he retired 
from teaching, he became a full-time 
artist. Over the years, he has had 
many solo shows and has won many 
awards in competitive exhibits.  Now 
in his eighties, Frederick grew up 
on an Iowa farm and received both 
his bachelor's and master degrees 
from the University of Iowa.  He was 
a student of Grant Wood at the Stone 
City workshop.

Ray is a member of the National Artists Equity and one year he was president of its 
Iowa branch.  The state of Iowa now owns five Ray Frederick paintings. One is a large 
landscape done on site in the Hoover Building in the capitol complex so people could 
watch its progress.

Iowa Valley Community College now has a small art gallery named the Ray 
Frederick Gallery. 

Ray Frederick's Ferruginous Ducks
 by Sandy Seabold

Ferruginous Ducks, by Ray Frederick

http://www.cramerrealestate.com
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The Keokuk Union Depot Foundation (KUDF) and the 
Keokuk Union Depot Commission (KUDC) are in the 

process of restoring the Keokuk Union Depot to its original 
design, modernizing the heating, plumbing and wiring, 
and improving the currently unused space.  They jointly 
commissioned Keokuk native Neal Vogel, 
President of Restoric, LLC based in Chicago, 
IL, to perform an extensive professional 
evaluation of the building and the costs 
involved in its restoration, known as 
a Historic Structure Report (HSR).  
As specified in the HSR, the 
original roof line and clay tile 
roofing are the most significant 
and crucial features to restore the elegant 
aesthetic massing of the Depot.

The Jeffris Family Foundation of Janesville, Wisconsin has 
awarded a grant of $333,000 toward restoration of the roof of the 
architecturally noteworthy 123-year-old Keokuk Union Depot.  
The Jeffris Family Foundation focuses on the preservation and 
restoration of structures of significant historic and architectural 
value in small towns in the Midwest.  This grant is a challenge grant 
designed to stimulate local contributions for the roof project.  To 
earn the Jeffris grant the Keokuk Union Depot Foundation will first 
have to raise a 2-for-1 match of $667,000.

 The KUDF recently announced the “Depot 125” capital campaign 
to raise the 2-for-1 Jeffris match. Although the deadline for raising 
the Jeffris matching funds is September 30, 2017, the KUDF’s goal is 
to raise the necessary funds by July 1, 2016—the 125th anniversary 
of the opening of the Keokuk Union Depot.  Between the June 18, 
2014 announcement of the Jeffris Family Foundation grant and 
the public announcement of the Depot 125 capital campaign on 
September 11, 2014, the KUDF raised more than $223,000—over one-
third of the matching funds.

 The estimated cost of the roof restoration project is just under 
$1 Million, including chimney and eave reconstruction that must 
be completed during this phase.  The roof will be restored to its 
original beauty with red clay tiles, including restoring all of the 
ornamental details of the flowing roofline: the field, hip, and ridge 
tiles; the corner turrets and clock dormers; and copper gutters, 
leaders, pinnacles and finials.  The central tower and chimney will 
be restored to their original height and details.

The Keokuk Union Depot is one of the few remaining examples 
of John Wellborn Root’s celebrated Romanesque Revival style of 
public architecture, a style pioneered by Henry Hobson Richardson 
of Boston.  Keokuk is privileged to be among the few communities 
in the Midwest still to possess such a significant edifice designed 
by the renowned Chicago architectural firm of Burnham & Root, 
creators of the famed Chicago “White City” for the World’s 
Columbian Exposition of 1893, and demonstrating the style and skill 
of John Wellborn Root himself.

"Depot 125" Capital Campaign—
 Celebrating the Keokuk Union Depot's 125th Anniversary, July 2016

           Article Contributed by Janet M. Smith, President of the Keokuk Union Depot Foundation 

Continued on Page 11

Line Drawing of Restored Roof 
by Matthew Martin, Restoric, LLC

http://sites.google.com/site/keokukband


The Keokuk Union Depot is recognized as architecturally significant by state and 
national historians.  Ralph J. Christian, Historian, and Paula A. Mohr, Architectural 
Historian, of the Iowa Department of Cultural Affairs, have attested to the significance 
of the Keokuk Union Depot as the best remaining example in Iowa of Root’s skill as 
a designer of not only office buildings — such as the Rookery and the Monadnock 
buildings in Chicago — but also of railroad stations of the period.  Richard Guy Wilson, 
Chair Department of Architectural History at the University of Virginia has stated 
that the Depot “is a very important remnant of a part of American history when the 
train station was one of the centers of town life. These are fast disappearing. Finally as 
design, it is without a doubt one of the top buildings in Iowa from the 19th century and 
should be saved and restored.” Tim Samuelson, Cultural Historian, City of Chicago 
Department of Cultural Affairs and Special Events, has asserted his opinion that the 

Keokuk Union Depot is the best 
of the Burnham & Root railroad 
stations. 

Through the roof restoration 
phase, the Depot will serve 
as an event center.   This use 
began in 2013 after volunteers 
completed cleaning and repairs 
to make the building usable.   
Restoring the roof will make it 
possible to confidently continue 
and expand the event center 
usage without concern for 
structural problems caused 
by water leaks.  It will also 
make the Depot a much more 
desirable venue.

Visitors to the Depot are very 
welcome.  The Depot is generally 
open to the public when volunteers 
are working there from 9 AM to 
12 PM on Tuesdays, Fridays and 
Saturdays.  (Be prepared for a 
surprise: the interior main waiting 
room, restored in the early 1990’s, 
takes one’s breath away when 
entering the cathedral-like setting.)

Copies of the Historic Structure 
Report, containing a wealth 
of historic and architectural 
information about the Depot, are 
available at the Depot, the Keokuk 
Pubic Library, and the Miller House 
(Lee County Historical Society) on 
Fifth Street in Keokuk. 

Information about events at the Depot and further information about the architectural 
and historical significance of the Depot can be found at www.keokukuniondepot.org.  
Information about the Depot 125 capital campaign can be found at: www.depot125.org. 

Donations received before September 30, 2017 will count toward the Jeffris Family 
Foundation 2-for-1 match for the roof restoration project and may be mailed to the 
Keokuk Union Depot Foundation, PO. Box 463, Keokuk, IA 52632.  Please accompany 
donations with a gift/pledge form available at www.depot125.org.
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Above, Keokuk Union Depot in June, 2013—photo by Janet M. Smith.
Below, artist's rendition of restored structure.

http://www.keokukuniondepot.org
http://www.depot125.org
http://www.depot125.org


The Keokuk Union Depot Foundation and the Keokuk Cultural and Entertainment District are 
sponsoring a series of contests that all students enrolled in any Keokuk school—or who are home 

schooled—are eligible to enter.  Only one entry is permitted per student, and all entries must be received 
at Main Street Keokuk, Inc., offices, 329 Main Street, Keokuk, by Wednesday, November 26th, at 3:00 p.m.  
Winners will be announced during the week before Christmas.

Contest #1—for Students in Kindergarten through Second Grade
A coloring contest, with all entrants coloring an image of the Keokuk Union Depot that will be 

provided to teachers of eligible students (phone 319-524-5055)-—or may be picked up at the MSKI office.  
There will be two winners in this contest, one winner in a category where the emphasis is on visual and 
historical accuracy, the other in a category where the emphasis is on imaginative content.

Contest #2—for Students in Third Grade through Fifth Grade
This also is a coloring contest, with all entrants coloring an image of the Keokuk Union Depot that 

will be provided to teachers of eligible students (phone 319-524-5055)-—or may be picked up at the MSKI 
offices.  There will be two winners in this contest, one winner in a category where the emphasis is on 
visual and historical accuracy, the other in a category where the emphasis is on imaginative content.

The winners of the first two contests will have their pictures framed and returned to them, if possible 
in an event at their school.  Their pictures will also be reprinted in the Daily Gate City and in the next 
quarterly issue of the Confluence.

Contest #3—for Students in Sixth Grade through Eighth Grade
This is an essay contest, with all entrants writing a 200-400 word essay on this topic:

 The Three Most Important Persons to Have Passed Through the Depot in Visiting Keokuk

The persons that entrants write about have to be important, but do not have to be famous.  Essays 
should be neatly written, preferably typed, and will be judged on the basis of clarity, conciseness, quality 
of research and correctness.  There will be two winners in this contest, with each winner receiving a 
Liberty wooden jigsaw puzzle of the Keokuk Union Depot and will have their essays published in the 
Daily Gate City and in the next quarterly issue of the Confluence. 

Contest #4—for High School Students

and

Contest #5—for Southeastern Community College Students
These two contests are also essay contests, with all entrants writing a 300-500 word essay on this topic:

 The ___________________ Significance of the Keokuk Union Depot.  (The blank can be filled in
 with any one of several terms:  “historic,” “artistic,” “architectural,” “social,” etc., as each entrant 

chooses)

Essays should be neatly written, preferably typed, and will be judged on the basis of clarity, 
conciseness, quality of research and correctness.  There will be two high school winners and two college 
winners, with each winner receiving a Liberty wooden jigsaw puzzle of the Keokuk Union Depot.  All 
essay contest winners will have their essays published in the Daily Gate City and in the next quarterly 
issue of the Confluence.

Depot Contests for All Students Enrolled in Keokuk Schools
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When one drives down Main Street in 
Keokuk, it is always reassuring to 

see the name of an old and trusted business 
still serving the community.  Located at 422 
Main Street and originally “Miller’s Shoes,” 
this has been the location of a shoe store ever 
since 1950.  Jim Younggren bought the store 
in 1958 and changed the name.  It has been 
“Younggren’s” ever since.

The present owner, Steve McMahan, 
is a lifetime resident of Keokuk.  He 
attended Keokuk Community College (now 
Southeastern Community College) and 
graduated from Northeast Missouri State 
College (now Truman State University).  He 
began working for Jim Younggren when he 
was sixteen.  He worked at Younggren's part 
time throughout high school and college.  
Finally, in 1979, he was able to purchase 
Younggren’s from Jim.  Before long he also 
had a partnership in several other shoe stores 
in cities throughout the Midwest.  He had 
stores in Waterloo and Waverly, Iowa, as well 
as in Omaha, Nebraska, and Pierre, South 
Dakota.  He still owns the stores in Waterloo 
and Waverly.

Steve married a hometown girl, Jeannie 
Riter, and they raised their two daughters 
in Keokuk.  They are Amanda, now living 
in Des Moines, and Ashley of Charleston, 
South Carolina.  Steve and Jeannie are most especially proud of their three grandchildren.  
When asked about retirement, Steve says he is still interested in the business and has 
no thought of retiring any time soon.  His very competent employees make postponing 
retirement easy for him.

Younggren's Shoes
 by Dianne Stanley
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Younggren's Shoes has been catering 
to Keokuk for more than 50 years.

Continued on Page 14

http://www.pilotgrovesavingsbank.com


Continued from Page 13

Steve says the shoe business has changed a lot over the 
years.  Although you can still get good quality dress shoes at 
Younggren’s, it now carries a broad selection of sport shoes 
and does a large business in work boots.  It also carries the 
top brands in casual shoes for men, women and children.  
Younggren's employees are all trained to measure and fit 
your shoes properly.  They are good listeners and, because of 
Younggren's broad selection, can nearly always find exactly 
the right shoes for their customers.

If it's getting on toward September and you ask Steve 
what he enjoys most about selling shoes, he's likely to tell 
you that it's the opportunity to catch up with friends who 
have moved away but still visit Keokuk and bring their 
children and grandchildren to the store so they can get their 
shoes for the new school year.  That says a lot about the 
confidence people have in the quality and service they 
receive at Younggren’s Shoes.  We suspect Steve's got a 
pretty good answer for the other 
eleven months of the year, too.
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Younggren's store front is always over-
flowing with a vast assortment of shoes, as 
well as signs of the seasons.

Pictured, from left 
to right, are K-Lynn 
Nichols, Summer Day, 
and Steve McMahan.  
Additional employees 
include Andrea Harrison 
and Kevin Clark.

mailto:kjk.attorney@yahoo.com


15

Organized Baseball in Keokuk
 by Shane Etter

Keokuk first became a city with a professional baseball team in 1875 as a member of the 
National Association, predecessor to the present National League.  In fact, Keokuk has been 

a member of the National Association, the Western League, the Iowa State League, the original 
Central Association, the Mississippi Valley League, then back to the Western League, the Three I 
League, and finally the Midwest League.  Few if any cities in the United States have been affiliated 
with as many organized professional baseball leagues.

Keokuk's first professional team, the Westerns, was competing against big-city teams, capable 
of a much higher class of play, during 1875 when it tried to keep up with the likes of New York, 
Chicago, St. Louis, Philadelphia and the other cities in the old National Association.  It played only 
13 games that year before bowing out of the picture with a 1-12 record.

It was a different story ten years later when, in 1885, Keokuk became a member of the Western 
League and was such a strong competitor that it completely dominated the league which then 
included teams 
from such cities 
as Milwaukee, 
Indianapolis, Kansas 
City and others of 
comparable size.

Over the next 
19 years Keokuk 
teams were content 
in playing a fast 
brand of semi-pro 
ball, but in 1904 
Keokuk returned 
to the professional 
ranks as a member 
of the Iowa State 
League.  This circuit 
continued to operate 
under that name until 
1907 when Quincy 
and Jacksonville 
replaced Fort Dodge 
and Clinton, 
and the league 
became known 
as the Central 
Association.  
Keokuk remained 
in the league for nine years and had its best season in 1915 when it placed second under the 
management of Frank Boyle.

Then, once again Keokuk lacked a professional baseball team until 1929 when the city took over 
the Marshalltown franchise in the Mississippi Valley League—and in 1931 won the town’s first 
championship.  Keokuk remained in the Valley League until the league broke up after the 1933 
season.  This time it lacked a professional baseball team for only one year, returning in 1935 to the 
Western League.

Following World War II, a number of Keokuk men helped reorganize the Central Association 
which opened its first season in May of 1947, under the presidency of Frank Hearn.  Keokuk became 
affiliated with Pittsburgh under an outright ownership agreement that lasted until 1949.

In 1952, Keokuk obtained an independent franchise in the Class “B” Three I League, 
and for the next two years this team, the Keokuk 

Continued on Page 16
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1885 Keokuk Hawkeyes—Front Row (L-R) Kennedy p; Van Dyke 
rf; Dugdale c; Hudson p; Harter cf.  Back Row (L-R) Stromberg 
1b; O'Brien lf; Fowler 2b; Corcoran 3b; Decker c.
The man in civilian clothes is Harrington, field manager.



Kernels, was managed by Rudy Laskowski.  By 1954 the Keokuk team was with their third 
major league affiliation, working with Cleveland, and making a big push to end the season 
in first place.  After setting the pace most of the season, Manager “Jo Jo” White’s Kernels 

finished in second place after a late 
season losing streak.

No one could have imagined the 
caliber of team that opened Keokuk’s 
1955 season.  Merrill “Pinky” May, an 
experienced manager, had a roster of 
young, inexperienced players.  The 
young Kernels got off to an excellent 
start with everyone anticipating that the 
“winningest team in all baseball history” 
would eventually cool off.  But it didn’t 
and even started to pick up momentum 
as the season progressed.  The team's 
record of 92 wins in a 126 game season 
is a minor league record, and in 2001 
the 1955 Kernels were named the 30th 
best minor league team of all time.  
The 1955 Kernels captured the Three 
I League Pennant and won the play-
offs decisively, propelling seven of the 
players to major league status.

Keokuk stayed in the Three I League 
until 1958, when Keokuk jumped into the 
Midwest League.  Keokuk was affiliated 
with the St. Louis Cardinals and then in 

1962 with the Los Angeles Dodgers.  Los Angeles terminated this affiliation at the end of the 
season, bringing organized ball to an end in Keokuk, Iowa.

However, in the early 1960's Keokuk still had American Legion ball going strong as well 
as a Southeastern Community College team.  In time, though, both of these organizations 
would also fade away, leaving only high school baseball.

For most of Keokuk's history, both amateur and professional baseball have had an 
honored place in the community.  In the period after World War II the sandlot pastime 
started to die out.  Between the First and Second World Wars, there were such teams as the 
Midgets, the Bulldogs, the All Stars, the Goats, the Indians, the West Keokuks, the Cherry 
Blossoms and a Black All Star team.

Over the years Keokuk also had the opportunity to field several traveling barnstorming 
teams.  Oliver Bawden, a local 
gentleman who once played semi-
pro ball, later became a coach and 
a promoter at the same time.  He 
scheduled several games between the 
1937-38 Keokuk Indians and the Kansas 
City Monarchs, the Shreveport Giants 
and the Indianapolis Clowns.

Other barnstorming teams Keokuk 
played against included the St. Louis 
Diehls, the Negro American Giants, 
several Chicago semi-pro teams, the 
House of Davids, the Chicago Pirates 
and the Dizzy Deans.  This is by no 
means a complete list of all of the 
traveling barnstorming teams that 
Keokuk teams played.
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Keokuk also played a varied assortment of what were called “Bloomer Girl” teams.  
When a men’s team would meet—and often defeat—the “paint and powder puff 
visitors,”  there were suspicions that the occasion was more intended to be a display of 
attractive young women in short skirts than to be a serious competition between two 
baseball teams.

Besides playing against an all Black barnstorming team, Keokuk had the privilege of 
having six former Negro league players playing for one of the local Keokuk ball clubs.  
They were Pedro Ballester (1952 Kernels), Avelino Canizares (1952 Kernels), George 
Handy (1952 Kernels), Nat Peeples (1953 Kernels), Art “Superman” Pennington (1952 
& 1953 Kernels) and John W. “Bud” Fowler (1885 Keokuk Hawkeyes).  Furthermore, 
Bud Fowler was the first African-American to play professional baseball before racial 
segregation kept players of different races separated.

In the nearly one hundred and fifty years that baseball has been played in Keokuk, 
it has hosted several fine players on their way up to the big leagues.  A comprehensive 
list of Keokuk's major leaguers would have well over sixty names on it.  Here are some 
of the better-known players:  Charlie Hollocher, Red Corriden, Pep Young, Gus Bell, 
Roger Maris, Jim “Mudcat” Grant, Bobby Locke, Russ 
Nixon, Gordy Coleman, Jack Hamilton, Johnny Lewis, 
Fred Whitfield, Tim McCarver, Bill Madlock, Del Unser, 
Paul Reuschel, and Rick Reuschel.  Keokuk was also 
lucky enough to have a few hometown boys become 
very successful in the majors.  They are Jerry Harrington, 
Joe Lutz and Jack Saltzgaver.  Between the 1930s and the 
1960s, several other Keokuk players were either signed 
by a Major League team or got to try out with one.  But 
due to an early injury or the military draft, they never 
quite became major leaguers.  Nonetheless, there are 
few if any towns that have had as extensive and varied a 
baseball history as Keokuk.

Clockwise, from upper right are baseball greats 
Roger Maris; Bill Madlock; Tim McCarver (with 
Cardinal scout Buddy Lewis); and 
the Reuschel Brothers—Rick and 
Paul.  All made their way up in the 
business via Keokuk.
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Orders by phone or email are welcome
Contact the Main Street Keokuk, Inc. office 

319-524-5055 or downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net

  

Keokuk Heritage 
Wooden Puzzles...

18

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

          Commissioned 
               by the Keokuk 
          Cultural and 
            Entertainment 
        District

Special
Edition 
Puzzles

$125

Passed Times and 
   Pastimes Editions

                      $75

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

mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
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Up In a Tree Somewhere
 by Erin Anderson

There was a lady,
 and when you asked where she lived,
  she'd say "Not here, not there, but up in a tree somewhere."

It puzzled me dearly,
 you see, you see.
  How does one live in a tree?

I did not understand then,
 I would not understand now,
  but she showed me,

Showed me the Somewhere Tree,
 taught me how to live in a tree,
  you see, you see.

I became the lady,
 the lady who lived in a tree somewhere.
When asked where she lived, she said, "Not here, not there, but up in a tree somewhere."
 Then she no longer was,
And now when asked where I live,
 I say "Not here, not there, but up in a tree somewhere.”

Poet's Note:  I grew up in a small Iowa town and started writing at 13 years old. My older sister, Becca 
Cook, helped influence my love for writing. Several of my family and friends have encouraged me to keep 
writing over the years, and I'm really thankful for having some great teachers along the way. 
I have always been a creative person and love nature. My passion is to be a nature photographer.

Su
ns

et 
at

 Gr
an

dp
a's

 - P
ho

to
 by

 Er
in 

An
de

rso
n

Cr
ea

tiv
e E

xp
res

sio
ns



20

Over the Bluff - a journey in the past
 by Joy Wellington Tillis

We stand at the base of Chief Keokuk’s statue in Rand Park, 
then cross to river side and gaze below; 
stand witness to those big iron steps and railings
that disappear into the lower brush
and appear to go on forever.

We leave the floral park behind and begin our descent
to a verdant landing of green on both sides,
pausing to view the landscape, the high grass, even bushes.
Above us, the sky peeks out less and less as we
continue down, down, the heavily foliaged beauty path,
wondering ‘what lurks, hangs below?’ 

A glimpse of the river now, a misty view, probably halfway. 
We know that at the bottom, there is a dip in the land, 
then small trek up to the railroad tracks, and beyond
…the Mississippi’s grandeur up close.
Story lore of snakes and things that scurry, move us on.

Along the massive, curving bluff, there are actual tunnels and 
primitive paths; a thrilling little town of secrets.
We look back up the stairway, looming high and strong.

The sweet musty river smell now rests on every leaf.
Keeping on, clanging down those many steps, 
next we see it, feel it with all our senses.  
Slopping and lapping next to the tracks, 
framing the park below the moving sky.
The ol’ man has a way of doing that, 
he just keeps rollin’ in a natural way, 
making all his scenery worthwhile. 

mailto:JuliaLTy@mail.com
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Owl Wisdom
 by Duane Taylor

In fall the light flattens,
bare branches sway 
and a few dried leaves
wave, woozy on the wind.

Last night the great horned
owl screamed and clattered.
Across the woods, her mate
answered, soft and low:  

Who makes your hard 
bed but you?  The miracle 
is a single sweep of wing
into this season’s basket,

brimming with harvests
and only a heartbeat away.

Against the Hard October Blue
 by Duane Taylor

Against the hard October blue, hickories
light up with sundown's gleam of gold—
a startling brightness of yellow, 
like love or clean curtains.

Some trees have already softened their sunshine,
their evening coming down in the browns and tans
that edge their leaves.

I have begun counting autumns, but each new
blue day seems the first I remember.

Making muskets from the stiffness 
of dead ragweed spears,

my shoelaces crimped with beggar lice,
I would stop to marvel at the spotlight of the evening star

or the rising orange and shadowed moon, 
like tonight, just past full.

Up north my father falters and rages:
Do not go gentle into that good . . . 
His tree is shutting down for the long winter.
As he glances about, the withered leaves of his life
encircle him.

He knows one more
big storm brews in the reckoning of days.
It will scatter the loose and damaged pages 
of his book like it always does.  
But in the end, even the smoke 
from burning leaf and wood ascends 
to be remade.

Father, I'm grateful for your one last blaze at sunset,
the staggering promise of spring
as fall always, tenderly, falls.
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Mess at the Broadway
 by Duane Taylor

    

My cousin LaDonna’s Christmas card came today, one of those family portraits 
with everyone—even the golden retriever—looking smug in their suburban 

perfection.  I saw a great deal of LaDonna when we were girls because our mothers 
were sisters, and Aunt Lucille and Uncle Mel used to come almost every summer for a 
week’s visit.  It took some years pleading overwork from my Weight Watcher’s job, but 
I finally discouraged the grown-up LaDonna from asking me to visit her in Urbandale.  
The truth is I’d rather eat dirt than visit that woman.  

The trouble started with the Broadway Café.  I was a slow-to-develop twelve-year-
old, and LaDonna was a precocious and mouthy thirteen.  We had wanted to have lunch 
uptown as a special grown-up treat and chose the old Broadway.  The café was run by a 
couple of brothers, and my dad did their plumbing work and took his fees in free meals 
for the family, so I knew the place.  Cats always sat inside the plate glass window out 
front watching traffic and were joined when business was slow by Frank, the odiferous 
bachelor brother who constituted the entire wait staff.  He spent his spare time staring out 
the window at each passer-by, with special attention given to the patrons of the diner next 
door.  We rarely saw Howard, the other brother, who did the cooking.

So one Saturday we walked in swishing our skirts and feeling pretty special, found 
an empty table, and sat.  And sat.  And sat.  A couple of other parties came in for lunch 
and were served right away, and still we sat as Frank ignored us.  After about ten 
minutes, LaDonna leaned over to me and whispered, “Just when is that old guy with 
the armpit stains going to come over and wait on us?”

“I don’t know,” I replied, “we’re served right away whenever we come in here with 
Dad.”  We watched as a couple of guys in suits came in and sat at a booth near the front 
window.  They waited, too.  Finally, one of them stood up and asked if they couldn’t 
have a couple of menus.  Frank eyed him suspiciously.  “Haven’t I seen you go into 
Dell’s Diner next door?” he asked.  

“Well, yes, I suppose you might have,” said the man in the suit.  “I eat there quite often.”
“Why don’t you go there now,” said Frank.  “If you can’t come here most days you’re 

hungry, you needn’t come in here today.  Go on next door.”
“But Dell’s is closed on Saturdays,” pleaded the suit.
“Now isn’t that too bad,” said Frank, turning on his heel and walking toward the 

kitchen.  He stopped briefly at our table, looked right at LaDonna, and said, “And I’ve 
never seen you in here neither, missy, so you’d best move on.”  I felt my face redden with 
embarrassment and watched LaDonna turn almost scarlet.  “Well,” she said to no one in 
particular because Frank had moved on without waiting for a reply, “I guess I know when 
I’m not wanted.”  When she stood up to go, it was clear to me that our attempt to have a 
grown-up lunch uptown was an abject failure, and I followed her out the door.

“I’ll get that smelly old son-of-a-bitch for treating me that way if it’s the last thing I 
do,” said LaDonna through clenched teeth.  “That butthole should have waited on us if 
your family comes in as often as you say.”

“Well, maybe he didn’t see me,” I said defensively.
“I don’t give a good goddamn,” said LaDonna, tossing her blonde curls.  LaDonna 

had recently taken up swearing like her father, Uncle Mel, who sometimes came out 
with a stream of cuss words many of which I had never heard, much less understood.  
“We’ll fix that asshole’s wagon but good,” she said, her eyes shining with malice.

It was the next evening as our folks were setting up for gin rummy that LaDonna 
asked my mother if she and I couldn’t walk to the park down the street to play with 
some of the neighbor kids.  Happy to get us out of the house, Mom readily agreed, 
telling us to be sure to be home before it got too dark.  Mystified, I followed LaDonna 
out the back door.  We hadn’t been to the park in ages and had never played with any 
neighbor kids over there.  As soon as we were out of sight from our house, LaDonna 
turned uptown and began running.  “Keep up,” she yelled at me over her 
shoulder.
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Five minutes later we were standing in the alley 
behind the Broadway Café, and LaDonna was shoving 
a screwdriver into the old latch that kept the alley door 
locked.  “LaDonna, what are you doing?” I said.  “I thought 
we were going to the park.  Have you lost your mind?” 

“You know how that smelly old man wouldn’t serve 
us, and you heard how he talked to me.  ME!” she said 
fiercely.  “Now stop being such a hymn-singing wet blanket 
and give me a hand with this door.”  Just then the latch 
gave way with a snap and the door swung open.  LaDonna 
stuck her head inside and looked around.  “Come on,” she 
whispered, “nobody’s home.”  Then she giggled, a high-
pitched malevolent cackle.

We were in a storeroom, with stacks of open boxes and 
crates scattered all over and piled next to the walls.  A 
stairway led up to the second floor, and a single light bulb 
burned high up in the stairwell.  Cats were everywhere.  A 
tabby was perched on a stack of boxes marked “Pork and 
Beans”; a calico mewed softly from her hiding place next to 
a couple of crates of macaroni and cheese; a black cat with a 
white blaze on its chest skittered behind a pile of cans.

Like a professional, LaDonna quickly cased the room.  
When her eyes lit on a well-used can-opener, her mouth 
formed an evil smile.  Suddenly she grabbed a big can of 
pork and beans from a nearby box and cranked off the lid.  
“LaDonna,” I hissed, “what in the world are you doing?”

“If you’re not going to help,” she said, “at least stay out 
of the way.”  Then with both hands she flung the contents 
of the number ten can across the room.  Pork and beans 
splattered on the stacks of boxes and dripped down to the 
scarred wooden floor.  The cats had scattered.  I looked on 
in horror as LaDonna calmly set the empty can on the floor 
and reached for an enormous can of chocolate pudding, 
quickly removing the lid.  Pudding slumped out of the can 
as she dumped it on the floor.  I felt splatters of cold goo hit 
my socks.

I started to say, “LaDonna, stop!” but the words weren’t 
out of my mouth when we both heard a door at the top of 
the staircase open.  “Hey, you cats quit foolin’ around,” 
said a male voice as his foot hit the top stair.  It was Frank, 
who apparently lived upstairs, and he was coming down.

LaDonna handed me the pudding can with fear in her 
eyes and ran for the outside door just as I saw Frank’s shoe 
and one leg emerge from the staircase.  I stood frozen there 
in panic, thinking I couldn’t make the door by the time 
Frank got all the way down.  So, still clutching the empty 
pudding can, I squeezed between the wall and a stack of 
boxes filled with cans of creamed corn, got down as low as 
I could, and tried not to breathe.

There was only silence as Frank stepped onto the floor 
of the storeroom.  He must have been looking at the mess 
of beans and pudding.  Finally, I heard him say, “What the 
hell?  Goddamned kids!  What a mess!  If I ever get my 
hands on them, I’ll wring their necks!”

The best I could hope for was that Frank would walk 
up front to find something to clean up the mess with, but 
that didn’t happen.  Instead I heard him ripping cardboard.  
Peeking carefully around the stack of boxes that was 

hiding me, I caught a glimpse of him scraping the beans 
and pudding with a piece of cardboard into a pile on the 
floor.  Then he softly called the cats.  “Hey, Growler.  Hey, 
Nubbin.  Here, Footkitty.  Here, kitty-kitty.  C’mon, Slinker.  
Hey, Patch.”  From all corners of the room, cats came to 
eat the mess on the floor.  “Hey, little Patch cat, come here 
and get something to eat,” said Frank, starting to look 
behind some boxes.  I was done for.  Just then I saw a white 
and black kitten with a patch of dark fur across one eye 
cowering near my foot.  I shoved him out from behind my 
boxes just as Frank turned around.

“There you are,” said Frank, scooping him up.  “You 
need to get something to eat, too.”  He held the kitten up 
to a box with a heavy splatter of beans on its side, and the 
kitten began to lick at the bean juice.  Frank stroked the 
kitten and made baby-talk as it licked.  “There you go, 
little feller, there you go.  You’re hungry, aren’t you.  Old 
Growler won’t let you eat with him, will he?  Pretty little 
pirate kitty.”  He must have held the kitten up to the box 
for a couple of minutes, stroking and talking to him, but it 
seemed like an hour to me scrunched down as I was.

At last I heard him say, “Down you go.  Now where’s 
that goddamned mop,” and I listened as he walked heavily 
into th dining room up front.  That was my cue to get out 
of there, and I bolted for the still open back door.  When my 
shoe hit a splatter of pudding, I slipped and went down on 
one knee, but the fall didn’t stop me.  I jumped out the door 
and ran down the alley as fast as my legs could carry me.

When I was a half block from home, I heard my mom 
calling my name.  I filled my hand with dirt, rubbing it 
on my socks where the pudding stains stood out like twin 
smears of guilt and shame.  LaDonna had gotten back 
before me, of course, and told some story about me staying 
behind at the park.  My own story featured a fall and a 
scraped knee from a park swing.

Later on as we were getting ready for bed, LaDonna 
kept going on about how we had taught that dirty old man 
a lesson.  “We made a real mess for that butthole, didn’t 
we,” she crowed, “we really showed him.”  But she never 
mentioned leaving me behind.  Didn’t say a word about 
it then or ever.  Aunt Lucille and Uncle Mel left the next 
morning, and the following year I managed to sign up for 
Girl Scout camp when they were coming for their visit.  
After that, LaDonna must have had better things to do than 
come down with her folks.  

I guess a lot of things date from that night in the back 
room of the old Broadway Café—my love of cats, my 
tolerance for smelly old men, even my weight problem.  
The next time my family went to the Broadway, I looked 
right at Frank, told him my name, and asked him if I 
couldn’t come in for lunch sometime.  “Sure you can, 
missy” he replied.  I ate lunch there almost every day until 
school began and put on a good 20 pounds that summer.  
That’s when I started chunking up.  My favorite of Frank’s 
cats was always Patch, who rubbed up against me every 
time I came in, looking for more pork and beans, I guess.  I 
was careful never to use its name.   

Continued from Page 22
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Photographer's Note: When it comes to photo manipulation and 
distortion, for me it has always been about building on aspects of the 
subject to make it more of something.  The subject would become more 
beautiful, or more isolated, 
or more fantastic.  The men 
who were on the streets of 
Chicago and ended up in 
my photos didn't really 
follow this pattern.  It is 
hard to focus on this kind of 
reality, and I found myself 
having to sneak the shots 
to take the photos.  It was 
my hope that distorting the 
photos in a comic fashion 
would make make them less 
personal, and easier to look 
at.  I don't feel that I was 
successful.  I don't feel that 
it will ever be easy to look 
at, and I worry if there will 
ever come a day when it 
isn't an issue for us all.        

Fatigue

Sickness Forgotten
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Honnie and Ronie
 by Chuck Betts

 Dedication

  To children and childhood,
  To Christmas all year.
   To wonderful memories
  That we hold so dear.

  To laughing and living
  And seeing so clear
  That love is the answer
  For those we have near.

  To Honnie and Ronie
  And everyone like
  Those loving two people
  Who’s caring we take.

    

It's the sensory images that are most vivid.  A 
clock in my bedroom that ticked away the 

minutes and chimed away the hours.  Cherry trees 
whose boughs seemed ladder-like for a ten-year old.  And the toast!  Not just toast, but 
bread toasted honey brown, glistening with tiny pockets of molten dairy butter and 
dunked in coffee.  Yes, coffee, with more cream than coffee and sweetened with enough 
sugar to mask any bitterness.

I spent some silky summer times there!  A small town in west central Illinois. Just 
across the Mississippi via a two-lane bridge with metal grid work for a roadway that 
permitted you to see the water 
rushing and gave you that feeling 
in between motion and standing 
still.  When the drawbridge opened 
to allow barges access to the locks 
that guarded that portion of the “the 
river,” you could get out of your 
car and push a ten-year-old hand or 
three adult fingers through the holes 
in the grid work.

It was them.  They provided 
those vivid memories, Aunt Helen 
and Uncle Roland.  It was never 
Uncle Roland and Aunt Helen.  It 
was always she and he, Helen and 
Roland.  Honnie and Ronie was the 
way it came out, more often than not, 
from small mouths in a hurry to get 
their attention or sing their praise.

They were actually my great aunt 
and uncle.  Honnie was a sister to 
my maternal grandmother, and a 
grandmotherly presence for me.  Her 
sister was still having children when I was born, and was faced with the task of rearing 
the last half dozen.  Bertha had a mother's role to fulfill.  Honnie, who had no children of 
her own, took up the role of “Gramma.”

Keokuk--Hamilton Bridge, courtesy Library of Congress--heading east from Iowa side

Continued on Page 26
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She and Ronie were rich in the human spirit.  Their patience, their faith, their strength 
and mostly their love drew me to them each summer for at least two shining weeks 
during which I was special.  Sometimes my sister, who was less than a year older than I, 
would visit with me.  Mostly, though, I got to be there with them by myself and without 
my three sisters and two brothers.  It was just me... and Honnie and Ronie.

They seemed welded in love.  Not the love of daytime serials, but the love that had 
grown into a rich atmosphere of trust and sharing.  Their sharing was one of their most 
precious commodities, a generous outpouring of themselves and their time.

Honnie was a housewife.  She cooked, she cleaned, she hung sheets out to dry.  Later in 
my life those sheets became my mental image of a tabula rasa.  Her kitchen was, for her, the 
place where she worked and the source of her greatest pleasures.  She made magic there—
with the simplest of utensils and the commonest of condiments.  Besides the breakfast 
treat of toast and coffee, Honnie made a wonderfully simple but tasty delight she called 
cinnamon rolls.  It looked to me like pie dough spread with butter, cinnamon and sugar, 
then rolled into a tube, sliced and baked.  It tasted, however, like childhood.

When she needed cool and clear water, Honnie sent me to the hand pump that stood 
just outside the rear door of a sunny back porch.  The pump squeaked its hesitance with 
priming and working.  With piston action on the long metal handle, the water would 
soon splash from the spout and overfill my container, no matter how carefully selected.  
Back across the porch I staggered, weighted with too much water that sometimes jeweled 
the linoleum floor with pools that reflected the sunlight.

A mysterious cellar yielded mealtime nuggets.  In the corner of the floor of the 
back porch was an ingeniously hidden door to the cellar.  Flush with the floor, it rose 
to permit entrance when Honnie tugged on its iron ring opener.  A weight on a rope 
kept it in the position she set while we crept down narrow, short steps to the dark 
cellar where she stored her canned goods.  From that cellar she drew fantastic treats 
including a bittersweet jam made with the cherries from her backyard trees.  When I 
went to the basement alone, it was a mission, not a chore.  My imagination let me create 
marvels down there.  I can still see evidence of my adventures when I visit there.

A wooden suspended swing near the backyard shed provided lazy summer evening 
rides in the shade of the cherry trees.  Two seats facing each other accommodated two 
riders each.  My favorite rides were either by myself or with Honnie or Ronie, but not 
both at once.  When riding alone, that swing became all manner of vehicles.  Sometimes 
its wingspan was second to none and sometimes its powerful engine powered me around 
oval tracks as I roared to the checkered flag.

When riding with Honnie or Ronie, that swing became a library, a confessional or a 
carnival.  My questions were non-stop.  My dreams and desires were confided in full 
trust and knowledge of careful handling.  My giggles and guffaws at Honnie's teasing or 
Ronie's jokes must have filled that corner of the yard.

Together we often walked uptown to the crisp and small stores that were the shopping 
area and a concert hall on Saturday nights.  From a large wagon pulled to the center 
of Main Street, a small but enthusiastic group of local musicians wove musical magic 
on Saturday nights in the summer.  While the music bumped and jangled the night, I 
jumped, ran, chased, laughed and played.  Every sort of little kid found fun and mischief 
on Main Street.  At concert's end we put away squirt guns and cap guns, sling shots and 
marbles, and trudged home, exhausted but regretting the passing of that Saturday night.

Nothing was better than the summertime tonics at Jolly Johnson's soda fountain.  Jolly 
made all his money on sodas and Cokes and penny candy, but he ran a drugstore on 
the side anyway.  My Uncle Tom, Bertha's son and a year younger than I, accompanied 
me on many forays into Jolly's.  We snorted and giggled, more at the purported results 
promised by some of Jolly's products than at their names and boxes.  Small toys, pink 
pills, electric heating pads, exotic soaps and scents and those products for everyday 
needs filled the tall shelves facing each other across narrow aisles.

It was “come in the front and go out the back” at Jolly's.  Honnie and Ronie made 
sure that I was a special friend of Jolly's, just as they were, so he afforded me the same 
treatment that the children of the town enjoyed.
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Ronie worked at the post office.  He must have been the most important man I knew back 
then.  Even on the warmest days the post office was cool.  Even on the busiest afternoons the 
post office was serene and official.  Its banks of personal boxes seemed little used but ever 
ready.  Its counter, of early Formica in a deep reddish wood grain, was always too high for me 
to jump on, but not so high that Ronie couldn't lift me up to it.

His garden took many of his summer hours.  It filled the yard on the other side 
of the center sidewalk that went from the garage to the back porch.  I often sat in 
the cherry trees across the sidewalk and watched him working there.  It seemed to 
me that the garden sprang from the ground in full flower, and that Ronie just went 
there to coax out the vegetables that Honnie needed for dinner.  It never seemed to 
be work for him as he made sure that the weeds not grow and the vegetables not 
rot.

From his garage Ronie appeared with all manner of tools that were just right 
for the task.  That old garage, painted the same bright white as the shed, was a 
musty treasure chest of discovery for a young boy.  Rusty nails, squared, not round, 
could be found in jars.  Old newspapers, neatly bundled, yielded secrets of town 
and people from the past.  Tools were hung and materials stacked in a haphazard 
organization that just barely left room for the car.  When this old garage was 
replaced with a new structure with a square foundation, straight strong walls and 
large windows, I mourned the loss of a childhood resource.

Their lives seemed perfect.  Traumas and crises just never invaded that home, 
at least not during my special two weeks.

I loved them.  Their patience allowed boyish errors, their home permitted hurried 
spills and their love for me let me grow.  They helped me when times were tough.  Their 
stability centered me on a lifestyle that seemed strong and stable, an eye in a storm of 
growing up in the years after World War II, years that would lead to McCarthyism, then 
hippies, yippies, a walk on the moon and Nixon and Watergate.

Ronie is gone now.  He died before life could give him and Honnie the serenity 
of retirement and their full measure of those simple pleasures that come from a 
meticulously kept garden and cherry jam.  I will never forget his quick small smile and 
the nervous vocal habit that sounded like a deep, bubbly chuckle in his throat.  It escaped 
when he concentrated on a special project or, thinking he was alone, he read while sitting 
in his recliner.  I cried.

Now it's only Honnie.  She still lives in that house, the center of my summers.  She still 
revels in guests and children.  Her eyes have their twinkle, her smile its sincere charm.  It's 
hard for her to move around now, but she steadfastly stays in her home, ruing the day 
when infirmity or circumstance will force her to move.  A hazy picture of Ronie rests on the 
television in the small den that was once the realm of her quiet help-mate.  She has made 
some concessions to age.  There are telephones in the rooms she uses most, though she still 
prefers to answer her calls in the kitchen near the two large windows that seem to get sun 
all day.  She has adopted a metal-sided walker rather than be forced to remain in one place.

Honnie's hands can no longer whip and blend the smooth divinity candy that rested on 
your palm like a cloud on those special Christmas Eves.  She can no longer stand for the time it 
takes to roll out childhood in the form of cinnamon rolls.  But in her are stored the memories of 
ages, the wisdom of love and the serenity of a lifelong relationship with her God.

So she knows I love her, so she feels my gratitude, so she is aware that I noticed:  I 
dedicate this remembrance to Honnie and her Ronie.  A piece of me is who they were 
and who they are.  I owe them a debt that I can only note here but not repay—except by 
serving another child with cinnamon rolls and post offices, cherry jam and buttered toast, 
and coffee sweetened beyond bitterness.

Author's Note:  I wrote this forty years ago.  Most of it is as true as the day I wrote it, but it 
needs updating.  Honnie has since passed away and that small white house near the elementary 
school has been purchased and updated with new tenants, but still stands there, a reminder to me 
each time I pass it.  I now have grandchildren and, if I could be granted just one wish, it would be 
that they carry similar memories from their special times with Gramma and PahPah! 

Continued from Page 26
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Keokuk Cultural & 
  Entertainment 
    District 

Dining in the District
• Casa Mexico - 300 Main St.
• The Cellar - 29 S. 2nd St.
• First Wok - 300 Main St.
• 4th St. Cafe - 22 S. 4th St.
• Harrington’s Restaurant -
 18 S. 5th St.
• Los Tapatios - 706 Main St
• Lumpy’s Tap & Grill -
 820 Main St.
• Meyers Courtyard - 
 629 Blondeau St.

Cultural Assets in the District
  1 • Estes Park
  2 • Gateway Park 
  3 • Grand Theatre
  4 • Katie John House
  5 • Keokuk Art Center
  6 • Keokuk Public Library
  7 • Lee Co. Historical 
 Society Museum
  8 • The Lost Canvas Gallery
  9 • Plaza Cinemas
10 • Mississippi Water Power Museum
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Dining outside the District
• Angelini’s - 1006 Main St.
• Beef, Bread & Brew -
 2601 Main St.
• China Buffet - 1501 Main St.
• Chintz’s - 1310 Main St.
• Dr. Getwell’s - 11th & Main
• Fort Worth Cafe - 
 526 S. 5th St.
• Fox & Crane - 
 3318 Middle Road
• Great Wall Star -
 1729 Main St.
• Hawkeye Restaurant -
 105 N. Park Drive
• Java River - 1000 Main St.
• Meyers Courtyard -
 629 Blondeau St.
• Ogo’s Restaurant -
 3753 Main St.

  Riverfront Legend 
A • Municipal Boat Ramp
B • Hubinger Landing
C • Southside Boat Club
D • Riverview Park
E • Keokuk Depot
F • Geo. M. Verity Riverboat Museum
G • Victory Park / Gen. Curtis statue
H • Observation Deck (100 yr old bridge)
I • Lock and Dam 19

9
10

8
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October
   1-31  • Watercolors by Richard Dutton of Columbia, Missouri, Keokuk Art Center Exhibit,
    Round Room, Keokuk Library
        1  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour,  Oct. 1, 8, 15, 
   22 & 29, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library 
  • Black and White Horror Night, Oct. 1, 8, 15, 22 & 29,
    Free popcorn and a black & white horror flick 
   (call the library for titles), 6 pm, Keokuk Library
  • Dishing About Books discusses The Fault in Our Stars 
   by John Green, 7:30 pm, Beef, Bread & Brew 
  • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter Big Band,
   8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park
        2  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, Oct. 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30, 
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Thursday Farmers' Market, 4:30 - 6:30 pm, 
   Hy-Vee Parking Lot
        3  • Keokuk Public Library closed for continuing education
        4  • Saturday Farmers' Market, 7 - 11 am, 
   River City Mall Parking Lot
  • The Lost Canvas Gallery Open House, 10 am - 9 pm, 719 Main St.
  • Oktoberfest at the Depot, sponsored by HyVee, Inc., 5 pm, Keokuk Depot
  • Saving Abel, 7:30 pm, L-Treyn's Bar, 1108 Main Street
        5  • Alliance Brass Quintet, Keokuk Concert Association, 7:30 pm, The Grand
        6  • Game On, Monday afternoon games, Oct. 5, 12, 19 & 26, 3:30 - 5 pm,
   Children's Area, Keokuk Library
        7  • Small Garden Spaces, a CBIZ course, 
   6 -  9 pm, SCC Keokuk Campus, 
   to register call 319-208-5375
  • Organization 101: Tips, Tricks & Tools 
   to Help You Live an Organized Life 
   with Sue DeRoos, 6:30 pm,   
   Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        9  • Thursday Farmers' Market, 4:30 - 6:30 pm, 
   Hy-Vee Parking Lot
  • Free Movie Night, first run movie 
   every 2nd Thursday of the month, 
   feature TBA, 6 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library,
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation
      10  • BPW Pancake Day, 6 am - 2 pm, 4 - 7 pm,
   Faith Family Church, 2323 Main 
  • Knitting and Needlework Group,
   Oct. 10, 17, 24 & 31, 1 - 3 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        • Zombie Walk, sponsored by SCC, 6 pm, 
   Estes Park
  • Exscream Nightmarez Annual Haunted
    House, sponsored by the 
   Lake Cooper Foundation, 
   Oct. 10, 11, 17, 18, 25, 30 & 31, 
   810 Main Street
      11  • Saturday Farmers' Market, 7 - 11 am, 
   River City Mall Parking Lot
      13  •Cupcake Mania, a CBIZ course, 6 -  8 pm, 
   SCC Keokuk Campus, 
   to register call 319-208-5375      
      14  • SCAMS: How to Avoid Getting Ripped 
   Off presented by Jason Marlow - Safety Education Officer for the 
   Iowa State Patrol, 6:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk LibraryCa
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      15  • Wednesday After School Movie,  2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
       • Great Decisions, a CBIZ course, Oct. 15, 22, 29 & Nov. 5, 12:30 - 2 pm, 
   SCC Keokuk Campus, to register call 319-208-5375 
      16  • Pumpkin Centerpieces, Keokuk Garden Club, 1 pm, Art Center, 
   Lower Level, Library  
  • This I Believe: Develop your Personal Essay, a CBIZ course, 
   Oct. 16, 23, 30 & Nov. 6, 3:30 - 5:30 pm, SCC Keokuk Campus, 
   to register call 319-208-5375
      17  • Demonica, view the movie and meet the creators from 
   Prescribed Films, 7 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Chuck Mitchell in Concert, Depot Fundraiser, 7:30 pm, Keokuk Depot
      18  • Fright Night sponsored by the Keokuk Parks and Rec. Board, Celtic 
   Storm Irish Dancers, 5:30 ? pm; Family Friendly Rock and Roll 
   concert with Caught in the Crypt, 6 - 8 p, Rand Park Pavilion
      20  • KPL Halloween Party for ages 2 - 11, costumes optional, 6 - 7:30 pm,
    Keokuk Library 
      21  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, 7 pm,  Art Center, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library – Make and Take Workshop    
     • Enameling Workshop, a CBIZ course,  
   Oct. 21 & 22, 5:45 - 8:45 pm, SCC Keokuk
   Campus, to register call 319-208-5375
  • Visiting the Beyond with paranormal explorer 
   Curt Strutz, 6:30 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library 
      23  • 19th Century Projected Entertainment,
   Lee Co. Iowa Historical Society Dinner, 
   doors open at 5:30 pm,  dinner at 6 pm, 
   presentation by Michael Zahs at 7 pm, 
   Trinity Methodist Church, 
   2330 Plank Rd, tickets $15
      24  • Of Mice and Men, Great River Players, 
   7:30 pm, The Grand
      25  • Benefit Auction, Keokuk Union Depot 125
   Campaign, 10 am The Depot, 117 S. Water St.
  • 1st Annual Halloween Costume Ball, sponsored by Big Brothers/
   Big Sisters, 7 - 10 pm, Lake Cooper Event Center, 3318 Middle Road
  • Of Mice and Men, Great River Players, 7:30 pm, The Grand
  • Paranormal Event, sponsored by the River City Paranormal Society and
   the Lee Co. IA Historical Society, 9 pm, Miller House, 318 N. 5th
      26  • Of Mice and Men, Great River Players, 2 pm, The Grand 
      28  • Photo Tour of Hawaii with Betty and Leroy Wolfmeyer, 6:30 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
      30  • Open Computer Lab, 5:30 - 7:30 pm, ICN Room, Library 

Chuck Mitchell - photo  by Ed Vinson

A Cairo street scene circa 1900, captured from one of the earliest known movies
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November
   1-30  • Photography by Jay Scott, Keokuk Art Center Exhibit, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        1  • Fall Knitting Retreat, a CBIZ course, 9 am - 5 pm, Wilson Lake Park, 
   Donnellson, to register call 319-208-5375          
        3  • Game On, Monday afternoon games, November 3, 10, 17 & 24, 3:30 - 5 pm, 
   Children's Area, Keokuk Library
        • Cookie Bouquet Centerpiece, a CBIZ course, Nov. 3 & 10, 6 - 8 pm, 
   SCC Keokuk Campus, to register call 319-208-5375  
  • Goode Rebeka: The Salem Witch Trials with historical reenactor
   Jessica Michna, 6:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
        5  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour,  November 5, 12 & 19, 
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Wednesday After School Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library 
        • Grammer Snobs, a CBIZ course, Nov. 5, 12 & 19, 3:30 - 5 pm, 
   SCC Keokuk Campus, to register call 319-208-5375 
  • Dishing About Books discusses The Kitchen House by 
   Kathleen Grissom, 7:30 pm, location TBD 
   (call 524-1483 for details) 
  • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 
   8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park
        6  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, November 6, 13 & 20, 
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        7  • Knitting and Needlework Group, November 7, 14 & 21, 1 - 3 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library 
       • Bats in the Belfry, KHS Fall Play, 7:30 pm, The Grand
        8  • Bats in the Belfry, KHS Fall Play, 2 pm, The Grand
        9  • All Saints Bazaar, 10:30 am - 2, St. Vincent's Elementary School
      11  • Veterans Day Memorial Service, 11 am, Keokuk National Cemetery  
  • Keokuk Public Library closed for Veterans Day
      13  • Free Movie Night, first run movie every 2nd Thursday of the month, feature TBA, 6 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library, sponsored by the KPL Foundation
 14/15  • Holiday Open House, Main Street Keokuk, Inc., Retail Businesses City-wide      
      15  • Day Trip to Cedar Rapids: National Czech and Slovak Museumand Library, a CBIZ 
   course, 8 am - 6 pm, pick-ups at SCC Keokuk Campus & SCC Mt. Pleasant Center, 
   to register call 
   319-208-5375 
  • Festival of Trees, Keokuk 
   Art Center Fundraiser, 
   7:30 pm, Lake Cooper 
   Event Center      
     18  • Tri-State Modern Quilt 
   Guild meeting, 7 pm,  
   Art Center, Lower Level,
    Keokuk Library – 
   Ricky Tims Quilts 
      19  • Wednesday After School 
   Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round
   Room, Keokuk Library
      20  • Monarch Butterflies presented
   by Tom Buckley, Keokuk
   Garden Club, 1 pm, 
   Art Center, Lower Level, 
   Library
      20  • Open Computer Lab, 
   5:30 - 7:30 pm, ICN Room, 
   Keokuk Library
      21  • Rotary's Holiday Showcase, featuring local gift items, ???, Lake Cooper Event Center  
  • Jung Trio, Keokuk Concert Association, 7:30 pm, The Grand 
 27/28  • Keokuk Public Library closed for Thanksgiving
      27  • City of Christmas Display of Lights opens and runs through Dec. 26th, Rand Park 31

Jessica Michna - Courtesy photo  
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December
   1-31  • Permanent Collection, Keokuk Art Center Exhibit, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
   1-26  • City of Christmas Display of Lights, Rand Park   
        1  • Game On, Monday afternoon games, December 1, 8, 15, 22 & 29, 3:30 - 5 pm, 
   Children's Area, Keokuk Library
        • Knitted Baby Blankets, a CBIZ course, 5:30 - 9 pm, SCC Keokuk Campus, 
   to register call 319-208-5375 
        • Chocolate Cravings, a CBIZ course, December 1 & 8, 6 - 8 pm, 
   SCC Keokuk Campus, to register call 319-208-5375 
        3  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour,  December 3, 10 & 17, 
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
  • Dishing About Books discusses The Tilted World by Tom Franklin, 7:30 pm, 
   location TBD (call 524-1483 for details) 
  • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 
   8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park
        4  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, December 4, 11 & 18, 
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
  • KHS Winter Band Concert, 7 pm, 
   Keokuk Middle School Gym
        5  • Knitting and Needlework Group, December 5, 12 & 19, 
   1 - 3 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
          • Puttin' On the Glitz, Main Street Keokuk, Inc., 
   4 - 9 pm, Main Street District
        6  • Switchback in Concert, Depot Fundraiser, 7:30 pm, 
   Keokuk Depot
        9  • Santa Claus Comes to the KPL, 6 - 7:30 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
      11  • Christmas Luncheon, Keokuk Garden Club, 1 pm, location TBD
  • Free Movie Night, first run movie every 2nd Thursday of the month, feature TBA, 
   6 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library, sponsored by the KPL Foundation
      13  • Main Street Keokuk, Inc.'s Sugar & Spice Gingerbread House Crafts for Kids, 
   1:30 - 3 pm, HyVee, 3111 Main St.
  • Singin' for my Supper, KHS Show Choir Soup Cook-Off, time TBA, Keokuk Middle School Gym
      16  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, 7 pm,  Art Center, Lower Level, Keokuk Library – 
   Christmas Party and Gift Exchange 
      18  • Open Computer Lab, 5:30 - 7:30 pm, ICN Room, Keokuk Library  
 24/25  • Keokuk Public Library closed for Christmas
      31  • Keokuk Public Library 
   closes at noon for 
   New Year's Eve 

In order to add an event to this 
calendar, contact Carole Betts at 
carole@courtyardbookstore.com.  

To advertise in the Confluence, 
please contact Bill Vandersall at 
billjudyvan@gmail.com. 

All ads should be approximately 3 
x 5 inches in size and may be either 
vertical or horizontal.  
The cost is $40 per ad.
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