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With surprisingly tentative strokes, pencil 
lines appear on the three-dimensional 

surface of an egg, dividing it into quadrants. 
Then the real work begins—and the tentativeness 
is gone. With a light touch, a thin line of beeswax 
from an electrically-heated stylus flows around 
the egg. The stroke is as much a turning of the 
egg with the opposite hand as the movement 
of the stylus. Then, with steady strokes, more 
geometric shapes appear as lines are added.

Thus begins the artistic production of a jewel-
like Pysanky Easter egg by Keokuk artist Carla 
Celania. Inspired by the late Rose Tertichny’s 
traditional Russian eggs and experiences with 
batik dyeing of cloth, Carla began teaching 
herself the technique in the early 1970s.

“For as long as I can remember, I have been 
creating art. I made my own greeting cards as 
a pre-schooler,” she reveals. That urge came 
naturally—Carla’s father was an artist, as was 
an uncle. Although she never knew her father 
(Charles Van Ausdall), who died in World War 
II, she was inspired by the work he left behind. 
Uncle Calvin Kentfield encouraged and inspired 
her throughout elementary and junior high 
school.

Senior High School art teacher Bill Dawkins 
further inspired her. “He was, and still is, the 
most encouraging influence in my art endeavors,” 
she says. “I don’t think there was any medium or 
technique he didn’t teach us.”

 Story and Photos  by Rita Noe

(Above left) Applying wax 
lines with a stylus; (above) 
dipping in first color, one-color 
dyed egg.
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An especially memorable project,  which 
Carla still has, was making elevation drawings 
for a self-designed house. (Editor’s Note: 
Dawkins was building his own house at the 
time, which was greatly inspired by Frank Lloyd 
Wright and Japanese architecture.)

Following classes at Drake University in 
drawing, painting, graphic design and art 
history, Carla returned to Keokuk and married 
Steve Celania in 1965. They have two children, 
Lisa in Denver, CO, and Paul in Hamilton, who 
has two sons, ages six and eleven.

“I always have to have something ‘arty’ going 
on,” Carla claims. Most recently she has been 
working in fused glass and teaching an Artist-
in-Residence program with retired Keokuk art 
teacher Lydia O’Neal. “But come Easter, the 
dyes and eggs take over.”

Carla studied and produced traditional 
Eastern Orthodox designs at first, but soon 
branched out into her own expressions. While 
she does not connect specifically with the 
symbolism of the traditional designs, she loves 
the visual impact. When asked why, if she is 
not creating religious symbols, she only makes 
them at Easter time, she replied with practicality, 
“That’s when people want to buy them.” Her 
eggs grace the private collections of many local 
residents.

While producing designs inspired by nature, 
quilts, birds, flowers, wrapping paper or the 
southwest, Carla displays the true nature of 
an artist and craftsperson. She loves to make 
Pysanky eggs because she likes the smell of the 
beeswax, the heft of the raw egg in her hand, the 
feel of the eggshell. “Every eggshell is different,” 
she says. “I prefer homegrown eggs; their shells 
are thicker and smoother. Goose eggs are 
especially nice because they take the dye more 
intensely.”

Carla also likes the fact that Pysanky eggs are 
unique—no two are ever alike—and not very 
many artists work in that medium. “Ultimately, 
each egg is a surprise, as you work from light 
colors to dark,” she reveals. “By the time you get 
to the last color, nearly the entire egg is covered 
with black beeswax. You can barely see the 
design!”

The process is an additive one. Most of 
the egg is first dyed a light color, then more 
wax designs are added and the egg is dyed the 
second color. Each previous color gets coated 
with more wax. None of the wax is removed 
until after the final dye color.

The reveal is like Christmas Day or April 
Fool’s Day. The completed egg is warmed in a 
toaster oven and the wax immediately wiped off 
on a paper towel. “That’s when you know if it 
has been succesful,” Carla says. But the egg is 
not finished. She needs to prick a hole in each 
end of the egg, and blow out the raw yolk and 

(from top) The egg has been 
waxed and dyed three colors; the 
wax is melted in a toaster oven; 
the finished egg; the blowout.

mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
mailto:artworks@mchsi.com
downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
mailto:billshay@q.com
mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com
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Continued from Page 2

albumen. Traditionally, the eggs were blown by mouth. Carla uses a 
rubber syringe. More than one egg has broken during the blowout—
another element of surprise. Each egg is dated and signed on the 
bottom. To preserve the naturally fading dyes, she then sprays the egg 
with a polyurethane. Each one sits on an egg holder collected by Carla, 
proudly displayed in a lighted cabinet in her home or that of a buyer.

When Carla gets in her Pysanky mode, the sessions become a 
marathon. It takes three to five hours for each egg. The delicacy 
requires total stillness. The slightest vibration can result in an oops. 
“Doing a Steve” happens when he walks across the floor a little too 
heavily, or when an interviewer accidently bumps a table leg. She only 
works in daylight hours because she prefers natural lighting. It all starts 
with clean eggs and clean hands, and “not too much coffee.” Clean 
eyeglasses help too!

From clean hands to dye-stained ones come objects of beauty 
that, if cared for, can last for decades of enjoyment. Not only are 
they technically well executed, but they come from an eye sensitive to 
unified composition through colors, textures, repetition and variation.

Carla can be reached at 319.524.4887 to inquire about purchasing 
her eggs or signing up for a future class at the Keokuk Art Center.

For Carla, display is as 
important as making the 
eggs.

From traditional (top 
right) to contemporary 
(above, top) Carla’s designs 
reflect her life experiences, 
including the egg designed 
after her mother’s tea cup.



5th Annual High School Art Competition Results

4

This year’s mixed media 
entries while on display 
at the Keokuk Public 
Library

Judging for the Keokuk Community Fine Arts 
 Council’s fifth annual high school art competition 

took place on Saturday, March 5th. The works of art 
entered in this year’s competition were created by 
artists who are students from nine area high schools.  
These works of art were then kept on display at the 
Keokuk Public Library throughout the remainder 
of the month.  On Sunday, March 26th, a reception 
was held and prizes were awarded to the winners 
in each of six categories.  Each prize came with a 
cash award, with first place receiving $75.00, second 
place winners receiving $50.00, and third place 
winners receiving $25.00.  The judging for this 
event was done by Suzanne Messer, Art Instructor 
at Southeastern Community College.  The following 
are the winners in each category: 
 Oil Painting
  First : “The Lane,” Lauren Gesch, Illini West High School      
  Second: “Salt Marsh Wetland,” Samuel Day, Hamilton High School     
                Third: “Space Sky,”Asin Eulleman, Keokuk High School
       Watercolor 
  First: “Shades of Day,” Michaela Wheatley, Central Lee High School
 Pencil Drawing
   First: “Self Portrait,” Brian Krehbiel, Central Lee High School
  Second: “Past and Present,”  Julian Rashid, Holy Trinity High School 
  Third: “Hollywood Undead,” Cody Anderson, Winfield-Mount Union H.S.
 Pastel Drawing 
  First: “Kiss the Sun,”Austin Parrish, Keokuk High School
                          Second: “Still Life,” Austin Crowe, Central Lee High School
                          Third: “Reflections,” Taylor Pitford, Central Lee High School
 Mixed Media 
  First: “Old Man of the Minch,” Brent L. Hunter, Keokuk High School
                        Second: “Indecision,” Nick Inman, Central Lee High School
                         Third: “Ribbon,” Danielle Buckert, Hamilton High School 
 Three Dimensional Works
  First: “Chuckles,” Brandon Bradshaw, Keokuk High School
  Second: “Mystical Flame,” Larissa Eastman, Central Lee High School
  Third: “Even the Darkest of Creatures,” Kariann Seltzer, Illini West H.S.

http://www.riverhillsvillage.com
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Transport yourself back in time to the Civil War Era by attending the 24th Annual Civil 
War Reenactment at Keokuk’s Rand Park to be held April 29-May 1, 2011. The spring 

tradition continues with military encampments of both the Union 
and Confederacy armies and more than 600 reenactors portraying 
Civil War era individuals from civilians to artillerymen. 

Roaring cannons, the sounds of charging men, the beat of drums 
and the smell of gunpowder will add to the glory given to Major 
General Samuel R. Curtis, former mayor of Keokuk and the winning 
General at the Battle of Pea Ridge. The Battle Reenactments are 
Saturday (April 30) at 3:00 p.m. and Sunday (May 1) at 2:30 p.m.. 
The featured battles this year are the Battle of Belmont (Grant’s first) 
and the Battle of Wilson’s Creek, both originally fought in 1861.

Experience Sutlers’ Row where Civil War era clothing and many 
other sundries of interest are available for purchase. 
Or, stop in at their establishments to learn more about 
the Civil War era. All of the reenactors at this event are 
willing to share their knowledge! Sample the variety 
of delicious food cooked by local organizations and 
vendors to tickle your taste buds. For your listening 
pleasure, Tom Roush and the premier Vintage Brass 
Band will be performing throughout the event. 

After the Saturday battle, dance to the sounds of 
the Vintage Brass Band, from Springfield, IL, during 
the Military Ball. This authentic band plays the dance 

favorites of the 1860s. Reenactors from 
the North and South get together to take 
pleasure in this joyous occasion, beginning 
at 7:30 p.m. at the Keokuk Catholic School, 
2981 Plank Road. Dancers and spectators 
alike are welcome to attend. Tickets to 
the Military Ball are $10.00 and can be 
purchased at the Tourism office or at the door.

After a night of dancing, stop in at Rand 
Park’s shelter house Sunday morning from 
7 - 11 a.m. for Breakfast with the Troops. 
Ticket price is $5.00 for a full breakfast of 

eggs, pancakes and sausage.
Everyone is encouraged to attend 

the Sunday Memorial and Church 
Service at the Keokuk National 
Cemetery, 18th & Ridge Sts. Be a 
part of a Military Memorial Salute 
overlooking the Civil War section of 
the grounds which begins at 9:30 
a.m. and come listen to the music 
of the Vintage Brass Band in this 
honorable, awe-inspiring tribute.

For more information and a 
complete schedule of events, contact 
the Keokuk Area Convention & 
Tourism Bureau at 800.383.1219, 
319.524.5599 or info@
keokukiowatourism.org

24th Annual Civil War Reenactment
 by Kirk Brandenberger
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O n any given day, there’s no telling who you’ll run into at the library, but this Spring that’s
 especially true.  Mark your calendars and be sure to catch the famous folks who’ll be 

stopping by to teach us all a thing or two about the past.

Edgar Allan Poe will rise from 
the scene of his mysterious death on 
Thursday, April 7th, at 7:00 pm in the 
Keokuk Library Round Room.  Actor 
Duffy Hudson will assume the persona 
of the famous author in order to 
perform “In the Shadow of the Raven,” 
the tale of Poe’s life with excerpts from 
a few of his most famous stories.  This 
unique one-man show is being offered 
at no charge to the public thanks to 
the generosity of the Keokuk Public 
Library Foundation.

Tuesday, April 12th, at 7:00 pm  Theodore Roosevelt will be making an 
appearance at the Keokuk Library.  Darrel Draper portrays the President 
in a 45 minute, costumed re-enactment of Roosevelt on the campaign trail 

in his bid for the presidency as the 
1912 Progressive “Bull Moose” Party 
candidate. He reviews Roosevelt’s life 
from his asthma-plagued childhood, 
his days at Harvard, his personal 
tragedies and victories, his military 
success, and his rise to the White 
House. You will be amazed by the 
incredible accomplishments of this 
Medal of Honor and Nobel Peace 
Prize winner. Mixing humor, drama, 
and inspiration, this presentation is 
designed to entertain all audiences.  
Having previously spent time in 

Keokuk in 1903, 1907, and 1912, this will be Theodore Roosevelt’s 
first visit since his death in 1919.  The program is free to the public and 
sponsored by the Lee County Historical Society.

Mark Twain will make his return to Keokuk on Thursday, 
June 23rd.  The Keokuk Public Library Foundation invites 
you to spend an evening with one of America’s greatest 
humorists beginning at 7:00 pm in the Library Round 
Room.  Professional entertainer Dave Ehlert,  a Branson, 
Missouri favorite for years,  will offer a heartwarming look at 
life through the eyes of Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn.  This is 
Twain’s life story wound around many of his famous quotes 
with a strong emphasis on the importance of literacy—or, as 
Twain himself puts it, “one who can read but won’t, has no 
advantage over one who can’t!”  This program is free and 
open to the public.  

You’ll find these and many other entertaining events listed in the Calendar of Events 
beginning on page 28 of this issue of the Confluence.  

Famous faces to appear at the Keokuk Public Library

http://www.conncommunications.com


7

The 5th Annual Back Alley Bandfest is scheduled for Friday evening, May 27th, from 6:00 
until 9:00. If you have never attended this event, you’ve been missing out!  Attendees can 

stroll the streets and alleys of historic Keokuk and sample a variety of music genres.  Past 
events have included folk, country, pop, 
dance music, heavy metal, bluegrass, gospel 
and classic rock.  

There is something for everyone, 
regardless of your musical taste.  All music is 
performed by area musicians who generously 
play for tips. This music festival is free, kid-
friendly, and listeners are encouraged to bring 
lawn chairs and tips for the bands.  Hy-Vee 
will be grilling out during the event in the 
City Parking lot on north 5th Street between 
Blondeau and Concert.  Mr. Lucky’s will be 
open with music—other locations are yet to 
be announced. Mark your calendars. You will 
have a tremendous time.

Anyone who is interested in performing 
should contact Deanne Enderle at...

 denderle@scciowa.edu.

Back Alley Bandfest 

Photos by Ed Vinson

Last year’s Back Alley 
Bandfest provided listeners 

with a full gamut of 
musical offerings.

http://www.statecentralbank.com
mailto:denderle@scciowa.edu


8

Street Fair Puzzle: 8¼  x 13”, 268 pieces
. $75 ,

Power Plant Puzzle: 12 ¾  x 16 ½ ”, 491 pieces 
. $125 ,

Now available at
the Main Street Keokuk, Inc. office

and Courtyard Books

Proceeds benefit KCED  

Keokuk 
Heritage 
Puzzles

Combining real challenge
with genuine aesthetic pleasure.
Featuring top grade art paper 

affixed to the finest ¼” maple plywood
that’s laser cut, then hand cleaned. 

 
There are no tight fits... 

only perfect ones!
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Night at the Acropolis is the theme for Main Street Keokuk, Inc.’s 11th Annual Summer
 Fun and Fund Raiser scheduled for Saturday evening, June 18, 2011, from 6:30 until 

10:00.  Keokuk’s own, Nick Daskalos, will emcee the event in his native language with 
 English translations by Debbie and Tom Marion.  

Nick and Sue (Daskalos) have enthusiastically shared recipes and advice to help ensure 
the level of authenticity MSKI wishes to achieve for this Greek-themed event.  Julie 
Sonneborn, of The Bistro, has offered to surprise us that evening with three additional Greek 
appetizers which she’ll prepare and donate.  The following is a sneak peek at the menu items 
under consideration:

Appetizers 
Spanakopita (Spinach Pie) 
Dolmathes Yalantzi (Stuffed Grape Leaves)
Avgolemono Soup (Greek Chicken Soup) 
Slovakia (flaming cheese) 
Three appetizers courtesy of The Bistro

Entrée 
Grilled Lamb Shank
Grilled Beef and Pork Kebobs
Gyro with Tzatziki Sauce 
Greek Salad 
Pita 

Desserts 
Baklava 
Walnut Cake 
Kourabiedes (Almond Butter Cookies)
And something chocolate, of course 

Beverages
 The committee is exploring Greek beer options.  
Nick tells us that Greek beer is not to everyone’s 
taste but, at these events, if possible, we like to offer 
a native drink; and, of course, there will be Ouzo to 
try.   American beers and wines, and non-alcoholic 
beverages will be available throughout the evening. 

It is Night at the Acropolis
 by Joyce Glasscock 

 The light is intense and white – pure.  
The air is heavy and perfumed with 
     night blooming jasmine, garlic and oregano. 
The wet salty smell of the sea mingles with the hot 
     smell of the sienna-colored earth…
          all senses are magnified in this ancient place.  
Walking the same paths where Plato, Socrates, 
     and Pericles once walked.  
Sitting by the Aegean Sea or the Mediterranean, 
     drinking wine made from grapes grown on vines 
          nearly ¾ of a century old.   
Close your eyes.  There!  On the hillside, 
     Poseidon and Athena are engaged in a contest 
          over who will be the Patron of the city.  
Poseidon thrusts his trident into the rock 
     and a spring bursts forth.  
Athena touches the ground with a spear 
     and an olive tree grows...  

Continued on Page 10



The summer fun and fund raiser has become synonymous with good music and to 
continue that tradition...Sally’s back!  A returning favorite, Sally’s eclectic repertoire appeals 
to all ages and tastes.  One of the things we love best about Sally is that she comes without a 
set play list and adapts her program to the mood of the audience.  

Returning for the third year, Tatyana Hetzer will welcome arrivals to the event and play 
throughout the dinner hour.  A virtuoso performer on piano, Tatyana has promised to work 
up appropriate music to compliment the Greek theme.  Between Sally and Tatyana, I’m sure 
we will  hear Zorba the Greek… so start practicing those dance moves.  

Erika Wolfe, local metal artist, is creating a signature piece of jewelry made exclusively 
for the  event.  “I’m working with 2,000 year old Greek glass,” said Wolfe.  “The glass is 
the same amazing blues and greens of the seas surrounding the Greek Islands.”  Erika is a 
patron of downtown revitalization and her generosity has generated well over $10,000 for 
economic development through the Main Street program.  This is her eleventh piece created 
for auction at the annual summer fun and fund raiser.  

“Reserved tables have become so 
popular that we are offering the option 
again this year,” said Linda Mullen, 
Ticket Chairperson.  Tickets are on sale 
now:  Individual – $25; reserved table 
of six – $150; reserved table of eight 
– $200.  Tickets may be purchased at 
the Main Street Keokuk, Inc. office, 
329 Main Street; Keasling’s Pharmacy 
& Gifts; Courtyard Books; Hy-Vee 
Foods; and from committee members:  
Jay Zetterlund, Barb Smidt, Robin 
Johnson, Chad Hartogh, Gary Johnson, 
Susan Dunek, Tony Conn, Brian Ingles, 
Ed Kiedaisch, Dale Thomas, Linda 
Mullen, Ed Vinson, Britny Soper, 
Tom Palermini, Karen Basta, Debbie 
Marion, Jennifer Winn and Joyce 
Glasscock.  

For additional information contact Main Street Keokuk, Inc. 319.524.5056 or email:
downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net. 

Continued from Page 9

The Parthenon and other main buildings on the Acropolis were built by Pericles 
in the fifth century BC as a monument to the cultural and political achievements of 
the inhabitants of Athens. The term acropolis means upper city and many of the city 
states of ancient Greece are built around an acropolis where the inhabitants could 
go as a place of refuge in times of invasion. It’s for this reason that the most sacred 
buildings are usually found on the acropolis. 

10
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  We are never truly dead 
   until the last person who remembers us 
    has also died.

My mother, Hertha Claudius Franz, was 84 years old at the time of her death in 1994.  It 
 was not until a dozen years later that I discovered the thick, bluish grey folder of letters 

that my father, Paul Matthias Claudius, had so very lovingly written and mailed to her 
during the World War II years of 1943 and ‘44.  As a German soldier, he was stationed in 
France and later sent to the Russian war front in Lemberg, where he was killed just one 
month later as he was pulling wounded soldiers into the back of an infantry tank.  I was eight 
years old when my mother became a widow, my two younger 
brothers were six and not yet quite three. 

 After most of a lifetime of communicating in English, my 
German language skills had become nearly useless to me.  
Even worse, the letters had been penned in the old German 
Sütterlin style of handwriting that was no longer being taught in 
public schools when I was a pupil in Germany.  The realization 
that I could hold these letters in my hand and not in any way 
be able to read them filled me with a profound sadness that 
both haunted and consumed me. In a way that still strikes me 
as miraculous, I discovered that Jack Meister, right here in 
Keokuk, could read my father’s letters. Week by week, over the 
next five years, Jack presented me with the enormous gift of 
painstakingly translating each and every precious letter.   In 
April of 2009, all 177 of my father’s letters became the main 
body of work for a published book with the title, The Last 
Furlough: The letters of Paul Matthias Claudius, by Jack Meister 
and Erika Wolfe.  Jack and I had collaborated on the final 
layout composition of the letters. Jack contributed a prologue, 
postscript and a historical perspective to the book, and I added 
commentary to connect and provide context for what my father 
had written.  The result for me personally was to see beyond the 
surface of a few photographic representations of a father that, 
otherwise, I had never known. Furthermore, this book became 
both an insight and a legacy for my children and grandchildren, 
an opportunity to share with them a sense of where they came 
from in a literary heritage that passes through my father all the way back to the eighteenth 
century poet and journalist Matthias Claudius, still well loved and highly respected in the 
German speaking world. 

In January of this year, I began to fulfill my New Year’s resolution to go through and 
discard an accumulation of old letters and cards. The thought of opening and examining 
the contents of each one tempted me to toss everything out at once, but then a combination 
of conscience and curiosity compelled me to take one last quick look.  In among those 
envelopes, a yellowed, full page sheet of paper that had been folded in half and then again 
in half caught my interest, perhaps because it was not actually in an envelope but just 
wedged between two of them. The somewhat frayed and darker edges of this sheet of paper 
prompted me to take an extra measure of care in opening it up. 

Completely startled and overcome by a sudden rush of emotion, I realized that I was 
holding the missing Mother’s Day poem that my father had written for my mother on 
Mother’s Day, 1944 and that my mother had made a reference to in her small little notebook 
for May 21st of that year.  The poem was written out in block letters, not script, so I was 
immediately able to read it. The little accompanying note was nested inside the first sheet 
of paper and written in the same manner as had been all of his previously handwritten 
communications home. It was dated July 13, 1944, just three days before his death on July 
16th. Deciphering it was beyond my abilities, and I immediately rushed off to share what I 

My Father, Paul Matthias Claudius—Last and final finds
 by Erika Wolfe

Continued on Page 12

Paul Claudius, home on 
leave, pictured with his 
children—Detlef, Matthias, 
and Erika.



had found with Jack Meister to have him translate this last, precious 178th letter, as he had all 
of the others.  It touches me profoundly that this last letter should be personally addressed to 
his children and specifically to me. 

Your road was long and hard to travel
and yet you stayed with me as my wife.
Where did you get the strength and charity
to love me so forever in my life.

My thoughts roam far into the land.
I picture you and me - together.
In the twilight we go hand in hand
over fields of corn and heather.

You are my wife, giving me happiness and pleasure, 
kissing me in my pain.
Your blood beats warm upon my breast
beats further in three children’s hearts again.

It pounds, your heart, beat upon beat.
Blessed was your empty woman’s body.
It loudly sings to you on Mother’s Day.
Rejoice for it, my wife most worthy.

The final Papa - Paulus letter appears below:

In the East, 
July 13, 1944

My Dear Little Children,
Dear wise Erika, the bright
Light and Mommy’s Darling

Well, I sit on a tree stump beneath the canvas of a simple tent, and it rains and rains and 
everything is wet... my shoes, my uniform, even the bread.  Your Dad lives like a rogue in one of the 
fairy tales your mother has read to you so often.  We were given some potatoes from a field and used 
a blowtorch to cook them in a boiler.  Ivan had shot holes into one of them.  In order to provide you 
with a treat, your soldier Papi sent his dear darlings a package from the front.  Everything that is in 
it is something that I love to eat.  Ask your Mommy; she will tell you that I have a sweet tooth.  As 
thanks for this package, just be very good to your Mommy and tell her how very much I love her.  
I am sure that you will have been to Distelhof, washing gooseberries and strawberries.  The Morello 
cherries will also be far enough along the way for you to be able to play the part of the salesman.  
My squad dog has just arrived and wants to be petted.  It is a miracle that he, Bufi, is still alive in 
this hellhole.  He has a black and white coat.  You would like him.  Last night Papa had to endure 
some horrible things.  Your mother will tell you about it after my next letter.  For now, enjoy the 
sweets and think about all of the praying that Papa has done for you.  Love to Mommy and to the 
three of you.

Your Papa and Paulus

Note:  Copies of both The Last Furlough, - The letters of Paul Matthias Claudius and Paulus- 
World War Letters from the German Front, as well as the limited edition, family memoir 
version that contains personal photos and added commentary by Erika Wolfe, are 
available at Courtyard Books in downtown Keokuk. 12 
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The Politics

In the early 1840s, after the efforts of Lee and Meigs to find a solution to the navigational 
obstruction presented by the Des Moines Rapids had been abandoned, for the most part, 

the citizens of Keokuk did not take an active part in coming up with plans to improve the 
navigation in this area. This was probably because the obstruction itself created a small 
industry for the Keokuk area. Among the materials contributed by author John E. Hallwas 
to the Special Collections Unit of the Western Illinois University Library is a doctorial 
dissertation prepared by Fay Erma Harris in June 1965 while at the University of Iowa. 
Ms. Harris recounted that with the decline of the fur trade in the late 1830s, many of the 
settlers found employment in connection with the growing river traffic. Keokuk derived its 
chief importance from the necessity of changing freight and the storage of merchandise at 

a low water stage in the Mississippi 
River. She goes on to say that captains 
of riverboats on the Mississippi River 
unloaded both passengers and freight 
at Keokuk and had them “lightered” 
over the rapids. That meant either 
changing the passengers and freight 
into smaller boats that could operate 
in shallow waters or when the water 
was very low, unloading them all 
together and transporting them by land 
to the other end of the rapids. This 
necessity stimulated business for those 
in the Keokuk area, both in terms of 
the transfer business and the storage 
business. In addition, because of the 
need to interrupt the travel of those 
passengers here, it became a departure 
point for people who were moving on 
overland to the West. 

During that period, it was the towns to the north of Keokuk that most wanted to 
remove the obstruction presented by the rapids for a couple of reasons. First, because of 
the transportation complications at Keokuk, they had to pay higher prices for their goods. 
Second, if they could eliminate the navigational obstacles at Keokuk, they could have a better 
chance of becoming larger trading centers themselves. Burlington was the community which 
tended to be the most vocal about the need for the removal of the obstructions created by 
the rapids. As time went on, however, in the late l840s, Keokuk tended to see the need for 
the improvement of its transportation facilities. But, even then, there was a disagreement 
about the approach which should be used to improve navigation in the area of the rapids. 
The approach advanced by Burlington and some of the other northern towns, which had 
been suggested by Lee and Meigs in 1837, was described as “blowing out the rocks.”  The 
idea was to blast a channel through the limestone bedrock which constituted the bottom of 
the rapids itself. The other plan had been advanced by Samuel Curtis of Keokuk. That plan 
was to build a canal along the Iowa side from Keokuk up to Galland, which would include 
a single lock to lift steamboats over the rapids area. Fay Erma Harris recounts that Curtis’ 
plan for the canal around the rapids received the support of both the Democratic and Whig 
press in Keokuk. However, Burlington opposed Curtis’ plan, expressing some concern that it 
would benefit Keokuk particularly. 

There were two conventions to consider the alternatives. One was in Davenport in 1849 
and the other was in Burlington in 1851. At those conventions, the delegates rejected Curtis’ 
plan for a canal around the rapids and favored the one endorsed by Burlington, 
which was Lee’s plan of “blowing out the rocks.” It was anticipated that the federal 13
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government would pay the cost of pursuing Lee’s plan and it did so for a number of years. 
The government was spending approximately $200,000.00 a year attempting to resolve the 
navigational problems of the Rapids by that method. By the middle 1850s, the people were 
becoming disenchanted with that approach, one estimating that at the present rate, it would 
take the government over 100 years to complete the work. So, in the mid-l850s, Curtis 
reintroduced his plan for the canal and this time, because of the apparent failure of the other 
approach, more people favored Curtis’ plan. 

 The Construction 

F. A. Whitney recounts, in an article published by the Iowa History Project: “In the spring 
of 1871, I left Burlington for Keokuk where the canal was being constructed around the 

Des Moines Rapids, which lies between Keokuk and Montrose. The work was laid off in 
sections or pits. The rock excavation pits were at Price’s Creek and Ballinger, extending to 
Nashville. The dirt pits were at Price’s Creek and Hickory’s Point.  The outside embankment, 
then under construction, was nine miles long. A four-foot gauge railroad track was built on 
the whole length of the embankment. Each pit had its track and switches. 

Two small locomotives and 66 cars were built especially for the project. They ran from 
the stone quarries near Keokuk to the canal site on tracks which were extended up the 
embankment. The movement of supplies across the rail tracks did result in a few accidents 
during the construction period. Whitney reported one incident when he was on a train that 
jumped the track, turned over, and landed wheels up in the air on the river’s edge. The tank 
had gone out into the water and only a corner of it could be seen. The engineer, Edward 
Johnson, had jumped from the engine when it left the track. The fireman, who was Mr. 
Whitney, went with the engine into the river. 
Whitney had to swim around the train to get 
back onto the shore and, as he recalls it, when 
he reached the shore, there was a gang of 
section men working in the area. As he reached 
the group, he says that an Irishman by the 
name of  Ward came up to him and said “Sure 
a man born to be hung never drowned,” not 
much consolation. 

The Corps of Engineer pamphlet, “Taming 
of the Des Moines River,” referred to in the 
last article, reported that on October 18, 1867, 
Colonel Wilson and the contractor located the 
center line of the canal and moved the first 
wagon load of earth for the embankment. The 
embankment was built first as a buffer for the 
rest of the construction. It wasn’t until 1870 
that the work was in full force. Work continued 
until 1877. On the morning of August 22, 
1877, the Rock Island District snag boat, Montana, with District Engineer Colonel John N. 
Macomb on board, entered a guard lock at the head of the canal. The cost of the completed 
canal was $4,155,000.00. 

At the north end of the canal was a guard lock and then downstream came the northerly-
most lift lock, which was near Price’s Creek, and finally at the southerly end of the canal at 
Keokuk, the lower lift lock. Combined, the two lift locks provided a total lift of 18.75 feet. At 
each of the locks was a 27 foot square stone building housing the lock operating machinery. 
Gates were opened and closed by a steam pump so that only one man was needed to operate 
each lock. Filling and emptying the lock was by gravity. 

At the time that the lock was near completion, a new employee joined the Rock Island 
District. He was Montgomery Meigs, a United States Civil Engineer and the son of the 14
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Montgomery C. Meigs who had assisted Robert E. Lee in preparing the original survey of 
the Rapids in 1837. In 1884, the younger Meigs was placed in charge of the Des Moines 
Rapids Canal and remained in charge at the Keokuk office until his retirement in 1926. 
The canal continued to allow for the navigation across the Des Moines Rapids from August 
of 1877 until October of 1912 when it was finally closed for good. In an article dated 

August 19, 1877, the New York 
Times reported “the improvement 
is of incalculable importance to the 
navigation of the Mississippi River 
as it removes the only obstruction 
remaining between New Orleans and 
St. Paul. The work of transferring 
around the rapids during low water 
has always been attended with heavy 
expense, and has materially increased 
the cost of river transportation. It was 
for the purpose of obviating this that 
the canal was built.” 

F. A. Whitney remembered the 
last days of the old canal and wrote: 
“As the great dam at Keokuk was 
completed and ready to turn on its 
mighty electrical power, and when 
the Wickets were closed, the great 
river above the dam began to rise and 
become deeper and deeper until in a 

few days the locks, sluices, embankment, and walls were all submerged and out of sight, ever 
to remain conquered subject to that great power, electricity.” 

© 2010, Keokuk Area Community Foundation 
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Liz Clark was born and raised on a farm at the juncture of the Des Moines and 
 Mississippi Rivers in Southeast Iowa.  A graduate of Drake University in Des Moines, 

Iowa, Liz is a founding member of the Society for American Cuisine and the Heartland Food 
Society.  A member of the International Association of Culinary Professionals 
and the American Institute of Wine and Food, Liz received a diploma in 
Cours Intensifs from La Varenne in Paris, studied at the Moulin de Mougin 
in France and the Cooking School at the Oriental Hotel in Bangkok, 
Thailand.   The American Institute of Wine and Food, featured Liz as one of 
the “Leading Chefs of the Midwest” in 1989.  

In addition to the Apple Companion, Liz has contributed to Barbara 
Grunes’s Heartland Food Society Cookbook, Susan Herrmann Loomis’s The 
Farmhouse Cookbook, and the James Beard Foundation’s The James Beard 
Celebration. (Source:   The Apple Companion)  Liz currently offers cooking 
classes at her home in Hamilton Il. as well as Hy-Vee, in Keokuk.

Classes at Hy-Vee - 3111 Main Street, Keokuk, Iowa
Each session includes a 3-course dinner—complete with wines and an 
appetizer cheese & bread tasting. You’ll receive all the recipes plus a one-
day only discount on the ingredients we use in class. Classes are limited to 
15 participants. To sign up please call Hy-Vee 319-524-2902 or stop by the 
Hy-Vee Courtesy Counter.

French Bread Baking: Tuesday, April 12, 4:30 pm. $25. Individual 
French Loaves, Provencal Fougasse, Whole Wheat and Walnut Country 
Loaves, & Tomato, Fennel and Leek Soup.

A Fabulous Easter Dinner: Thursday, April 21, 10:00 am. $25. Ham 
Poached in Madeira, Carrots Crecy, Dauphine Potatoes, Lemon Mousse/
Blueberries.

Sea Food Workshop: Tuesday, May 10, 4:30 pm. $25. Poached Salmon/
Hollandaise, Shrimp Bisque, and Seafood Pasta featuring handmade fettuccini.

A French Dinner Party: Tuesday, June 14, 4:30 pm. $35. Beef Filet cooked in a flavorful 
stock with a mustard sauce and accompanying vegetable (Boeuf a la Ficelle), Green Salad 
with Walnuts & Blue Cheese, Fresh-made Croutons, Meringue with Cream and Berries

Classes at at 1460 Walnut Street, Hamilton, Illinois
A Steak House Dinner: Friday, April 8, 6:00 pm. $75.  French Onion Soup, the Best Ever 

New York Strip, Blue Cheese 
Compound Butter Sauce, 
Serious Creamed Spinach, 
Twice-Baked Potatoes, Super 
Salad (Liz’s version of the Don 
Roth Spinning Salad Bowl), New 
York Cheesecake.

Cake Workshop: Sunday, April 
10, 1:30 pm. $49.  Strawberry 
Genoise Roll, Chocolat, 
Chocolate Rose Cake, Coffee 
Dacquoise, Jean-George 
Vongerichten’s Sableuse, 
Rhubarb Compote.

Cooking with Liz - Spring 2011 
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April in Paris:  Saturday, April 16, 9:30 am. $49.  Crayfish Bisque Tour de Argent, Cod 
Fantasy, Aláin Sendrens, Braised Artichokes, Salad of Spring Lettuce, Radishes and Hearts 
of Palm/Mustard Vinaigrette, Ice Cream Bombe/Chocolate Sauce.

Springtime Grilling – Planked Salmon:  Saturday, May 14, 9:30 am. $49.  Liz will 
introduce you to cooking on a plank – an ancient technique updated. Duchess Potatoes, 
Bread Baked on the Grill, Grilled Vegetable Salad and Grilled Fruit with Mascarpone will 
round out our meal.

Great Burgers:  Sunday, May 15, 1:30 pm, $49.  Liz’s Super Burgers, Lamb Burgers with 
Bacon, Pork Burgers (Cheesy meatloaves on a bun), Venison Burgers/Béarnaise Sauce, and 
Salmon Burgers/Homemade Tartar Sauce. Yes, we’ll make our own buns!

Week-Long Italian Intensive, June 6 - 10 
Liz will go back to fond memories of the years when she lived and traveled in 
Italy to create both classic and traditional family meals for you. $450/person for 
the week. Individuals may attend for a single day at $100/day if space allows. 
Classes will begin at 9:30 am and end mid afternoon.

Monday, June 6: Quail on a bed of Polenta with Fresh Sweet Corn, Sauce 
of Wild Mushrooms with Marsala, and Espresso Gelato with Hazelnut Biscotti.

Tuesday, June 7: Albertina’s Pan-Seared Salmon/Artichoke Sauce, Marinated Grilled 
Vegetables, Torta of Pan di Spagna with Strawberries.

Wednesday, June 8: Osso Bucco, Risotto a la Milanese, Gremolata, Eggplant Timbale/
Tomato Sauce, Dessert of Ultra Rich Zuppa di Inglese.

Thursday, June 9: Cauliflower & White Truffle Ravioli, Arista de Maiale, Zucchini 
Pancakes, Panna Cotta/Sauce of Summer Berries.

Friday, June 10, Our Farewell Dinner: Vitello Tunnato, Salad of Arborio Rice with 
Lemon, Stuffed Tomatoes, Tiramisu.

Summer Pasta Workshop: Saturday, June 18, 9:30 am. $49.  Fresh Salmon Ravioli, Sugar 
Snap Peas/Lemon Butter Sauce, Fresh Dill Fettuccini/Scallops and Shrimp Tomato Cream 
Sauce, Chicken Paillard on a bed of Fresh Lemon Pasta/Basil Cream, Chocolate Pasta/
Blueberry Sabayon.

Week-Long French Intensive, July 18 – 22  
$450/person for the week. Individuals may attend for a single day at $100/day if 
space allows. Classes will begin at 9:30 am and end mid afternoon.

Monday, July 18, Brittany: Cream of Artichoke Soup, Lobster á la 
Americaine, Gateau Breton (Fruited Pound Cake), Strawberry Mousse/
Strawberry Coulis.

Tuesday, July 19, Normandy: Terrine Normandy (Duck Terrine with Calvados), 
Coquilles Saint-Jacques, Crown Roast of Pork/Purée of Celery Root, Haricots Verts a 
la Crême, Gateau de Crêpes Abricot.

Wednesday, July 20, Ile de France, “A Day in Paris”: Salade Tiede de Foie Gras, 
Tarte de Camembert, Les Halles Onion Soup Gratinée, Potée de Poulet Champe-
noise/Sauce Raifort, Charlotte Framboise (Frozen Raspberry & Lady Fingers).

Thursday, July 21, Burgundy: Jambon Persille (Classic Parslied Ham), Caramelized 
Cauliflower & Onion Soup, Escalopes de Boeuf Dijonaises, Mushrooms cooked in 
Vine Leaves, Flans de Courgettes, Cassis Sorbet.

Friday, July 22, Provençe: Pissaladière, Salade Niçoise, Soupe de Poisson/Sauce 
Rouille, Tomates Farci au Saussion, Tarte au Fromage avec Orange & Limone.

To register for classes, call Liz between 9:00 am – 2:00 pm at 1-217-847-3372.  Your place 
can be reserved with a MasterCard® or Visa®.  For other information or questions, or to be 
added to the Cooking with Liz email list, please send emails to artworks@mchsi.com.  No 
refunds will be issued after the Wednesday preceding the class.  You may send someone else 
in your place. 

Continued from Page 16

17

mailto:artworks@mchsi.com
mailto:artworks@mchsi.com


Panna Cotta translates from the Italian as “cooked cream.” It is actually a gelatin congealed 
custard which contains milk, cream and usually sour cream—though buttermilk also 

makes a great addition to the mixture. (Neither sour cream nor buttermilk can be “cooked,” 
however, as they will separate. Instead they must be added when the hot milk and cream 
have been removed from the heat and cooled slightly.)

I have seen this same combination called French cream and made in a loaf pan, then 
sliced and served like a terrine. In Chicago, on New Year’s, I was handed this recipe and 
asked to prepare it. Here it was referred to as “Russian Cream.” We served it turned out 
from an elaborate old Victorian copper mold.

Berries or peaches in the summer time, poached apples or pears in the fall, caramel sauce 
or maple syrup and toasted nuts —all combine beautifully with this delicate cream, whatever 
you choose to call it!

Rhubarb and mint are usually the first perennials that come through the ground in a 
spring garden. When I traveled to St. Louis to prepare an early spring dinner party for an 
old friend, rhubarb strawberry compote was what I chose to accompany the Panna Cotta. 

This recipe easily served 
12 people with some left 
over for breakfast the 
next morning!Panna Cotta

       
1 envelope Knox unflavored gelatin
    softened in 1/2 cup cold water
    (allow to set at least 10 minutes)
2 cups whole milk
1 cup heavy whipping cream
1/8 cup sugar
Dash of salt
2 tsp. vanilla extract
1 cup sour cream 

In a heavy bottomed saucepan bring milk 
and cream to approximately 110°. Do not allow 
to boil. Stir in sugar to dissolve. Add salt and 
vanilla. Stir in softened gelatin. Gently stir until 
gelatin has totally incorporated. Remove from 
heat. Allow to cool until you can place your hand 
on the bottom of the pan.

Very gently incorporate the sour cream. Pour 
into one large soufflé dish or eight-½ cup soufflé 
dishes, which have been previously rinsed with 
cold water but not dried.

Refrigerate for at least six hours or 
preferably overnight.

To serve:
Briefly dip mold in warm water and loosen 

panna cotta with a flat table knife. Unmold on 
serving platter or individual serving dishes. 
Surround with fresh berries or fruit of your 
choice.

Serves 8

Panna Cotta/Rhubarb Strawberry Compote
 by Elizabeth Clark
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Rhubarb/Strawberry Compote
       

2 cups of rhubarb cut into 1 inch pieces*
1/2 cup of sugar
1/4 cup water
Pinch of salt
1 tsp. vanilla extract
1 quart fresh strawberries, washed and 
  stemmed (reserved)

 
Preheat oven to 350º.  Place all ingredients, 

except strawberries, in an enameled cast iron 
Dutch oven or other non-reactive pot with 
a tight-fitting lid.  Cover and bake for about 
1/2 hour or until syrup is pink and rhubarb is 
tender.  

Cut strawberries in half, add to rhubarb and 
cook for another 10 minutes. Remove from oven 
and cool.

 
* Be sure to use only the stems of the 
rhubarb, trimming away the leaves.  The 
leaves contain oxalic acid which is quite 
toxic when consumed.

© Elizabeth M. Clark 2011



She lay motionless on the bed, the lined face turned toward the papered wall, her gray hair
 tangled and mussed. Mr. Brown watched silently. Turning, he slowly moved toward the 

smelly kitchen. He was startled as he passed the cracked mirror leaning against the wall. The 
movement scared him until he recognized himself: The ragged brown coat, the tired sad eyes, 
the slow plodding movements. He enjoyed a last taste of supper and a drink of water.

Mr. Brown quietly reached the sagging screen door leading to the night sounds. Hoping 
for a cool breeze, she had left the backdoor open. The tired screened door floated open at his 
touch. Glancing back over his shoulder – she had not heard him – he silently moved outside 
onto the wooden step. The door closed without a sound. He stood in the darkness, relishing 
the cool night and the cicadas-undulating whir. Mr. Brown could pick out other night 
sounds: motor noises in the distance, tree frogs and a bullfrog on the pond. His eyes adjusted 
to the semi-light and he could sense – no, he could smell – creatures out there just beyond 
the kitchen’s light. He knew they were out there—the beings inhabitating the night. 

He shivered slightly even though the brown coat was warm. Anticipation surged in his 
veins, and he stepped off the porch to explore the evening. It hurt to climb down the steps, 
but most everything hurt any more. The price of too many summers. The air was heavy with 
rain and fragrant with an approaching storm. Mr. Brown moved out into the night. Freedom 
at last!

The summer storm hit while he was in the woods. An abandoned shed loomed in the 
darkness, and he eagerly took shelter there to wait out the rain. Tiny night creatures made 
scurrying sounds in the dark, but Mr. 
Brown was not afraid. He sat on the dry 
dirt floor and waited.

The wet grass and weeds soaked the 
heavy brown coat as he hurried back to 
her. Dreading the pain, he moved slowly 
up the crooked board steps. What luck! 
The flimsy door, swollen with night 
humidity, had not completely closed. 
Silently he pryed the door open.

Moths and June bugs circled the 
kitchen’s bare light bulb. She was 
motionless on the bed. She had not 
heard him. She had not moved. His eyes 
furrowed. Mr. Brown slowly approached. 
Afraid of her reaction, but more afraid of 
no reaction, he touched her arm. It was 
cold. And stiff.

A crying sound stuck in his throat. 
The hair on his neck stiffened as he 
sensed a grim Presence. Eyes reflecting 
a thousand years of understanding, he 
anxiously circled the room then lay on 
the rug next to the bed. Tucking his paws 
under his muzzle, Mr. Brown waited. 

          

Elaine  Foley was the 2009 and 2010 
winner of the Keokuk Fine Arts Council 
Short Story Contest, held each year in 
September.  She encourages local writers to submit their work for this contest.and considers it 
an excellent opportunity for expression.  Look forward to reading her award winning pieces 
in future issues of the Confluence.
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Mr. Brown and the Lady
 by Elaine Tweedy Foley
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April
 by Mary Lee Maxwell

Here once again is April
Waving banners green,
Gusty winds and soft, clean rain
And sunshine in between!

The weeping willows’ yellow fronds
Drift near the river’s shore
And flocks of tiny blue birds
Trill their lilting lays once more

Gay, capricious April
With your lengthening twilight hours,
Changing moods and fancies
And lovely, bright spring flowers 

With joy we greet your coming
After winter’s long, dark days-
We love your fleeting moments
And gay, uncertain ways!

Nymphs of spring are dancing
Along the woodland trail
And on the bosom of the lake
Tiny craft set sail

Along the bluffs the redbud trees
Are bursting into bloom
Radiant, rain-splashed April!
You have banished winter’s gloom!

1959

Mary Lee Maxwell was a 
former resident of Keokuk and 
the sister-in-law of Elizabeth 
Maxwell, a long time English 
teacher at  Keokuk High School.  
In the 1960s she published a 
small book of poetry entitled 
simply, “Poems.”  
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The Fixed Position
 by Rex Muston

21

The Old Magic of Being Eric
 by Rex Muston

To give up an offering,
establish a higher number buffer,
ease a loss through financial salve,

There are envelopes in the pew,
on top of the ATM by a broken Bic pen,
and by a Plexiglas box
slotted to show the bounty
in a home for funerals.

I give to Caesar what is due Caesar,
God what is due God,
and in a roundabout way
help someone named Eric put food on the table.

When I was growing up
I would drink down water
and it was free,
and stop my playing card revved bicycle 
to go put air in the tires.

I am closer to my giving
as a graying adult,
and further away from the magic of my money...

“Old Bricks” by Rex Muston

There are titles to so many of my recent dreams,
listed as if carved on the underside
of a rock, laying off to the side of déjà vu,
knowingly to be read
if I’d allow myself to stagger
to ride unconventional repetition as a fall,
to be struck...

different comes with landing,
lifting ups and plopping downs,
unconventional repetitions,
and I would read them knowingly as before
and wake from them.

mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com


Music has been my life, at least as far back as I can remember. I was six when I plunked out
 on a piano the tune I had just heard on the radio.  The tune was by Wolfgang Amadeus 

Mozart; I suppose my life might have turned out to be quite different if the tune had been by 
Willy Nelson.  But maybe not.  My mother always had the radio tuned to a classical music 
station, and the piano was close at hand because she played it whenever the radio wasn’t on, 
so it may be that my fate was sealed long before I was six.

In any event, I soon found myself taking lessons and practicing four hours a day.  I loved 
it.  I loved both the approval I saw on my mother’s face and the music itself.  Besides, I 
suspect we all love doing what we can do easily and well, and my talent for playing the piano 
was substantial.  I was the town prodigy all the way through high school, admired—if not 
popular—for my musical ability.  It seemed I was destined for greatness, or at least fame and 
fortune as a concert pianist, but then I went off to Julliard, where I slowly began to learn 
some hard truths about my abilities and about the world of classical music.

When I graduated from Julliard, I was among the top two or three dozen pianists 
graduating from an American college that year.  If I had been among the top two or three 
dozen mathematicians or physicists or biologists, I’m sure that there would have been, 
eventually, room for me at the top of my profession.  The demand for concert pianists is not 
nearly as great.  Heck, I wasn’t even the best pianist at Julliard.  What’s more, back then I was 
uncompromising and unsociable as well as plain looking.  Make no mistake about it:  a concert 
pianist who smiles easily and looks good has a real advantage in the world of classical music.

It was my older sister Angie who got all the good looks, a gift I never begrudged her, 
though there were times I wished for her easy charm and ability to make others smile.  I even 
felt bad that I was the one getting all the attention from our mother and told Angie this, but 
she just beamed at me and told me that she always thought she was the lucky one, able to 
find her own way in life without our mother’s impossible expectations.

Angie didn’t even finish college, dropping out in her junior year and getting a job as a 
secretary.  Within a year she was married, and, as if she were a character in a soap opera, 
the man she married was both good-looking and rich.  He had also been her boss.  Frank’s 
far-flung business empire was way too murky and complex for me ever to understand, but I 
suspect that at least some parts of it were connected to organized crime.  It made me want to 
keep my distance.

Meanwhile, my own career hadn’t even got started.  I lacked the patience to be a good 
piano teacher, and the thought of classroom teaching made me cringe in horror.  Selling 
CDs in a music store is a job, not a career, and a pretty marginal one at that.  I got work 
performing with regional orchestras and at college campuses, but that paid little more than 
mileage, motels and dry cleaning for the tux.  I considered work on a cruise ship, but they 
really don’t want you to delve very deeply into the classical repertoire on a cruise ship, and I 
was uncompromising back then.

I began to look for employment outside of music, something that would pay the bills and 
still leave me with time to practice.  I wasn’t having much luck, and I mentioned this to Angie 
one day when she and I had lunch together—her treat, of course.  A couple of days later I got 
a phone call from Frank, her husband. 

“Yo, Den,” he began, having forgotten, again, just how much I dislike having my name 
shortened.

“Francis,” I replied.  “How nice it is to hear from you.”
“Indeed, it is,” he said.  Especially when you hear the good news I’ve got for you.”
“Good news?”
“Yeah, Ange was telling me you were looking for a job without much work involved.  Hell, 

boy, that’s a specialty of mine!”
“I’m not afraid of hard work, you know.  It’s just that, well, I need time to practice.”
“Oh yeah, that’s right.  Ange said you’d need a piano.  Okay, I can do that, too.”
“Do that, too?” I asked.  “Frank, what else are you doing?”
“What Ange said.  I’ve got you a job.  No heavy lifting, no risk for your fingers, 

you’ll be done for the day well before noon.” 22Continued on Page 23

Elvis’s Love Child
 by Tom Gardner
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“So what’s the catch?” I asked.
“No catch.  And nothing illegal, either.”  Boy, I didn’t like 

the way he laughed when he said this.  “Oh, yeah.  You’re 
going to have to relocate, though.”

“Relocate?  Where to?”  I had not been much further west 
than the Hudson River at the time.  The Midwest sounded 
about as strange and foreign to me as the Mideast.

“Hey, you’ll like it,” Frank said.  “It’s a little town just 
outside of Memphis.”

It wasn’t until much later that I learned the Memphis 
Frank was talking about was in Missouri and that the “little 
town” was across the border in one of those Midwestern 
states with all the vowels, nestled on the banks of the 
Mississippi River.

I traveled to this small town in my aging Toyota—and it 
was the trip of at least two lifetimes, especially that final day, 
driving across the endless flatness of central Illinois.  I crossed 
the Mississippi River on a bridge too narrow for me to be 
nervously looking over my right shoulder, but I couldn’t help 
it.  There was this huge dam just upriver from the bridge, and 
I kept picturing it bursting open suddenly, my battered and 
lifeless body being washed all the way down to New Orleans.

Once on solid ground again, my first task was to find the 
store front on Main Street and introduce myself to Emma 
Johnson, the office manager.  Frank told me she’d be working 
for me, but that I was never even to hint at this fact, “Emma 
being kind of a touchy old bat, you know.”  Much later on, 
after Emma and I got to where we could trust each other, we 
discovered that we had each been told the same thing, that she 
had been told I’d be working for her and that she should be 
sure never to mention it.  Another of Frank’s little jokes.

Frank also told me that Emma would fill me in on just 
exactly what kind of business I was getting myself into.  All 
he’d say was that it was a banking services firm, emphasizing 
again that it was “nothing illegal—just low profile.”  I never 
knew anyone else who could laugh so easily at his own jokes, 
jokes that no one else got.

When I walked through the door of the storefront and 
first saw Emma, she looked 
at me appraisingly and said, 
“Good morning, sir.  Are you 
here to make a deposit?”  Her 
look seemed to be saying that 
I probably lacked the means 
to do this.  When I replied, 
“Uh no, I haven’t yet opened 
an account,” I saw the barest 
flicker of a smile play across her 
face.  Then I added, “In fact, 
I’m Dennis Graham.  You must 
be Emma Johnson.  I am, uh, to 
work here.”

“Oh yes,” she said.  “I 
remember Francis phoning me 
about you.  Are you ready to 
start now?”

“Well, yes, I guess I could be, though I’m really going to 
need to find a place to live, get unpacked, all that sort of thing.”

Continued on Page 24

“There is an efficiency unit upstairs.  Francis told me to 
tell you that it goes with the job.”

“Yes, about that, the job I mean.  I don’t suppose you 
could tell me a bit more about what I… about my duties, I 
mean… and, well, the business.”

“We are equipped to accept deposits here, though most 
of them are shipped in.  As you might expect, recipients are 
scattered all over the country.  The business model Francis 
used is very much like the one used at FedEx.  We’re the 
hub.”

“Hub?  FedEx?  Recipient?  I thought this was some king 
of banking services business.”

“Why, yes, I suppose you might describe it that way.  We 
are one of the larger discount sperm banks in the Midwest, 
though our client list is international.”

“Wait a minute.  What kind of bank did you say this is?”
Well, dear,” Emma said, her smile now considerably 

broader.  “This is a sperm bank, you know, for when a couple 
want to but he can’t…”

“Yes,” I said.  “I get the picture.”

The next day, the baby grand arrived, an entirely suitable 
practice instrument.  The movers put it right in the front 
window, and all of a sudden I found it easy to spend six to 
eight hours a day at work.

I was always the first one to get to work, work being just 
downstairs from the efficiency apartment that did, indeed, 
turn out to be all that I needed or wanted. I’d dress, stroll 
downstairs, check the settings on the large, walk-in freezer, 
start the office coffee pot and bring in the morning paper.  
Emma would arrive about this time and we’d have a cup of 
coffee together.  Then I’d walk down to the post office, get 
the day’s mail and maybe stop for a couple of pastries on 
the way back.  By the time I was back, Emma would be at 
her computer.  Most business correspondence came to us 
electronically or by U.S. Mail, but our shipments in or out 
were packed in dry ice and were shipped through FedEx.  
Emma maintained all our records on the computer; my job 
was to manage the actual physical inventory.

http://www.sutliverealestate.com


All in all, it was a pleasant routine.  I still have fond 
memories of those hours in the latter part of the morning 
or the early part of the afternoon when I would be at the 
piano and Emma at the computer.  She always left by mid-
afternoon because she had to look after her grandchildren 
after they got home from school.  That’s when I took a long 
walk before returning to practice alone until early evening.  
When the weather was nice, we’d leave the front door open 
and the music would attract the occasional listener.  But 
no one ever came in. I mentioned this to Frank, not that 
I was looking for any more work, and he pointed out that 
the women—or couples—that were typically our customers 
always wanted the genetic father to be college educated.  Our 
small town had a community college, but somehow putting 
that word “community” into the ad copy managed to make it 
less effective.

“So why didn’t you locate this facility in a college or 
university town?” I asked Frank, but after a short burst of 
laughter, all he’d say was “Sometimes it’s better to be a bit 
harder to find.”

I realized why it was good to be harder to find when 
Emma showed me Frank’s latest ad copy:

    YOU can have Elvis’s love child! 
Yes, the King himself used to visit our fair small town, 
not far from Memphis, to rest and recuperate after a particularly
vigorous recording session or long weeks on the road. 
While here, he used to visit our fine facility, persuaded that 
more than his music should be shared with posterity.  
His instructions were that this “final gift” to humanity
should not be made available until at least 
twenty-five years after his passing… 

“Look, you can’t get away with this!” I shouted at Frank 
when I finally got him on the phone.  “Every word of is a 
blatant falsehood.  You’ll be sued for everything you’ve got!”

“Dennis, Dennis, you don’t think I’d put this out there 
without running it by legal, do you?  There are lots of people 
named Elvis.  If necessary, our argument will be that genius is 
not genetically transmitted anyway.  But it won’t get that far.  
You need to remember the demographic we’re going after.  
They aren’t college educated; they don’t expect the fathers 
of their children to be college educated; and they don’t go to 
lawyers to settle disputes.”

“So what do they do to settle disputes?  Aren’t you even a 
little worried about THAT?”

“That, Dennis, is why you’re located where you’re located.  
You’re nowhere near the place everyone thinks of when they 
hear the word ‘Memphis.’”

It was less than two weeks later that Darla Faye showed up.
She wore tight blue jeans, the kind of western shirt that 

uses pearlescent snaps rather than buttons, boots made from 
the hide of some exotic creature, and what-is-it-they-call-it, 
a scrunchie to keep her light brown hair in a ponytail.  She 
looked like the kind of girl you’d like to look at again except 
she’s going to have four muscular older brothers and a daddy 
with a shotgun.

It was Emma who interviewed her while I tried to look 
quietly busy, listening to every word but obviously too 

engaged in whatever I was doing to join the conversation.  
Darla Faye told Emma that she had pretty much given up on 
men, but she wanted to be a mama and she also wanted to 
support herself and her baby with her singing.  She wanted to 
arrange for the late, great Elvis to be the daddy and she was 
going to name the baby Elvis if a boy and Elvira if a girl.  In 
other words, she represented just about everything for which 
I have an unaffected scorn, and, I must say, I was shocked to 
see Emma nodding and smiling and agreeing with everything 
Darla Faye said.

“You see,” Darla Faye concluded, “I have been saving 
everything I can from my job at the Piggly Wiggly for the last 
two years to get me started on a singing career in Memphis, 
but I want to have Elvis’s love child, so how much is it going 
to cost me?”

“Well, my dear,” Emma replied, “just how much have you 
managed to save up?”

“When I started looking for this place, I had a little over 
five hundred dollars,” Darla Faye said.  “Some of that’s gone 
now.  I also own my guitar and the pickup truck you see 
parked out front.”

“Let me see…  As it happens, you have much more 
money than you’ll need to become the mother of Elvis’s love 
child.  You see, the King said he wanted his part in all of this 
to be a gift of love, but we have certain administrative and, 
uh, refrigeration costs, so the cost to you will be, um,” and 
she looked at her computer screen as if the answer were on it 
if she squinted hard enough, “Yes, here it is… The cost will be 
$49.95.”

Then Emma sent me back “to take care of the lab work” 
while she filled out all the necessary forms and gave Emma 
some further instructions about becoming pregnant.

Imagine my surprise when I went down to open up the 
next morning and found Darla Faye’s truck still parked 
out front and she waiting on the doorstep.  I invited her in, 
poured her a cup of coffee and told her I’d bring her a pastry 
when I came back from picking up the mail.  She told me that 
she was sticking close by until she was sure the procedure had 
worked.  “You think I’m going to give you fifty of my hard-
earned dollars and not be sure I’m carrying Elvis’s baby, why 
you got another think coming!” she exclaimed.

That’s when Emma arrived, so I left them chatting 
together while I went out for mail and pastries.  When I got 
back, they were still talking, so I brought them each a cup of 
coffee and a cinnamon roll and went over to the piano.  Most 
of an hour later, Darla Faye joined me at the piano.  “Emma 
says she needs to talk to you,” she said.  “Do you mind if I 
play?”

It was not Bach, Beethoven or Brahms I heard as I walked 
back to Emma’s desk, but I have to admit it was played 
competently.  Then Darla Faye began to sing, not Schubert, 
but with a purity of tone and an attention to phrasing that 
made me look back at her again.

Emma told me that she suspected that Darla Faye had 
considerably less than the five hundred dollars she started out 
with, that she knew Darla Faye had spent the night trying to 
sleep in her truck, and that Darla Faye needed a place to stay 
while she had her baby.

“Had her baby!” I exclaimed.  “We just got her pregnant 
yesterday.  She’ll be here for at least nine months!  And just 
what do you mean by ‘a place to stay?’” 24Continued on Page 25
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unsmiling, wearing my old tux, and Darla Faye managing to 
look glamorous even after her pregnancy became obvious.

So I was more than a little startled when Darla Faye 
announced to the crowd at the tavern that this evening’s 
performance would be her last.  She explained that her baby 
was due shortly and that as soon afterwards as possible she 
and little Elvis (the baby’s sex having been determined) 
would be “paying their respects to his daddy” and that then 
she would be continuing her career “right there in Memphis.”

I hadn’t realized that she’d actually be leaving soon.  I had 
come to enjoy my routine, even the part that took me into this 
rather seedy tavern.  I didn’t tell her this when we got back to 
our place on Main Street, but I did ask her if I might come 
along with her, as her accompanist.

“Mr. Graham,” she said rather frostily, “I have been alone 
in the world for some time now, and I’ve gotten to be pretty 

good at taking care of 
myself.  I overheard 
what you told Emma, 
and you’re right:  I 
have no daddy with a 
shotgun, and I have no 
big brothers to protect 
me.  But this has not left 
me without principles.  
I would not dream of 
being accompanied 
across state lines by 
a man that I am not 
married to—or at least 
engaged to.”

I didn’t know whether 
to explain that I meant 
only to accompany 
her on the piano or to 

apologize to her for that crack about her lack of a father or 
brothers.  Then I noticed her smile and thought about her 
words and asked her a question instead.

Elvis was born two weeks later, but before he was born 
Darla Faye and I were married.  Within a month, the three 
of us were on our way to Memphis—that is, the big one at 
the western edge of Tennessee.  Darla Faye has been even 
more successful that we had dared hope.  Even my own 
career hopes have been surpassed in ways I would have 
never expected.  I am still Darla Faye’s accompanist, sitting 
at my piano in my well-worn tuxedo, trying hard not to 
smile.  My look of solemnity has become an expected part 
of our act.  Darla Faye’s bright smile and ready laugh are big 
enough for both of us.  Also, having become somewhat better 
known, I am now receiving many more invitations to play 
classical music with regional orchestras and at colleges and 
universities.

You know, back when I was in college I had a roommate 
who was Jewish.  He once told me that to be considered a Jew 
you had to have a mother who was a Jew.  Your father could 
be Jewish or not, but if your mother was a Jew, then you were 
a Jew.  It was a matter of certainty, he concluded.  Well, our 
modern technology has turned this principle on its head.  
Darla Faye thinks that her baby is Elvis’s love child, but I 
know he is not.  I am his father.

Continued from Page 24
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“I have already offered her a part-time job, covering the 
phone during the late afternoon when I’m gone.  Francis 
has given his approval.  There’s a sofa in the break room in 
the back, and a sink.  The EPA said we needed a shower in 
the lab, even though nobody ever mixes any chemicals, so 
we have one.  Of course, these accommodations are hardly 
suitable for a young lady, but…”  And then she looked at me 
expectantly.

I moved out of the efficiency apartment later that same 
afternoon, and Darla Faye moved in.

And so I settled into yet another daily routine. 
I was no longer the first one up and about at our facility.  

Darla Faye had gotten herself a job at the pastry shop, so she 
was always up at some ungodly hour and then off to work 
well before dawn.  I would still get up fairly early, but now 
from that lumpy old 
couch in the back room 
that no one had been 
using anyway.  I also still 
made the morning run 
to the post office, and 
then stopped for pastries 
on the way back.  Darla 
Faye always smiled 
broadly when I came into 
the shop, but then she 
did that for everyone.  
It seemed as though 
business had really 
picked up at the pastry 
shop, and I suspect she 
was largely responsible.  
We agreed that I would 
practice in the latter 
part of the morning, while she would practice in the early 
afternoon.  After a while, these two practice sessions began to 
overlap.  I would accompany her while she sang.  Of course, 
she also accompanied herself on the old Gibson guitar her 
daddy had left behind when he had deserted her and her 
mother, the first of her disappointments with men.  It was sad 
to learn about how hard her life had been, but, as I confided 
to Emma later, I was relieved to learn that Darla Faye was an 
only child—no hulking big brothers, you see—and, as far as 
that goes, no father with a shotgun.

Late afternoons, Darla Faye was in charge of getting 
the phone, while I dealt with FedEx and kept the inventory 
records current. Neither job required all of our time, so 
we either made more music or talked.  About once a week, 
though, Emma asked Darla Faye to come with her and help 
take care of the grandchildren, and then Darla Faye started 
birthing classes, and Emma was her coach.  I didn’t mind 
their going off together, though it seemed awfully quiet after 
they’d gone.

Once or twice a week, Darla Faye performed at a local 
tavern.  I guess I did, too.  At first I went along because I 
thought she might need protection from some of the tavern’s 
less gentlemanly customers, but she seemed to have a gift 
for getting such men to back off and yet still leave a tip 
in her jar.  So, I began to accompany her on the piano, a 
barely adequate, stained and scarred upright that had been 
in this tavern for the last fifty years.  We became an act, me, 

sketch by Mike Starr



D uring the fall of 2005, ten members of Keokuk’s cultural community began the
 application process requesting recognition by the State of Iowa as a Cultural 

District. They knew that the process would be difficult and complicated but believed 
that the designation of “Cultural District” would be enormously beneficial. In addition 
to listing the obvious requirements such as local arts groups and their activities, maps had 
to be drawn, area architecture had to be researched, and volumes of support 
letters had to be gathered. Now, five years later, many of those original members admit that 
while receiving the State designation was a definite achievement, it was the “process” that made 
the arts community stronger and gave a boost to the local cultural groups and their activities.

The original committee of ten has now grown to a Board of Directors comprised of 
nineteen representatives from all of Keokuk’s cultural entities. The schools, the art center, 
the library, the city, and the community theater are just a few of the groups involved. The 
board meets on a monthly basis to coordinate and support planned activities, and also to 
discuss programs that will be offered 
exclusively as Cultural District events. 
The KCED is under the umbrella of 
Keokuk’s Main Street program.

Keokuk’s Cultural and 
Entertainment District (KCED) has 
been outlined by the installation of 
large, descriptive signs around the 
perimeter of the district. The District 
itself encompasses over thirty square 
blocks in the heart of the community, 
and includes natural, historical, and 
architectural landmarks that have been 
recognized by the Iowa Department of 
Cultural Affairs.

The first year of KCED resulted 
in the publication of a 24-page, 
quarterly newsletter known as the 
Confluence, a name which not only describes Keokuk’s location at the juncture of the 
Mississippi and Des Moines Rivers, but also represents the flowing together of the cultural 
and entertainment organizations that is evident in each issue. Last spring, the Confluence 
became a green, online publication, more accessible as well as friendlier to the environment. 
A new issue will continue be available online at the beginning of each quarter. Local 
advertisers lend their support to the KCED by advertising in this publication.

If you would like to support the KCED’s work with a financial contribution, it would 
be greatly appreciated. KCED is a division of Main Street Keokuk which is a 501(C)3 
organization. Your contribution may be tax deductible. Please send contributions to: 

   KCED 
   329 Main Street
   Keokuk, IA 52632
 

State Designation as a Cultural District has given 
 new life to Keokuk’s Art Organizations
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Keokuk Cultural & 
  Entertainment District 

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

P

P

Dining in the District
• Angelini’s Pizza
• C.A.R.S. Pitstop
• Delightfully Tasteful
 Bistro
• Domino’s
• Fiesta Jalisco
• First Wok
• 4th Street Cafe
• Harrington’s Restaurant
• Jet’s Palace
• Lud’s Restaurant
• Lumpy’s Tap & Grill
• River City Café
• Shifters Grinders
• Subway
• The Cellar
• The Wooden Nickel

N

Cultural Assets in the District
  1 • Artworks
  2 • Plaza Cinemas
  3 • Estes Park
  4 • Gateway Park 
  5 • Grand Theatre
  6 • Katie John House
  7 • Keokuk Art Center
  8 • Keokuk Public Library
  9 • Lee Co. Historical Society Museum

LEGEND

Historical/Cultural Asset

Restaurant

Cultural Facilities

Entertainment Facilities 

Parking

1

3

5

to Illinois  U.S. 136

2

4

6

7/8

9
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April
      1    • Opera Iowa, Keokuk Fine Arts Council, 1:00 pm & 7:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • Premier Sound and Light Show, 8:00 pm - midnight,  Southside Boat Club
  • Class Act Karaoke every Friday 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
      2  • Low Fire Glazing Class, 10:00 am - noon, Keokuk Art Center Studio
  • Rock Steady Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
  • The Jeff Page Band, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, L-Treyns Bar, 1108 Main St.
      4  • Tri- State Woodcarvers, 7:00 pm, open meeting, Keokuk Library Lower Level
  • Jazz & Chili Band Concert, 5:30 pm, Keokuk High School
      5  • Illustrating Children’s Books by Kathy Marlin, 7:00 - 9:00 pm, 
   Keokuk Art Center Studio
      6  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
      7  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • “In the Shadow of the Raven” with Duffy Hudson as Edgar Allan Poe, 
   7:00 - 8:00 pm, Keokuk Public Library Round Room, sponsored by the
   KPL Foundation
      8  • A Steak House Dinner, Liz Clark Cooking School, 6:00 pm, 1460 Walnut St., 
   Hamilton, IL
      9    • Earth Day Clean-Up, 8:30 am, Rand Park
  • Low Fire Glazing Class, 10:00 am - noon, Keokuk Art Center Studio
  • Write This Down & Sent By Ravens Bands, 7:00 pm, Common Grounds,
   River City Mall
  • Class Act Karaoke, 8:00 pm - midnight, Southside Boat Club
  • Rollin’ on the River fundraiser featuring the King Benny Blues Band, 8:00 pm, 
   Southside Boat Club
  • Crazy Horse Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     10  • Cake Workshop, Liz Clark Cooking School, 1:30 pm, 
   1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL
     12  • “Theodore Roosevelt, the Rough Rider President,” 
   with Darrel Draper, 7:00 pm, Keokuk Public 
   Library Round Room, sponsored by the 
   Lee Co. Historical Society
  • French Bread Baking, Liz Clark Cooking School, 
   4:30 pm, Hy-Vee
     13  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk 
   Library Round Rm
     14  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk 
   Library Round Rm
  • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library 
   Round Rm
  • Free Movie Night, 6:00 pm, Keokuk Library 
   Round Rm, sponsored by the KPL Foundation
  • Carry It On: A Musical Legacy, Dessert & Movie, 7:00 pm,
   Keokuk Art Center Studio
     16   • Impact Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
  • April in Paris, Liz Clark Cooking School, 9:30 am, 1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL
     20  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     21  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • A Fabulous Easter Dinner, Liz Clark Cooking School, 10:00 am, Hy-Vee
     23  • Raeann School of Dance Competition, 9:00 am, The Grand Theatre
  • Rock-N-Roll Revival Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
  • Jeff Page Band, 8:00 pm - midnight, Southside Boat Club
  • 80’s night, 10:00 pm - 2:00 am, L-Treyns Bar, 1108 Main St.
     27  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     28  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • “Lincoln, the Animal Himself,”  by Duane Taylor, 7:00 pm, Keokuk Library Lower
   Level, sponsored by the Lee County Historical Society
     29  • Dailey & Vincent Concert, Keokuk Tourism, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
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     30  • Lee Co. Veteran’s Project Ceremony, 9:00 am, Oakland Cemetery
  • 24th Annual Civil War Reenactment, 10:00 am - 4:00 pm, Rand Park
  • Military Ball with Vintage Brass Band of 
   Springfield Illinois, 7:30 pm, 
   Keokuk Catholic School Gym
  • HWY 99 Country Band, 8:00 pm - midnight, 
   Southside Boat Club 
  • Love Junkie Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 
   600 Main St.   

May
      1  • Pancake Breakfast, 7:00 am - 11:00 am, Rand
    Park Shelter House
  • Memorial and Worship Service, 9:30 am, 
   Keokuk National Cemetery 
  • 24th Annual Civil War Reenactment, 12:00 - 4:00, Rand Park
      2  • Tri-State Woodcarvers, 7:00 pm, open meeting, Keokuk Library Lower Level
      3  • “Edgar Allan Poe,” by Duane Taylor, 7:00 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm,
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation
      4  • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
      5  • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
      6  • “Chicago,” Great River Players, 8:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
      7  • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • “Chicago,” Great River Players, 8:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • Kentucky Derby Party & Jeff Page Band, The Southside Boat Club
  • Wild, Wild West Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
      8  • “Chicago,” Great River Players, 2:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
     10  • Seafood Workshop, Liz Clark Cooking School, 4:30 pm, Hy-Vee
     12  • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • Free Movie Night, 6:00 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm,
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation 
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     13  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     14  • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Keokuk Garden Club Annual Plant Sale, 7:00 am - noon, Estes Park 
  • Springtime Grilling - Planked Salmon, Liz Clark Cooking School, 9:30 am,
   1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL
  • Bitter Pill Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
  • Jarred Harnes, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, L-Treyns Beer Garden, 1108 Main St.
     15  • Unlimited Dance and Tumbling Recital, 2:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • Great Burgers, Liz Clark Cooking School, 1:30 pm, 1460 Walnut St.,
   Hamilton, IL
     16  • KHS Spring Concert, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
     19  • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main
     20  • Madd Hoss Jackson, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, L-Treyns Beer Garden, 1108 Main St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     21  • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Top Hatter Dance Recital, 6:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • Love Junkie Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     23  • “An Evening with President and Mrs. Lincoln” 
   Dinner Theatre, 6:30 pm, Meyer’s Courtyard
     24  • Keokuk Civil War Symposium, 9:00 am - 3:30 pm, 
   Meyer’s Courtyard
     26  •  After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     27  • Raeann School of Dance Recital, The Grand Theatre
  • Annual Back Alley Bandfest, 6:00 - 9:00 pm, Various 
   Locations in the Cultural and Entertainment District
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     28  • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Raeann School of Dance Recital, The Grand Theatre
  • Crazy Horse Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     29  • Memorial Day Service, Keokuk National Cemetery
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In order to add an event to this calendar, contact Carole Betts at carole@courtyardbookstore.com.  Updates will be 
made semi-monthly.  To advertise in the Confluence, please contact Bill Vandersall at billshay@q.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. 30

June
       1   • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
       2  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
       3  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
       4  • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Glenda’s School of Dance Recital, 6:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • Impact Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St.
  • The Gibbs Brothers and former lead singer of Motley Crue, John Corabi, 
   L-Treyns Beer Garden, 1108 Main St.
       5  • 3rd Annual Musicians Memorial Concert, Victory Park
       6  • Tri-State Woodcarvers, 7:00 pm, open meeting, Keokuk Library Lower Level
  6-10  • Week-long Italian Intensive, Liz Clark Cooking School, 9:30 am, 
   1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL
       7  • “The Four Poster,” GRP’s Building Fund Dinner Theatre, Meyer’s Courtyard
       8  • Celebration Belle Day Long Cruise from Keokuk to Hannibal, 
   Hubinger Landing Departure     
       9  • Free Movie Night, 6:00 pm, Keokuk Library Round  Rm,
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation 
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     10  • Top Hatters Fort Madison Dance Recital, 7:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     11  • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
       • Top Hatters Fort Madison Dance Recital, 7:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
     12  • Top Hatters Fort Madison Dance Recital, 2:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
     14  • French Dinner Party, Liz Clark Cooking School, 4:30 pm, Hy-Vee
     16  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     17  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     18  • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Keokuk Garden Club Tour, Various Locations TBA
  • Summer Pasta Workshop, Liz Clark Cooking School, 9:30 am, 1460 Walnut St.
   Hamilton, IL
  • “Night at the Acropolis” 
   Main Street Keokuk, Inc.
   Fun & Fundraiser, 
   6:30 pm, North 6th St.
     19  • Estes Park Concert, 4:00 - 6:00 pm
   5th and Main Streets
     23  • “Mark Twain 100 Years Later,” 
   with Dave Ehlert, 7:00 pm, 
   Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • Trick Stamp Band, C.A.R.S.
    Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     24  • “Dear Edwina, Jr.,” GRP’s
   Marilyn Hart Children’s Theatre, The Grand Theatre
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     25  • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • “Dear Edwina, Jr.,” GRP’s Marilyn Hart Children’s Theatre, 
   The Grand Theatre
  • Money Shot, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, L-Treyns Beer Garden, 1108 Main St.
     30  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.

Save the date ...
  July 17, August 21, and September 18 • Estes Park Concerts, 4:00 - 6:00 pm 
  July 18 - 22 •  Week-long French Intensive, Liz Clark Cooking School, 
   1460 Walnut Street, Hamilton, Illinois
  July 22, 23, & 24 •  “The Wiz,” GRP’s Summer Youth Theatre, 
   The Grand Theatre
  October 17 • Simon Estes Concert, 7:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
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