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Where the Arts, Culture & History flow together 

I   n addition to the many 
artists currently active 

in the Keokuk area, even 
more artists have called 
Keokuk their home in the 
past.  One of the most 
distinguished of these earlier 
artists is Mabel Ebersole.  I 
grew up surrounded by Miss 
Ebersole's paintings, many 
of which decorated the walls 
of the First Congregational 
Church where she and I 
were members.  

Miss Ebersole devoted her 
entire life to being an artist.  
She started as a retoucher for 
the Anschutz Photographic 
Studio and then, after 
high school, attended and 
graduated from the Art 
Institute of Chicago where 
she learned portrait and still 
life painting.  She enjoyed 
working with oils, and 
many of her paintings were exhibited in salons in this area as well as in Chicago, a 
number of which won awards for excellence.  She was deservedly quite proud of 
being listed in the book Who's Who of American Artists.

Miss Ebersole was born in Keokuk on June 27, 1885, and died January 31, 
1969, at the age of 83. Except for those years she attended the Art Institute 
and the three years when she was employed as a commercial illustrator for a 
publishing firm in Philadelphia, she lived and worked in Keokuk all of her life.  
However, she also traveled and exhibited extensively throughout the United 
States. Her painting, Nita of Orleans, which is now displayed prominently in 
the Keokuk Public Library, received the first place award at a major exhibition 
in New Orleans in 1930.  It was one of ten paintings selected for the traveling 
exhibition of the Southern States Art League.  It has been shown in several 
of the finest galleries in the United States, including the Corcoran Gallery in 

  Continued on Page 2

Miss Ebersole's still life of sunflowers is 
now a part of the Keokuk Art Center's 
permanent collection.
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Washington, D.C.  In 1936, 
Miss Ebersole received 
several awards for her work 
at the Five State Exhibition 
in Omaha, Nebraska, 
and at the International 
Exposition on American 
Art at the Rockefeller 
Center in New York. 

In her late seventies, 
a local publication ran a 
lengthy article on Mabel 
Ebersole's life and work.  
It noted that "There is a 
particular charm about Miss 
Ebersole’s creations, a charm 
that is difficult to analyze—
which, after all, may be 
the best criterion for true 
art… that elusive something 
which can be sensed yet 
which escapes description 
when attempting to express 
it in words.  All who see her 
paintings are aware of Mabel 
Ebersole’s sympathetic 
response to people, places and things. This response is unconsciously transferred 
to each canvas and in the personalism of her art one senses a simple beauty in 
her warmly poetic colorings—so typical of the Ebersolian style and composition.  
This painting [Nita of Orleans] has received such publicity, such acclaim, so many 
awards and has appeared in so many showings that it is impossible to relate its 
entire history.”

Many Keokukians will remember E. A. (Ed) Ebersole, a local banker, who was 
Mabel’s brother and a great admirer of her work. Ed presented the Keokuk Art 
Center will several pieces of her art work and after her death several other pieces 
came into the possession of the Art Center.

Nita of Orleans, having received awards 
and been shown in galleries around the 
United States, now graces the walls of the 
Keokuk Library.

Untitled — Collection of the Keokuk Art Center.

mailto:artworks1221@gmail.com
mailto:billjudyvan@gmail.com
mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com
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The Keokuk Fine Arts Council's annual Tri-State High School Art Competition 
was held recently at the Keokuk Public Library.  Works were placed on display on 

Saturday, March 1, by chairperson Rose Marie Karre, Bruce Dunek, Jim Layfield, Susan 
Kerr, Virginia Riddle and Prue Backlin.  Judging was done on Monday, March 3,  by 
Suzanne Messer, art instructor at Southeastern Community College.

The eight schools from which works were submitted were Keokuk, Fort Madison, 
Central Lee, Holy Trinity, and Winfield-Mount Union in Iowa, Hamilton and Illini West in 
Illinois, and Clark County R-1 in Missouri.

Prizes in each of six categories were awarded at a reception held for students on 
Sunday, March 23.  First place winners each received $75; second place winners each 
received $50; and third place winners each received $25.  The prize money was donated by 
Dr. Joseph Rapagnani, former Council member, and Jim Layfield.

Prizes were awarded to the following students:

 Painting 
      First—McKenzie Berquam, 
  "Backyard Patio," 
  Keokuk, Grade 12
      Second—Karisa Wilson, 
  "Travis and Me," 
  Illini West, Grade 10
      Third—Allison Herr,
   "Silhouette Tree," 
  Keokuk, Grade 10
 Drawing 
      First—Dylan Menke,
   "Dissentient," 
  Holy Trinity, Grade 12
      Second—Carrie Hargrove, 
  "One Man Down," 
  Clark County R-1, Grade 10
      Third—Carlee Keenan, 
  "Old Fashioned Camera," 
  Fort Madison, Grade10

Keokuk Fine Arts Council Annual 
 Tri-State High School Art Competition
 by Prue Backlin

Continued on Page 4
Pictured above, Backyard 
Patio by McKenzie 
Berquam, and to the left, 
Dissentient by Dylan 
Menke.



     Pastels  
 First—Shelbyja Tweedell, "Murica," Illini West, Grade 12
 Second—Austin Kirchner, "Inferred Heat Portrait," Central Lee,
  Grade 10
 Third—Billie Kirby, "Autumn," Illini West, Grade 11
     Watercolor 
 First—Chelsea Page, "Stargazers," Central Lee, Grade 12
 Second—Jessica Johnson, "Tulips," Illini West, Grade 10
 Third—Brooke Jennings, "Resplendent," Winfield-Mt Union,
  Grade 12
     Mixed Media
 First—Christian Glaze, "Disconcerting," Fort Madison, Grade 10
 Second—Cody Charbonneau, "Pendant," Fort Madison, Grade 10
 Third—Hunter Maxwell, "Pink Daisies," Central Lee, Grade 12
     Three Dimensional 
 First—Wyatt Fecht, "Release the Kraken," Illini West, Grade 12
 Second—Jeremy Austin Hartetler, "Left Pitcher," Hamilton,
  Grade 10
 Third—Chyanna Abernathy, "Charon, Leader of the Dead,"
  Illini West, Grade 12. 

Continued from Page 3
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Pictured clockwise from the upper 
righthand corner are Murica by 
Shelbyja Tweedell, Disconcerting by 
Christian Glaze, Release the Kraken 
by Wyatt Fecht, and Stargazers by 
Chelsea Page—all 1st place winners 
in this year's KFAC Tri-State High 
School Art Competition.

http://www.pilotgrovesavingsbank.com
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Following our successful 100-year anniversary 
celebration of the completion of the Keokuk-

Hamilton Dam and Powerhouse, the Mississippi River 
Power 100 committee is currently in a transitional period 
as it establishes a permanent museum.  It is in the process 
of filing for a name, incorporating and obtaining 501(c)
(3) tax exempt status. Plans are underway for membership 
development, fundraising, new museum floor plans 
and displays, as well as how to collect, preserve and 
protect future artifacts and historical donations. Other 
considerations include the expansion of days and hours 
the museum will be open.

There is a core of dedicated members who have met 
continuously since the 100 year celebration.  They are 
awaiting results of their filings for incorporation and tax 
exempt status before starting a fundraising compaign.  
Meanwhile, the museum is still located in the River City Mall 
and is open Saturdays and Sundays from 1 pm to 4 pm. Displays and exhibits are 
ready for general public viewing. The museum has been cleaned and painted but 
there is much more work to be done.

An upcoming fundraising and membership drive is being planned. Full details 
will be forthcoming. We will again have a dinner/theater event July 24th at Meyer's 
Courtyard, as well as a theatre production July 25th at the Bott Community 
Center in Warsaw.  Other presentations for the public to enjoy are being discussed. 
We hope to attract new members and sponsors to make the museum financially 
sustainable. Additional member and volunteer support will enable us to increase 
the number of days and hours the museum is open.

Several members of the Committee visited the Museum of Osteopathic 
Medicine in Kirksville, Missouri. The staff was extremely helpful, sharing their 
methods of building exhibits inexpensively, effective ways of displaying artifacts, 
as well as collecting, storing, cataloguing, and preserving donations. They also 
explained how a museum’s layout and traffic pattern attracts and improves a 
visitor’s experience. Instructions about available grants, membership development 
and establishing foundations were also helpful. 

In the future, we hope to change our present floor plan to make our museum 
more visitor friendly. We look forward to building new walls, floor exhibits, and  
displays. These will be exciting and busy times. All 
of this will take time, money, and volunteers. 

Anyone who is interested serving on our 
Committee or volunteering is welcome. Contact 
Phil Tracy 309-255-1734, Kirk Brandenberger 
319-524-5599 or Ed Kiedaisch 310-520-8062.

What's Next for the MRP-100 Museum?
 by Phil Tracy

Pictured top to bottom: the America's 
First Great Dam Museum, located in 
the River City Mall; period costumes 
on display there; and the museum's 
gift shelves featuring anniversary 
t-shirts along with a complete 
selection of KCED's Heritage Puzzles.
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A Half-Solved Mystery

This photograph of two men standing in front of a biplane was taken by Herman 
Anschutz, one of Keokuk's best-known photographers, fairly early in the twentieth century.  
Because it is an Anschutz photograph, it is fairly safe to assume that he took it within 
a few miles of Keokuk.  The bit of pastureland where the biplane landed is otherwise 
unidentifiable.

But who are the two men?  For what occasion did they come to be standing in front of 
an airplane within just a few miles of Keokuk, Iowa?  The picture's owner, Barbara Beard 
(Houston, Texas) thinks that the man on the right is likely to be Willard Wolfenbarger, her 
mother's uncle, a pilot in both World War I and World War II.  Janet Hurt, Irv Lindner's 
daughter, thinks that Irv is the other, taller man on the left.  She recalls that her father first 
flew in an airplane when a barnstormer was passing through town and gave him a ride.  
"In the story Dad told me, he was a barnstormer from Missouri who flew around giving 
rides for gas.  Never heard a name—not sure Dad even knew it."

Perhaps both recollections are true, at least in part.  It is, in any event, a great picture, 
and the complete story behind it is undoubtedly a great story.  We wish we knew more.  
If there are further details you know, we hope you'll share them with everyone in a 
subsequent issue of the Confluence.

http://www.hy-vee.com
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Saturday, April 5th, Keokuk's traveling troubadour will 
return home to liven up the Grand Theatre as only he 

can.  Chuck Mitchell's newly crafted one-man show of songs 
and stories in the cabaret tradition will feature American music 
from Stephen Foster to Pete Seeger —as well as a few of his own 
creations thrown in for good measure.  There will be plenty of 
occasion for toe tapping, hand clapping and singing along so 
come prepared to join right in.  The show starts at 7:30 and is 
being sponsored by the Keokuk Cultural and Entertainment 
District.  Tickets are $12 in advance, $15 at the door, and $5 
with a student ID.  Advance tickets may be purchased in Keokuk 
at the Affiliates Office, HyVee, Keaslings, and Meister Music; 
Fort Madion at The Bookmark; Burlington at Burlingon by the 
Book; Hamilton at Samuels; Macomb at New Copperfield Books 
Service; or online with a $2 service charge at www.eventbrite.

On Saturday, May 24th, Keokuk will have its first-ever Power City USA Alley Cat Bike Rally, 
sponsored by its Cultural and Entertainment District Board.  First developed by bicycle 

messengers for an urban setting, it is a type of race where participants must be good at solving a 
variety of problems and completing a variety of tasks as well as possessing the ability to bicycle 
quickly from point A to point B.  For one thing, right up until the rally is about to start, they will only 
know where the rally begins and ends.  It is only in those last few minutes that they will learn where 
the intermediate checkpoints are.  Each participant must then figure out how to approach the race… 
deciding whether to take the time to plot a route before leaving the starting gate or plot their route 
as they ride, being sure not to miss any checkpoint and obeying all traffic laws and rules of the road.  
Furthermore, at each checkpoint participants will be given a challenge to complete before moving on 
to the next one.

Participants must each choose the class they will complete in.  The Sporting Class will be for 
serious riders, while the Leisure Class will be for more casual riders, for families or friends who wish 
to participate in small groups, and for those who may lack competitive bicycling experience.  Prizes 
have been donated to the CED to be awarded to the top competitors in each class.  There will also be 
small gifts for each participant.

The entry fee for this competition is $15.00 per rider, with most of this 
fee covering the cost of the t-shirt that each rider will be required to 
wear during the competition.  Each rider will also need to fill out and 
sign a registration form and waiver.  This is a "ride at your own risk" 
event.  Event organizers encourage all participants to have their 
own insurance. In addition, entry forms for participants under the 
age of eighteen must be signed by a parent or legal guardian, and 
participants under the age of fourteen must be accompanied by 
an adult.  All riders are required to wear a helmet.  

An optional pancake breakfast is being planned.  This 
inexpensive meal will be open to the public as well as 
participants and will be located near the rally's starting point.  
It will be served from 7:00 until 9:00 a.m.  Each intermediate 
checkpoint will offer water and a snack. 

For further information and for registration forms, please 
write to:  Alley Cat Bike Rally, 329 Main Street, Keokuk, IA 52632; phone: (319) 524-5056; 
email: downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net; or FAX: (319)524-5016.

Keokuk's First Power City USA Alley Cat Bike Rally

http://www.eventbrite.com
mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net


8

Beyond the Burp Cloth:
 Cloth Diapering in the Modern World

"Cloth diapers… people don’t actually USE these anymore, do they? “ 
The answer is YES! Cloth diapering has evolved into a practical way for 

parents to diaper their children in a very economical, environmentally-friendly 
way. These are not your grandma’s cloth diapers! Randi Maerz, of Keokuk 
(and mother of Owen, pictured on the right)  will be addressing this subject 
Tuesday, April 8 from 6:oo until 7:30 pm in the Round Room of the Keokuk 
Public Library.  Come to learn 
about a variety of the different 
diapering options available 
today as well as get hands-on 
experience with modern cloth 
diapers. We’ll talk about the 
economic, environmental, and 
health benefits of using cloth, 
as well as washing and care 
of your diapers. You will see, 
there is nothing cuter than a 
“fluffy bum”! 

Civil War Cessation

The Lee County Historical Society will be hosting a program 
on the Cessation of the Civil War Thursday, April 25th at the 

Miller House, located at 318 North 5th Street in Keokuk.  Civil  
War era finger foods and live entertainment will be provided, and 
Mr. and Mrs. Lincoln are expected to be in attendance—in town, 
of course, for the annual Civil War Reenactment set to take place 
that weekend.  Doors will open at 6:00 pm and admission is free to 
the public.  For more information, call (319) 520-7868 or email: 
mcghghya@gmail.com.  

Blues & BBQ

May 2nd, Rollin' on the River fans are encouraged to make 
their way to the west end of Hy-Vee's parking lot for great 

food and terrific tunes in support of Keokuk's "best festival by a 
dam site."  Things will kick off that evening at 5:00 with Carl Blake, 
owner of Rustik Rooster Farms, serving up Swabian Hall Pork 
sandwiches (check out www.rustikroosterfarms.com).  $5 will get 
you a sandwich and two side dishes.  A cash bar will offer beer and 
wine.  Then, from 7:00 until 10:00, the band Out on Bail will liven 
things up with their brand of Blues/Rock. Admission to the concert 
is $5.  In case of inclement weather, Blues & BBQ will relocate to 
the Lake Cooper Event Center.  Proceeds from this fundraiser will 
go towards ensuring that this 3rd weekend in August, the 16th and 17th, 
another amazing array of blues bands will be taking the stage at Victory Park. Be there! 

mailto:mcghghya@gmail.com
http://www.rustikroosterfarms.com


Keokuk's 8th Back Alley Band Fest is scheduled to take place on May 23rd in 
several garages and back alley locations, all within easy walking distance of 

each other.  For the past six years Deanne Enderle has planned and organized this 
event; for the first two years this was done by Carole Betts.  With each passing year, 
the Back Alley Band Fest has become a more firmly established Keokuk tradition.  
It takes place every year on the Friday before Memorial Day, the ideal time and 
event to get in the right mood for another memorable summer.

Although still in the planning stages, a number of musicians and bands have 
already said they are planning to perform at this year's Band Fest:

Silver Streak Band
Out on Bail
Justin Tuck
Noah McNally
Jesse Mazzoccoli
The PBJs (Nalani Proctor's new band)

 Others are still working out their spring schedules and will be letting us know 
soon whether or not they'll be taking part  Several venues are not yet set but will 
most likely be similar to those of earlier Band Fests. 

The success of each year's Band Fest is the result of several factors coming 
together.  First, there is the leadership provided by Carole in years one and two 
and, since then, by Deanne Enderle.  Each year they have been ably assisted by 
members of Keokuk's Cultural & Entertainment District Board, which sponsors 
the event.  More importantly, they have been able to recruit adaptable and talented 
musicians to perform at a variety of suitable neighborhood locations.  Indeed, 
both property owners and musicians who participate in this event have been 
extraordinarily generous with their time, their talent and their homes. 

The range of musical genres and possibilities is a significant part of what makes 
Keokuk's Back Alley Band Fest so much fun!  Every year there is always something 
for every musical taste.  The bands and musicians cover a broad range:  Classical, 
Big Band, Blue Grass, Indie Folk, Rock. Remember, the musicians perform solely 
for what audience members choose to give.  Attendees are encouraged to bring 
lawn chairs and cash for those all-important tips.  Maps and lists of entertainers 
will be available as the date draws nearer.

This Year's Back Alley Band Fest

Noah McNally (top) and Jesse Mazzoccoli (below) will once 
again be part of Back Alley Band Fest — this year scheduled 
for Friday, May 23rd.

9
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Main Street Keokuk, Inc.'s
 Summer Fun and Fundraiser

The Empire State Building, the 
Great White Way, Times Square, 

the Statue of Liberty, Fashion Week…
it’s New York!   The Grand Theatre, 
the South Lee County Court House, 
Grand Avenue, the Mississippi…it’s 
Keokuk!

A New York State of Mind will 
be the theme of Main Street Keokuk’s 
14th Annual Summer Fun and Fund 
Raiser on July 12th.   Each year, the 
annual upscale street event celebrates 
Keokuk’s diverse population by 
focusing on a country or a culture that 
is part of the fabric that is the Keokuk 
community.  Over the past 13 years, 
England, Germany, France, Italy, 
the Latino community and Keokuk’s 
roots have been celebrated.  “This 
year’s New York City theme is a celebration of that city’s and Keokuk’s 
culture… a melting pot.  In Keokuk, as in New York, variety is the spice 
of life,” said MSKI executive director, Joyce Glasscock.   “The food, 
the music, the traditions, the people… melt together creating its own 
recognizable culture that is New York and that is Keokuk.”

The 2014 Summer Fun and Fund Raiser will begin on the replicated 
streets of New York with street vendors, street performance artists, and 
a cacophony of sights and sounds that will put attendees in a New York 
state of mind.  

Transitioning into the upscale side of New York life, the evening will 
continue with a menu reminiscent of New York’s finest delicatessen 
cuisine, served to diners relaxing at linen-cloth tables, enjoying drinks and 
music.   

The evening will include Main Street’s signature voice auction of 
unique items, a silent auction and at least two unusual participatory 
games with prizes.  

This event has become known as the event not to miss.  Part of its 
reputation has been earned by the desserts served.   While not finalized, 
to tease your pallet this year’s dessert menu may include… apple tarts, 
cannoli, New York-style cheesecake and, of course, something chocolate.

Tables of eight (8), a dedicated waiter to serve your every need, two 
bottles of wine, special medallions, and a surprise or two are included in 
a $300 package.  Individual tickets are $30 each.  Tickets and reserved 
tables will go on sale May 1.  

To learn more about A New York State of Mind, to donate an auction 
item, or for more information on Main Street Keokuk, Inc., contact 
Glasscock at 319.524.5056 or email downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net. 

You'll find our complete calendar of events, 
— April-June —beginning on page 27

 

mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
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The Lake Cooper Event Center (former Keokuk Country 
Club) was the site for a new Keokuk event, Monet and 

Merlot. After enjoying a glass of merlot and a delicious buffet, 
participants took part in a basic painting workshop. Susie Messer, 
art instructor at Southeastern Community College, led the 
workshop with the help of Dayton Carroll, local artist and chef 
at HyVee. The painting that was reproduced was “San Giorgio 
Maggiore at Twilight.”

The event was cosponsored by the Volunteer Center of the 
Great River United Way and the Keokuk Art Center.  The evening 
was sold out and was deemed a great success. Plans are in the 
works for a similar event this summer. 

Monet and Merlot

The artistic juices flowed, as did the wine, the evening 
in February when Dayton Carroll and Susie Messer 
demonstrated painting techniques to an enthusiastic 
crowd of would-be Monets.  It was an event so well 
received, future ventures of a smiliar nature are 
definitely in the picture.

mailto:Nick.McGraw@keokukschools.org
http://www.keokuk.k12.ia.us
mailto:Josh.Hetzel@keokukschools.org
http://sites.google.com/site/keokukband
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KSCA welcomes first 2nd-generation ambassador
 by Rita Noe

 
Karston Cole, 14, and an eighth-grader at 

Keokuk Middle School, is following in 
his mother’s footsteps. Kate Pietscher Cole was 
an ambassador to Keokuk’s Sister City of Kai, 
Yamanashi, Japan in 1996.

This summer Karston will be part of a delegation 
of 11 students and two chaperones to visit Kai-shi 
with the Keokuk Sister Cities Association.

The Sister Cities program has been in existence 
since 1991, with this summer’s exchange being the 
21st between the two cities. Kate was with the first 
group to travel to Japan when she was in Keokuk 
Middle School.

For Karston, representing KSCA is an extension 
of his already under-the-belt experience of world 
travel. A couple of years ago, he went to Antarctica 
with his grandparents, Anne and Chuck Pietscher 
of Keokuk. “We stopped in several places in South 
America first, including Buenos Aries, Argentina, 
then sailed from the southernmost tip of South 
America to Antarctica,” he relates. “I got to stand 
within an arms length of seals and penguins.”

Karston’s a busy young man. He plays the 
trumpet and trombone with the KHS band and jazz band, continues piano lessons with 
Debbie Baum and plays the piano at United Methodist Church, and plays in the church 
bell choir. “I enjoy anything having to do with music,” he says. He is also a longtime Boy 
Scout, joining Troop 43 after the family moved to Keokuk from Lake Mills, Iowa. At 14, 
he has already achieved Life Scout status, the final step before becoming an Eagle Scout.

Although Karston quietly admits that school doesn’t get him too excited, he loves 
history and is an avid reader of the subject, especially major war eras.

Karston’s mother graduated from Keokuk High School then received her B.A. in 
Psychology from Western Illinois University, as well as a Specialist degree in School 
Psychology. She and her husband Brett both worked in the Lake Mills School District 
for seven years, before deciding to move back to Keokuk to be close to family. Brett is 
currently a Special Education teacher in the Van Buren IA school district, and Kate is a 
psychologist for the Great Prairie Area Education Association based in Mt. Pleasant.

Karston has two younger sisters, Emma, 6, and Abby, 4-1/2 (she celebrated her half-
birthday on Feb. 4).

“I’m really excited about him going to Japan,” says Kate. “My parents have their 
bedroom decorated in a Japanese theme, and he’s seen all the things both Laurie (Kate’s 
sister) and I brought home from Japan, even the drink cans I brought home!” The Pietschers 
have hosted several students from Kai-shi as well, who brought them many gifts.

That family history, however, was not the biggest influence on Karston deciding to 
apply. “My friend, Orion Mills, went to Japan two years ago, and is going again this year. 
He’s told me so many things about it that it sounded intriguing,” Karston says.

Kate admits that she’s a little bit apprehensive about sending Karston to a place 
where the driving is crazy (traffic travels the left lane in Japan), and I know from my own 
experience that he will be well taken care of…But!”

Welcome aboard, Karston Cole, Keokuk’s first second-generation KSCA ambassador! 

Kate Pietscher Cole tells her son Karston how to use one 
of her Japanese souvenirs, a bamboo earpick, ubiquitous 
throughout Japan. “Really, Mom?”

Whimsical carvings 
usually adorn the far 
end of the earpick, 
especially those 
given to children. For 
adults, it’s serious 
business, from 
traditional lacquer-
decorated to gold-
plated ones. 



The Lost Treasures of the Estes House
 by Tom Gardner
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In 1928 the Estes House had been the dominant building on Keokuk's Main Street for 
over seventy years.  At 150 by 140 feet and five stories high (that's on Main Street; 

it was six stories high on the somewhat lower alley behind it), the Estes House clearly 
dominated the downtown district.  Its construction of stone and brick, as well as its $187,000 
cost, gave it the appearance of luxury and convenience.

Unfortunately, it was built at exactly the wrong time.  Before it was completed in 1857, a 
financial panic swept through what was then considered the West but would today be called 
the Midwest.  This panic, or "business revulsion," was the result of a bubble in western land 
prices, and it hit Keokuk especially hard, with some real estate parcels taking several decades 
to recover the prices they had sold for at the time the Estes House was first proposed.

Furthermore, what was considered luxurious in the 1850s soon came to be seen as 
inadequate in the years after the Civil War.  The Estes House's most notable deficiency was 
that it was constructed without even the provision for indoor plumbing.  All water had to be 
carried up as many as five flights of stairs to be used for bathing, shaving or drinking.  The 
courtyard in the middle of this 200+ room hotel contained one of the seven wonders of the 
American West:  a five-story, cone-shaped outhouse, a marvel of mid-nineteenth century 
engineering that ran all the hotel’s waste out to a sewer on Morgan Street and then into the 
Mississippi River. Flushing out this system was accomplished through a combination of 
used water that had been carried up to guests and rainwater from the roof, all of which was 
directed to the central outhouse.  It was not a system that worked very well after a prolonged 
dry spell.

And of course it did not have to.  With the exception of its mostly first-floor retail 
establishments, the Estes House sat empty, not quite completed, from the time its 
cornerstone was laid on June 29, 1857, until it was converted into the largest of  Keokuk's 
five Civil War hospitals just after the Battle of Shiloh in the Spring of 1862. By the time 
300 wounded soldiers arrived in 
Keokuk from Pittsburg Landing in 
Tennessee, 179 rooms had been fitted 
out for hospital use.  Doctors from 
Keokuk's medical colleges attended 
to these wounded and ill soldiers, and 
they were nursed by the women of 
Keokuk, who also provided a lot of 
the hospital's supplies during the first 
few months of operation.

One of these women, Annie 
Wittenmyer, also made sure that sick 
and wounded soldiers were given 
suitable food instead of the beans and 
bacon which was then standard army 
fare.  Eventually, she went to the front 
as a field nurse and saw her plan for 
"diet kitchens" spread throughout 
the entire Union Army's hospital 
system.  Farmers living near Keokuk 
donated 108 wagonloads of wood 
during the winter of 1862-63, as well 
as uncounted quantities of fresh produce during the first year that Keokuk's hospitals were 
in operation.  Many Keokuk families slept chilled throughout that 1862-63 winter, having 
donated most of their blankets for the use of hospitalized soldiers.

Continued on Page 14
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After the war, Annie Wittenmyer went on to 
establish homes for the children of deceased soldiers 
in Davenport, Cedar Falls and Glenwood.  She 
also wrote several books and became a leader in the 
Women's Christian Temperance Union.  After the 
war, the Estes House continued to be the location 
of several retail establishments, as well as a Federal 
Court, the offices of several attorneys (including 
the office of William W. Belknap, one of Keokuk's 
Civil War generals) and Baylies Mercantile College.  
With the exception of just a few rooms, the Estes 
House was not much used as a hotel until the 1890s.  
However, in 1894 half of the upper floors were being 
used as a "strictly first-class hotel with elevator and all 
modern conveniences."  Those modern conveniences 
included new furnishings and hot and cold running 
water.  The rest of the rooms on the upper floors 
were used for a few years as a sanitarium for the 
treatment of "chronic and surgical cases," including 
the treatment (and cure) of cancer and hemorrhoids.

The part of the building that was used as a hotel 
was called, at first, the Illiamo Hotel, and then, with 
changes of management, the Hotel Hawkeye and 
finally the Hotel Estes.  It was a new owner in 1928 
who decided to tear the venerable old building down 
and replace it with a two-story building.  And it was 
at this point that the treasures of the Estes House 
were lost—or found and then lost again.

The first of the treasures lost would have to be 
a detailed painting of the notorious Andersonville 
Prison in Georgia.  It occupied an entire wall of the 
G.A.R. hall that was located in the Estes House.  Its 
prominence may be due to more than the fact that 
soldiers from Keokuk had been imprisoned there.  
An attorney by the name of William S. Winder had 
moved to Keokuk from Maryland in the years before 
the real estate market crashed.  At the outbreak 
of hostilities in 1861 he went back home, leaving 
behind his law books and some other personal 
goods.  Back home he was commissioned a captain 
in the Confederate Army and was given the task of 
selecting a site for the Andersonville Prison by his 
father, General John H. Winder, the Confederate 

general who was in charge of all Confederate prisoner-of-war camps or prisons east of the 
Mississippi River.

General Winder next appointed Captain Henry Wirz to be in charge of Camp Sumter, 
the actual name of the prisoner-of-war camp near Andersonville, Georgia.  Wirz was hanged 
after the war for his mistreatment of prisoners.  General Winder died in February of 1865 of 
a heart attack.  Captain Winder's Keokuk property was confiscated and then later sold.  He 
shot and killed himself almost exactly forty years after his father's death, at his Maryland 
home.  He was 71, had never married, was nearly blind and suffered from insomnia.

A second treasure was found in the walls of the Estes House as it was being torn down.  
It was a pocketbook containing $50 in well-worn U.S. notes—so worn that some doubted if 
it would be possible to turn them in for newer notes.  No record was kept of who found or 
who got to keep this money.

Continued from Page 13

Advertising for Baylies' Commercial College always 
depicted the Estes House in a way that created the 
impression that the entire building was the location of 
the college, rather than just a few rooms on the second 
floor.  This ad appeared in the 1866 Keokuk Directory.

Continued on Page 15 14
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Then more money was found as the hotel’s demolition continued:  three $1000 notes, a 
source of some curiosity, for the notes were not U.S. currency.  Some later speculation was 
that these notes may have been issued 
by the State of Iowa or even by the 
City of Keokuk, both of which did 
issue paper money in the years before 
the Civil War.  However, neither 
Iowa nor Keokuk issued notes of a 
higher denomination than $10.  It 
turns out that the best solution to this 
minor mystery was much closer to 
home.  Baylies Mercantile College 
also issued notes, worthless at the 
time but useful in teaching business 
practices to its students.  Of course, a 
$1000 bill would not have been very 
useful in this context, but $1000 bills 
were nonetheless printed to be used 
as a part of the packet that was sent to 
prospective students.

In August of 1928, as the 
demolition got down to ground 
level, anticipation grew about the remaining treasure of the Estes House:  the contents of 
the cornerstone.  It was known to contain a bottle of Catawba wine, copies of three city 
newspapers, a one dollar bill of City of Keokuk scrip, an 1857 one cent coin, an 1854 three 
cent piece, an 1857 quarter, a copy of Mayor Hawkins inaugural speech and a list of the 
premiums of the Lee County Fair.  Gathered together for the opening of the cornerstone 
was nearly every Keokuk dignitary, 
including C.S. Abell, James S. 
Burrows, Dale E. Carrell, Dr. F.M. 
Fuller, W.E. Holmes, Ed. S. Lofton, 
C.T. Miller, Judge John M Rankin 
and J.W. Winger.  Imagine their 
dismay upon discovering that the 
cornerstone had been looted!  The 
wine had been drunk and the rest of 
the treasure was missing.

Within hours two men had 
been taken into custody.  (Could 
it have been wine on their breath 
that gave them away?)  However, 
both men denied their participation 
and no evidence could be found to 
back up the charges against them, 
so they had to be set free.  The 
contents of the cornerstone were 
never recovered.

However, the cornerstone itself 
was preserved.  It now sits in a bronze and glass case at Keokuk's National Cemetery.  You 
can—and should—visit it there, for it is there that you will find the true treasure of the Estes 
House.  It is represented by the rows and rows of headstones, marking the place of final rest 
for those who died of their wounds or their illness in the Estes House Hospital, alongside those 
who survived their hospital stay but were brought back to this National Cemetery when they 
died, so that they might be laid to rest alongside their comrades-in-arms. 
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This is undoubtedly an example of the same piece of paper money 
as the three one thousand dollar bills that were found when the 
Estes House was torn down in 1928. 

Continued from Page 14
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The Keokuk Junction Railway is a wholly owned subsidiary of Pioneer Railcorp. The 
Keokuk Junction provides industrial switching service in Keokuk, and line-haul service 

between Keokuk and the Peoria area. It operates 147 miles of track, most of it formerly 
owned by the Toledo, Peoria & Western. 

The “KJ” began operating in Keokuk in 1981 by assuming switching operations of the 
Rock Island Lines when that carrier was liquidated. From Keokuk it extended its ownership 
and operations to La Harpe and Lomax, Illinois, with trackage rights to Fort Madison 
over the former Santa Fe. In 2005 it acquired the rest of the TP&W’s former “West End,” 
gaining access to the Peoria area and its connecting railroads, most importantly the Norfolk 
Southern. Interchange in Keokuk is with BNSF Railway.

The railroad’s principal commodity traffic, originating mostly in Keokuk, consists of 
corn processing products (syrup, screenings, etc.) and railroad freight car wheels. Switching 
activity in Keokuk occurs according to industrial needs. A normal line-haul operating pattern 
from Keokuk is to leave in mid-morning, exchange trains at Good Hope, Illinois with a train 
originating in the Peoria area, and return later in the day. This operation typically occurs 
three or four times a week. In 2013 the pattern was interrupted by the collapse of the bridge 
over the Spoon River at Seville, Illinois, but bridge replacement is expected to restore the 
Peoria connection in the near future.

While Keokuk Junction trains average around 20 cars (mainly covered hoppers and 
tanks), on occasion train length may reach 50 cars. The railroad pays a per-car charge to use 
the Mississippi River Bridge, owned by the City of Keokuk. Operational headquarters are in 
Keokuk. The railroad’s shop, where locomotives are maintained, is a recently erected facility 
at La Harpe. The carrier’s reporting marks, used for interline routing, are “KJRY.”

The “KJ” operates a “Santa Train” each December from Mapleton (its Peoria area 
operational base) as far west as Cuba, Illinois. Power out of Peoria is supplied by the 
railroad’s General Motors (Electro-Motive Division) “F” units, a streamlined type of diesel 
model of which it owns a three-unit set. The Keokuk Junction is the only carrier regularly 
using these once-common diesels, which are a draw for railroad fans and photographers 
across the Midwest.

Keokuk Junction Railway Serves Local Industry
 by Richard Leonard
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  Continued on Page 17
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KJRY units 2053 and 2018 approach County Road 1000E near 
Hamilton with an eastbound train, after climbing the grade along 
Railroad Creek.   
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Pioneer Railcorp (reporting marks 
“PREX”) was founded in 1986 and added 
the Keokuk Junction to its railroad family in 
1996. Acquisition of the KJRY gave Pioneer 
ownership of the Keokuk Union Depot, which 
the “KJ” had acquired by purchasing the shares 
of the Keokuk Union Depot Company. In 2011 
Pioneer Railcorp conveyed the Depot to the City 
of Keokuk, also leasing to the City the adjacent 
land for a 99-year period.

The mission of Pioneer Railcorp is to 
acquire, develop, and run short-line railroads 
and industrial switching operations in North 
America under a centralized management 
and support system. Pioneer owns some 25 
short-line railroads, plus 
a railroad equipment 
company and repair 
services. Corporate 
headquarters are in 
Peoria. Common stock is 
publicly traded under the 
symbol “PRRR.” Michael 
Carr is President and 
CEO; General Manager 
of the KJRY in Keokuk is 
Paul Rudd.

Continued from Page 16

KJRY units 2053 and 2018 approach Keokuk over the 
city-owned Mississippi River Bridge.   

These General Motors (Electro-Motive Division) “F” units are in regular 
service on the KJRY. Almost the last of their kind to operate, they draw 
railroad fans from around the Midwest. They haul the railroad’s annual 
“Santa Train” during the Christmas season.  

This shop at La Harpe, Illinois 
added to KJRY's facilities when it 
was constructed in 2008.  It handles 
locomotive maintenance, repairs, 
and painting. 
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DEPOT MEMORIES
 A Gathering of Memories of Keokuk's Union Depot
 compiled by Tom Gardner

First Train Ride

I was a five year old kindergarten 
student at Washington Central 

school, recently engaged to the cutest 
boy in our class.  He had proposed, 
more of a statement actually, to marry 
me when we grew up.

Then disaster!  He announced 
that he and his family were moving 
to Fort Madison.  Not many days 
after this announcement, he was 
gone.  Everyone was sad.  However, 
a few weeks after that, our teacher 
announced that we were all going 
to take a train ride from the Keokuk 
depot to the Fort Madison depot and then back to the Keokuk depot, all in the same day.  
Our teacher had also arranged for our former classmate to meet us in Fort Madison.

I remember the Keokuk depot had very large windows and a very high ceiling.  Being in 
it, I knew we were doing something important.  We boarded the train rather quickly, and I 
found a seat next to Janet.  Everyone was so excited to ride the train, especially me.  I was 
looking forward to seeing my betrothed!

The train ride as we were coming into Montrose turned a little bit scary when, for a 
while, we had water on both sides of the train.  What if the train fell over on its side?  I didn't 
know how to swim.

Everyone in the class enjoyed the visit with our friend, and I got to see the cutest boy 
again for the last time.  I was a little sad on the return trip to Keokuk, realizing that the 
engagement was off.  I was glad when the train arrived back at the Keokuk depot.  It was 
truly a day to remember!  Now if I could only remember that cutest boy's name.

       — Laura Nye 

The Runaway Hopper Car

Mr. Courtney recalled that one day, while at work in the depot office, he heard an 
unusual clickety-clack on the tracks. Looking out, he saw that a single hopper car 

was coasting southward toward the yard, evidently a runaway. Knowing that the car could 
continue downriver and endanger any rail traffic on the main line, he called the CB&Q 
yardmaster to send out a locomotive quickly to catch the car.

 Meanwhile, however, a section foreman and a laborer got into the foreman’s pickup and 
sped after the car. The laborer, trying to catch the car, stumbled and lost his glasses, but 
managed to climb onto the ladder. He had to go over the side of the car and get to the other 
end, where the brake wheel was located, but was able to stop the car.

It turned out that a Toledo, Peoria & Western track crew had been dumping gravel on 
the grade along Railroad Creek, across the river in Hamilton. The car had gotten away 
from them and rolled through several highway crossings in Hamilton. It then crossed the 
Mississippi River bridge which, at the time was normally lined for railroad traffic—happily 
it was not open with a barge passing through the lock! The car then made the curve off the 
bridge, jumped the switch, and continued past the depot.

The TP&W paid for the laborer’s new pair of glasses.

    — Keith Courtney, the last CB&Q agent-operator and 
    depot superintendent, as told to Richard Leonard
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Continued from Page 18

Zephyr & Doodle Bug Trips

I remember as a little girl back in the late 1940's, taking 
the Zephyr from Keokuk to Dearborn Street Station 

in Chicago.  Just before the trip I had fallen over in my 
little rocking chair and gotten a big black eye.  My mother 
said she got a lot of stares from the other passengers.

I also took the "Doodle-Bug" with my Aunt Mary to 
visit family in Centerville, Iowa.  I remember it as being 
a small train, kind of like the "Little Engine That Could."  
Why it went to Centerville, I couldn't say.

      
              — Julie (Fallon) O'Connor

A Bigger World Starts at the Depot 

It was back in the mid-1950's when I got to take 
my first train ride.  I was all of seven years old, and 

Keokuk not only seemed to me to be a bigger town back 
then, it actually was much bigger.  My mother and I were 
taking the train from Keokuk to San Bernardino, California, 
where my much older sister Velva would meet us, and then 
we would drive east quite a ways, looping around the San 
Bernardino National Forest until we got to the community 
of Twenty-nine Palms where Velva lived with her husband 
and two children.

This entire trip was a huge adventure for me, giving me 
my earliest sense of just how big the world is.  It started at 
the Keokuk Union Depot, with its high ceiling and nearly 
two dozen people waiting inside on benches.  Outside I 
could see row after row of tracks, with lots of movement, 
both workers and freight trains.  Then our train came in, 
a sleek beauty, all chrome and what I guess you'd call Art 
Deco design features.  So my mother and I got on board, 
off to see the world and my big sister at the end of it.

We took the train that year because my dad couldn't 
leave until later.  He must have joined up with us about 
a week after we got to California, and then, after another 
week or so, my mom and I rode back with him in our car, 
which he had driven out.  We visited Velva several times 
more in the 1950s, but always just by car.  This has made 
that first train ride—and my first visit to the Keokuk 
Depot—seem even more special in my memory.

 
         

   — Mick Starr

Continued on Page 20



Herman the Cockroach

In the days after the demise of passenger service in Keokuk (after 1967), when the 
public no longer used the depot, Mr. Courtney and other workers would eat their lunch 

at a table in the waiting room. The Purity Oats Company was located a block upriver from 
the depot, and the neighborhood was infested with cockroaches. A roach used to come out of 
hiding in the depot during lunch. Courtney and his friends named it “Herman” and would 
feed it crumbs. One day a worker visiting from another location entered the depot. Spying 
the roach, he exclaimed, “Well, look there!” and—smash! That was the end of Herman.

   — Keith Courtney, the last CB&Q agent-operator and 
   depot superintendent, as told to Richard Leonard

My Own Best Depot Memory

We moved to Keokuk in the late 1970's, about a dozen years after passenger service 
at the Keokuk Union Depot ended.  When our daughter Helen was little, I would 

take her to visit "the stuck boat," her name for the George M. Verity.  The depot was off 
in the distance, and Helen would ring the bell from the Verity's pilothouse hoping for an 
answering ding or toot from an engine parked over by the depot.  That answer never came, 
and the depot itself sat there empty and unused.

About the time Helen was in high school it was possible to visit the depot for ice cream, 
which we did on a couple of occasions, admiring the woodwork and the high vaulted ceiling 
when we did.  Then, all too quickly, or so it seemed, Helen was off to college and graduate 
school and marriage and a career—and then 
the birth of our grandson William, a boy who, 
from the age of two on, has loved trains.

Helen, her husband Chris, and William 
came to visit us last summer during the 
celebration of the Keokuk Dam's 100th 
anniversary.  It was a big, wonderful party, with 
lots to see and do.  On one very special day we 
all got to tour the powerhouse and ride across 
the dam on a trolley, which William thought 
was extra special because we also got to ride 
across the bridge on a big bus to catch our 
trolley ride.

After riding the bus back to Keokuk, we 
decided to conclude the day with a visit to the 
depot, both for a refreshment and to see how 
the restoration was coming along.  And there, 
in the depot, William got to see a finer toy than 
he ever knew existed:  a model electric train, 
circling around on a track layout that straddled 
several tables.  He walked over to this layout 
cautiously, his eyes wide.  Then he stood there 
and just watched that model train going around and around for the next fifteen or twenty 
minutes, completely absorbed by every nuance of its movement.  I stood beside him, but I 
must admit I was more interested in watching my grandson than I was the train.

       — Tom Gardner
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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...
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Water Power Series #2, # 3 and #4, and the Chief Keokuk & Son Puzzle 

          Commissioned 
               by the Keokuk 
          Cultural and 
            Entertainment 
        District

Special
Edition 
Puzzles

$125

Passed Times and 
   Pastimes Editions

                      $75

Keokuk Street Fair, 
  Keokuk Main Street,
    and Keokuk Union Depot
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Awakening
 by Anna Zetterlund - KHS class of 2014

Your hand reaches for me.
Your touch breaks the cocoon of glass.
I am free

Your eyes pierce through.
You instantly dispel every lie I have ever told.
The walls I have put up to guard my heart fall as I sit under your gaze.
The steady persistence with which you look at me takes my breath away.

I have nowhere to run.
I feel trapped.
I cannot bring myself to run from you though, and all I want to do is stare into your complex eyes.
You’re closing in on me. With every step you get closer to my secrets. 
I am increasingly vulnerable with every move you make.
Directly in front of me now, I have no place to hide.
I flinch as you lift your hand towards me.

Your hand reaches for me.
Your touch breaks the cocoon of glass.
I am free

It’s as if I can breathe for the first time.
I thought you were here to expose my weaknesses, to display my failures, 
 but you’ve wiped them away.
I gasp as air rushes in.
Lungs expand to full capacity.
Eyes widen.
Back arches in an attempt to suck in more air.
Breath.
Life.

What is this world?
I’ve only known heaviness, sorrow, secrets.
I was drowning.
Now I’m breathing, and I can’t get enough.
I am alive
Exhilarating.
I look around me.
I see life where I had only seen darkness before.
Children laugh around me.
Little creatures scurry across the grass.
The sun’s warm rays illuminate my skin.

A strange noise escapes my lips, a cross between a gasp and a laugh. 
My hand comes up to catch the sound, but it’s already dissipated into the wind.
My fingers rest delicately against my cheek.

You lean into me now and whisper in my ear
“Welcome to life, my dear. Isn’t it-”
“Beautiful” the word drifts from within me.
“Life is beautiful.”
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Music Is Key
     by Konner Bryant - KHS class of  2014

Music is key
It sets us free

Through its rhymes
And Melodies

Memories found
Worlds escaped

Happiness discovered
Thoughts abate

We laugh
We cry

We dance
We sing

In the end
Music is everything

A journey
Filled with hope

Konner Bryant sang and danced this year, 
along with 50 of his classmates, as part of Purple 
Harmony, Keokuk High School's Varsity Show 
Choir. During the 2013-2014 season, under the 
direction of Nick McGraw, they received straight 
Division I ratings at State and, at three of the 
four invitationals in which they competed, were 
selected Grand Champions.  Best Band; Best 
Choreography; Best Female Soloist; Best Vocals... 
Their list of accomplishments goes on and on.  
They defined themselves this year by creating 
the following vision statement:  "All our team in 
every second, with all we've got in every minute, 
making every hour unforgettable.  One PHAMILY 
for a lifetime.  Our time is now."  They were true 
to their word and their vision came true.  It's been 
an unforgettable year  — filled with wonderful 
memories sure to last a lifetime.

http://www.cramerrealestate.com
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Self-Reflection
 by Gwendolyn Schultz - KHS class of 2014

  
A valley of weeds and flowers
Where everything is sad.
The blood red rose still blows in the wind,
Accepting its torturous mistakes.
The brown, angry grains of wheat
Are constantly searching for reds and pinks.

The black sheep tends to do and say things irrationally,
Trying to cover up who she really is…
The “odd ball”.
Deep down inside she’s really lonely.
And her attempt at perfection,
Could ultimately be her downfall.

She’s a blooming flower just waiting to be discovered.
Full of various abilities and knowledge,
Like a deck of cards.
Friends and family see.
New opportunities, great potential.
Her cries for joy weren’t artificial.

A monster that comes in the night.
It leaves one feeling as plain as water.
It can eat them alive,
Making them feel hollow.
It’s the past. Let it go.

You’re perfect.
Be carefree in the moment.
Happiness is the most important.
Admit it or not,
You know the answers.

Like a misty fog.
My eyes are covered,
But no one will stop me.
I’m going to be myself.
No matter what,
I’m happy.

SCB
Trust services

511 Blondeau Street • Keokuk, IA  52632 
319-526-3862

Generations of Customer Care...
A History of Strong Performance

No bank guarantee
May lose value

NOT
FDIC
INSURED

Sweet Dreams
 by Madeline Berner - KHS class of 2016

  
She stared at the birds’ flapping wings above her.  
How she wished she could soar high in the sky like them.
The beautiful birds were so free.
She was trapped, locked down to the ground by gravity and heartache.
How she yearned to discard all of the baggage that clung to her
like infants clutching their favorite teddy bear.
How she begged every passing star to grant her a miracle.
Not today, she imagined them saying.
Not today, but someday.
And her wish was finally granted.
She flew among the birds and touched the stars,
if only in her dreams.
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Roosevelt's Dip
 by Tom Gardner

For Tom, with the hope that he will want to share this story 
by reading it aloud to someone special.

 I.
    

O ne of my earliest childhood memories of my father is watching him play solitaire.  He 
always played the same version of the game I later learned is called Klondike.  His 

long, agile fingers held the cards with great assurance as he swiftly and unerringly laid out 
the seven unequal piles, each pile squared by the precise way he set each card down.  After 
only a glance, he would begin to work the tableau and, with luck, also begin building his 
four foundations.  He always seemed to sigh just as he began turning over three cards at a 
time from the draw pile in his hand and then setting them down in the discard pile.

And then, every so often, he would peek at a card turned face down—or, less often, he 
would even look through one pile or another for a card he needed, and then play it.  I was 
bewildered, shocked even, as he had been the one who, not that long before, had taught me 
the game.  "Papa," I said, "are you allowed to do that?"  He looked at me, grinned, and said, 
"Son, solitaire teaches you two great truths about life:  First, no matter what you do, most 
of the time you lose and, second, you'll lose a little less often if you look where you're not 
supposed to look."

This pessimistic philosophy I roundly rejected then and even more so in the years 
to come as my father's trips kept him away from home for longer and longer intervals, 
with fewer letters coming to my mother when he was away.  The last time we heard from 
him was nearly a decade ago, when the United States declared war on Spain in the days 
following the explosion that blew up the Maine.  My father wrote to say that he was on his 
way to Florida where a number of camps had been set up to train the soldiers who would 
free Cuba from Spanish rule.  No, he had no intention of enlisting.  He was a professional 
gambler, and he saw opportunity in getting up a poker game with naive, idealistic young 
men fresh off the farms and out of the villages of America.

And so, it was not my father I chose to model myself on, nor was it his career that I chose 
to make my own.  Instead, it was my mother who taught me all the tricks of her profession, 
and after working with her for several 
years, her profession became my own.  
Even though she currently resides at the 
women's prison at Joliet, I would still 
maintain that she is one of the very best 
pickpockets ever to work the streets and 
public buildings of the Midwest.  And I 
am another, nearly her equal.

Of course, I have had to adapt her 
considerable skills to my circumstances.  
She is, even today, a woman of 
extraordinary presence and beauty, the 
sort of woman who attracts considerable 
attention wherever she goes.  She 
uses this to her advantage, for it is not 
her hands that men look at.  I am, by 
contrast, a very ordinary looking young 
man, of average height and weight, 
with no physical features to distinguish 
me from other men.  When we worked 
together, it was as though we were 
skilled and graceful dancers, my mother the cynosure of all eyes while I relieved the more 
prosperous of their wallets, jewelry and watches.

http://www.ksbbank.com


Keokuk Cultural & 
  Entertainment 
    District 

Dining in the District

• First Wok - 300 Main St.
• Harrington’s Restaurant -
• Los Tapatios - 706 Main St.
 18 S. 5th St.
• Lumpy’s Tap & Grill -
 820 Main St.
• The Cellar - 29 S. 2nd 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 • Plaza Cinemas
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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.
• 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 26



April
  1-30  • Paintings and Pottery by Mark McWhorter, Keokuk Art Center Exhibit,
    Round Room, Keokuk Library
        1  • Martha Speaks Read-Aloud Book Club, A book club for children ages 4-8,
   Tuesdays, April 1, 15 & 29, 6 - 7 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
        2  • Wednesday Children's Story Hour,  April 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30, 10 - 11 am, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, April 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30, 2:30 - 4 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        • Dishing About Books discusses The BigRead: Love Medicine by Louise 
   Erdich, 7:30 - 8:30 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library
  • Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 8 - 10 pm,
    Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park
        3  • Thursday Children's Story Hour, April 3, 10, 17 & 24,
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
       • Italian Cooking ala carte: Menu 1, a CBIZ course,
   6 - 8 pm, SCC, to register call (319) 208-5375
        4  • Knitting and Needlework Group, April 4, 11 & 25, 
   1 - 3:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
        5  • An Evening with Chuck Mitchell, 7:30 pm, 
   Grand Theatre, sponsored by KCED
        7  • Game On, Monday after school games, April 7, 14, 
   21 & 28, 3:30 - 5 pm, Children's Area, Keokuk Library 
        8  • Beyond the Burp Cloth: Cloth Diapering in the Modern World, 6 - 7:30, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library 
      10  • 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
       • Italian Cooking ala carte: Menu 2, a CBIZ course, 6 - 8 pm, SCC, 
   to register call (319) 208-5375
  • Kardiac Kapers - Shaken with a Twist of Sublime, 7 pm, Grand Theatre
   sponsored by the Keokuk Area Hospital Auxiliary
      11  • Kardiac Kapers - Shaken with a Twist of Sublime, 7 pm, Grand Theatre
      12  • Kardiac Kapers - Shaken with a Twist of Sublime, 7 pm, Grand Theatre
      15  • Tri-State Quilter's Guild meeting, 7 pm,  Art Center, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library – Scavenger Hunt
      17 • Italian Cooking ala carte: Menu 3, a CBIZ course, 6 - 8 pm, SCC, 
   to register call (319) 208-5375
      18  • Rent, 7 pm, Grand Theatre, presented by Southeastern Community College
      19  • Spring Knitting Retreat, a CBIZ course, 9 am - 5 pm, the Eagles' Nest, 
   to register call (319) 208-5375 
        • Mississippi Rat Pak Car Club Cruise, call (319) 520-5133 
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      19  • Rent, 7 pm, Grand Theatre, presented by SCC
  • An Intimate Night with Kip Winger, 9 pm, L-Treyns, 
   1108 Main Street
      24  • Open Computer Lab, 5:30 - 7:30 pm, ICN Room, Library
  • Civil War Cessation, 6 pm, The Miller House - 318 N. 5th St.,  
   sponsored by the Lee County Historical Society
       • Italian Cooking ala carte: Menu 4, a CBIZ course, 6 - 8 pm, 
   SCC, to register call (319) 208-5375
      25  • Dream Catcher Crafts,  3 - 5 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library, all ages welcome    
  • Geo. M.  Verity Museum Opens, Fridays - Sundays, 9 am - 5 pm
      26  • Raeann Dance Competition, 9 am - 2 pm, Grand Theatre
     • 27th Annual Civil War Reenactment, all day
   www.keokukiowatourism.org/civilwar     
      27  • 27th Annual Civil War Reenactment, all day

May
   1-31  • Keokuk Art Center's Annual Exhibition, Round Room,
    Keokuk Library       
        1  • Thursday Children's Story Hour, May 1, 8, 15, 22 & 29, 
   10 - 11 am, Keokuk Library 
       • Italian Cooking ala carte: Menu 5, a CBIZ course, 6 - 8 pm, 
   SCC, to register call (319) 208-5375
        2  • Knitting and Needlework Group, May 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30,  
   1 - 3:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Blues & BBQ, Rollin' on the River Fundraiser, 5 pm, 
   Out on Bail performs 7 - 10 pm, Hy-Vee Parking Lot  
  • An Evening with Dailey and Vincent, 8 pm, Grand Theatre, 
   sponsored by Keokuk Convention and Tourism
        4  • Keokuk Art Center's Exhibition Reception, 2 - 5 pm,
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
        5  • Game On, Monday after school games, May 5, 12 & 19, 
   3:30 - 5 pm, Children's Area, Keokuk Library
        6  • Martha Speaks Read-Aloud Book Club, A book club for 
   children ages 4-8, Tuesdays, May 6, 13 & 20, 6 - 7 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
        7  • Wednesday Children's Story Hour,  May 7, 14, 21 & 28, 
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie,  May 7, 14, 21 & 28, 
   2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        • Dishing About Books, selection TBA, 7:30 - 8:30 pm, 
   Lower Level, Keokuk Library
  • Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant  
        8  • 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
        9  • South Pacific, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre, presented by Great River Players
      10  • South Pacific, 2 & 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre, presented by 
   Great River Players
      11  • South Pacific, 2 pm, Grand Theatre, presented by Great River Players
      13 • KHS Spring Band and Choir Concert,  7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
      15  • Louisiana Cooking ala carte: Menu 1, a CBIZ course, 6 - 8 pm, SCC, 
   to register call (319) 208-5375
      17  • Farmers' Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Top Hatter's Dance Recital, 1 - 3 pm & 6 - 8 pm, Grand Theatre
  • Mississippi Rat Pak Car Club Cruise, for information call (319) 520-5133
      18  • The Culver Stockton Orchestra, 2 pm, Grand Theatre, presented by the Keokuk Concert Association  
      20  • Tri-State Quilter's Guild meeting, 7 pm, Art Center, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library – Preview of triangle techniques or bobbin work workshop
      22  • Louisiana Cooking ala carte: Menu 2, a CBIZ cours   e, 6 - 8 pm, SCC, to register call (319) 208-5375        
      23  • Back Alley Band Fest, 6 pm, Various enues in "The District"
  • Geo. M.  Verity Museum opens daily through Labor Day, 9 am - 5 pm
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      24  • Farmers' Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
     • Raeann's Dance Recital, time TBA, Grand Theatre
        • Alley Cat Bike Rally, various downtown routes  
        • The Fading Point - a Cappella music, 7 - 8:30 pm, Rand 
   Park Pavilion, sponsored by the Pavilion Commission
      29  • Open Computer Lab, 5:30- 7:30 pm, ICN Room, Library
      31  • Farmers' Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
        • Christian Rock Concert, noon - 11 pm, Rand Park 
   Pavilion, sponsored by 1st Baptist Church 

June
  1-30  • Photographs by the Canton Camera Club,  Keokuk Art Center Exhibit, Round Room, Keokuk Library      
        1  • Kevin Kull and Friends Concert, 2 pm, Grand Theatre
        4  • Dishing About Books, selection to be decided, 7:30 - 8:30 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library
  • Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant
        5  • Louisiana Cooking ala carte: Menu 3, a CBIZ course, 6 - 8 pm, SCC, to register call (319) 208-5375
        6  • Knitting and Needlework Group, June 6, 13, 20 & 27, 1 - 3:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
        7  • Farmers' Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
         • Glenda's Dance Recital, 6 - 8 pm, Grand Theatre
 7 & 8  • Tri-State Renaissance Faire, Rand Park, www.tristaterenfaire.org
        8  • Unlimited Dance Recital, 2 - 4 pm, Grand Theatre
      12  • 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
      12  • Louisiana Cooking ala carte: Menu 4, a CBIZ course, 6 - 8 pm, SCC, to register call (319) 208-5375
      14  • Farmers' Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Keokuk Garden Club Tour of Gardens, 8 am - noon, locations TBA
        • Acoustic Music with Dogtown 5, 7:30 - 9:30 pm, Rand Park Pavilion, sponsored by the Pavilion Commission 
      17  • Tri-State Quilter's Guild meeting, 7 pm, Art Center, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library – Ugly fabric exchange and challenge
      19  • Farmers' Market, 4:30 - 6:30 pm, Hy-Vee Parking Lot 
     • Louisiana Cooking ala carte: Menu 5, a CBIZ course, 6 - 8 pm, SCC, to register call (319) 208-5375
      21  • Farmers' Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Relay for Life 2014, 6 pm - 6 am, Rand Park
  • Mississippi Rat Pak Car Club Cruise, for more information call (319) 520-5133
      26  • Farmers' Market, 4:30 - 6:30 pm, Hy-Vee Parking Lot
        • Open Computer Lab, 5 - 7 pm, ICN Room, Keokuk Library
      27  • Marilyn Hart Children's Theatre, 7 pm, Grand Theatre, sponsored by Great River Players
      28  • Farmers' Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
        • Marilyn Hart Children's Theatre, 2 pm, Grand Theatre, sponsored by Great River Players
  • Cheap Thrill Rocks, 8 pm, L-Treyns, 1108 Main Street
     

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 
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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Because she taught me, my mother and I also have 
much in common.  We share the same skills, adapted 
to our differing circumstances.  We also share a code, 
also taught to me by my mother.  "Don't take a man—or 
woman's—last dime; be sure he—or she—has enough 
money to get home on."  Also:  "Take no family heirlooms; 
it is both hurtful and risky to do so."  To abide by this code 
requires the most consummate skill, for more often than 
not it means putting back a part of what you have taken.  
Indeed, this is why my mother now resides at the women's 
facility in Joliet.  She got caught putting back a wallet she 
had taken not ten minutes earlier.

Picking pockets is not the career my mother had in mind 
for me.  What she wanted for me was a college education, 
followed by a respectable, safe 
career.  Though I had hopes 
for a bit more adventure than 
she had in mind, I acceded 
to her wishes and was in 
my sophomore year at a 
small, liberal arts college in 
Wisconsin when I learned of 
her arrest.  Well, she had been 
paying my way through the 
last year and a half of higher 
education.  It was now my 
turn to make my own way in 
the world, earning enough 
by the career she had taught 
me in adolescence so that I 
might cover my own modest 
expenses and get enough 
money to her each month 
for her stay to be reasonably 
comfortable.  Within a few 
months, nearly all of her 
guards and fellow inmates 
were convinced that she was 
the black sheep of a European 
aristocratic family and 
deserving of some deference, 
if for no other reason than a 
foolish hope that she would 
bestow upon them some small 
but meaningful gift when she 
got out.

Meanwhile, I was 
dividing my time, 
professionally, between Saint 
Louis and Chicago, with 
stops in Joliet along the way.  
Actually, it took me a few years to fall into this routine, 
having earlier worked for some months for a circus.  I was 
doing pretty well for myself, moving back and forth often 
enough to attract little, if any, attention.  And then, one day 
early in the fall of 1907, I did what every good pickpocket 
seeks to avoid:  I kissed the dog.

II.
"Kissing the dog" is a phrase taught to me by my mother; 

it means letting the person whose wallet you're making 
your own see your face.  It was something that happened 
to her with some frequency, but in her case no one wanted 
to believe that the beautiful, well-dressed woman who 
had passed by close enough to kiss might also have deftly 
(albeit temporarily) removed a wallet while permanently 
removing a healthy percentage of the cash in that wallet.  My 
own face was easier to suspect but harder to remember.  I 
dressed always as a gentleman and assiduously avoided 
"kissing the dog," but how was I to know that the wallet I 
was appropriating belonged to a man I much later learned 
was a member of the Saint Louis City Council and that this 
"appropriation" had taken place while he was being closely 
watched by his suspicious wife?

At the first cries of spousal 
indignation I did what I could 
to alter my appearance on 
the move and to melt into the 
nearest crowd, but within an 
hour I noticed a significant 
number of police on the 
streets, some of them carrying 
a sheet of paper which 
they attempted to look at 
unobtrusively as they scanned 
the people they passed.  I 
managed to get behind one 
less observant police officer 
and shared one of his frequent 
glances at the piece of paper 
he was holding.  It was 
even worse than the written 
description I had expected 
to see.  He was holding a 
drawing of a man who looked 
enough like me to be the 
brother I never had.  That was 
when I decided that, despite 
the approaching cooler 
weather, it was time for me 
to return to Chicago.  Saint 
Louis had suddenly gotten to 
be way too hot for me!

I tried to pick up my 
luggage and the money I'd 
been accumulating in my 
rented room but kept seeing 
men studying sheets of 
paper or passersby.   Finally, 
after checking my own 
financial resources and 

seeing I had enough for a ticket to Chicago, plus at most 
an extra dollar, I walked over to Market Street and then to 
Union Station.  My room was paid for a month 
ahead; surely by then it would be safe to come 
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back.  As I approached Union Station I began to realize just 
how much trouble I'd gotten myself into.  At every entrance 
I came to, there were men carrying a sheet of paper with my 
image on it.  I had become the subject of a manhunt—me, 
a modest and unassuming pickpocket who had always 
been careful to take only as much of a person's money as I 
considered to be "surplus."

Within the next hour I managed to work my way over to 
the riverfront somewhere south of the Eads Bridge.  I started 
walking north hoping to find a packet or excursion boat that 
would get me out of the city.  With the sun going down, this 
struck me as an unlikely proposition, but I didn't much fancy 
my chances of getting across the bridge without being stopped 
by the police.  A chill wind came up, and I was feeling kind of 
low.  With my head down, I almost ran into a man whose vision 
was also obscured by the box he was carrying.

"Hey, watch where you're..." the man said, and I was about 
to say something similar but then I recognized the voice.  
"Raphael!" I cried out, and he looked over the top of his box, 
called out my name with equal pleasure and set down his box 
so that we might shake hands.  I felt like hugging him, his face 
being the first friendly one I'd seen in some time.

I first met Raphael when we both were working for one 
of the smaller circuses that performed in that broad region 
between the Mississippi River and the Rocky Mountains.  He 
was in charge of maintaining all of the circus's wagons and 
cages and I worked for him, except during performances 
when I was out working the crowd on my own behalf.  The 
man was a true artist, ornately carving all of the decorative 
elements that were added to the circus wagons, which he also 
meticulously painted and gilded.  His father did pretty much 
the same thing, only in churches and cathedrals back in Italy.

 "I thought you were out in Kansas or Nebraska," I said. 
"Yes, that is exactly where I was until we got to Omaha.  
There I got into a conversation with a man at a café.  I told 
him what I did and what my father had done before me and 
he turned out to be, what do you call it, a Baptist preacher.  
Usually such a one is, how should I put it, difficult for 
someone like me, you know, Roman Catholic, to talk to, but 
this man, he wanted an angel for his church, and I thought, 
who am I to say these Baptists shouldn't have angels, too, so 
I carved and painted him one, flying, and we suspended him, 
high up, just at the church entrance.

"He did not ask me if the angel is Baptist or Catholic, so 
I did not ask the  angel,"  Raphael said, smiling broadly.  "I 
just carve him.  By then the circus has left without me, so last 
week I come here by train and find work."  And then, finally, 
he asked me, "So what has brought you down here to the 
riverfront of Saint Louis?"

"Actually, I'm looking for a way to leave town quickly," 
I said, smiling apologetically and hoping to convey a 
nonchalant manner that would suggest my motives had 
nothing to do with evading the long reach of the law.

Raphael smiled and nodded.  "An unfortunate love affair, 
I imagine.  Well, I suppose I might help, though what I can 
offer is probably not what you need.  It is a job, assisting 
me, and it starts in less than an hour.  I have been hired to 
paint and decorate a steamboat.  It is what you call 'a rush 

job.'  We are leaving for some small town north of here right 
away and will be fixing a suite of rooms for a very important 
guest while we are under way.  It is that boat over there," he 
said, nodding to a boat that was just starting to be lit up with 
electric lights.

"That one?" I asked.  "Isn't that a government boat?"
"Yes," Raphael agreed.  "Most of the time it has the very, 

uh...  useful purpose of pulling trees out of the Mississippi 
River, and so that is its name."

"Say what?"
"It is named the Mississippi—the boat, I mean.  But once a 

year it carries important people on inspection tours of the river."

And so, that is how I found myself on a steamboat 
heading up the river to this small town in the southeastern 
corner of Iowa where Raphael and I would get off—and 
President Theodore Roosevelt would get on.

III.
We did not learn that the suite we were preparing was 

to be used by President Roosevelt until an hour after we 
left Saint Louis.  A security precaution, I suppose.  As it 
had been back in our circus days, Raphael did all the work 
that required any artistic ability, while I painted decorative 
elements that did not—pinstriping, for the most part.  As he 
had in the past, Raphael complimented me on my light touch 
and steady hand, skills I had worked hard to acquire, while I 
was simply awed by his artistry.

When it got to be close to four in the morning, Raphael 
said I was done, that if I wished, I could rest on the bed that 
had been pulled over to a corner of the room where a drop 
cloth was draped over it.  "What about you?" I asked.

I will be painting an angel on the ceiling over there," 
Raphael indicated, pointing to that part of the room where 
the bed had once stood.  "If anyone needs a guardian angel, 
it is the president, don't you think?"  I agreed, checking the 
drop cloth for paint splatter before lying down to rest.

In no time at all, Raphael was nudging me, telling me we 
had arrived in Iowa.  I sat up, yawning and rubbing my eyes.  
Then I looked over the top of the scaffolding Raphael had 
been using.  The angel above it seemed to glow in the lantern 
light.

"She is very beautiful, Raphael, almost too beautiful.  I 
would have trouble getting to sleep with her looking down at 
me," I told him.

"Not if she sang you a lullaby," he said.
We discussed our plans for the day as we took down the 

scaffolding.  Raphael explained that there were several other 
boats that would accompany President Roosevelt on his way 
to Memphis.  He had arranged to be on one of them, that 
it would drop him back off in Saint Louis.  I said that I still 
needed to travel on to Chicago so I'd try to catch a train later 
on in the day—or the following morning.  He tried to pay 
me for my work through the night, but I knew he would be 
paying me out of the inadequate amount the government 
would be paying him eventually, which meant he was paying 
me out of few dollars he had in his own wallet.  It was 
a simple matter for me to put what he paid me back in 31
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his wallet as we said goodbye.  Raphael did not know about my usual line of work, and since I had added in a 
couple of dollars to what he had just given me, he was unlikely to suspect me of his sudden prosperity.  He'd 
probably think an angel had done it.

Besides, I did not know when—or if—we would meet again.

IV.
How pleasant it was to be standing on the riverfront of this small Iowa town watching the sunrise over 

in Illinois as one and then another steamboat chuffed up beside the Mississippi!  In another hour or two 
President Roosevelt's train would arrive at the depot across the tracks from where I was standing.  No 
doubt he would greet the crowd that would form to greet him.  Then he would get in an open carriage 
and ride down Main Street in a short parade of several carriages that would generate more crowds along 
each side of the street.  At some point this parade would turn off Main to get to a park that overlooked 
the Mississippi River from a high bluff.  There he would address a really big crowd before repeating his 
carriage ride back down to the steamboat 
landing.  He would board the Mississippi, 
wave farewell to those who will gather at the 
riverfront and then head on down the river to 
Memphis.  It was going to be one crowd after 
another—a veritable pickpocket's paradise.  I 
could hardly wait!

I decided I should spend the entire day 
working the various crowds, so I'd need to 
find a hotel yet that morning in order to be 
sure that I'd have a place to spend the night.  
And then  I'd leave for Chicago the next day 
on the first train heading east.  I should also 
find myself a quick breakfast as soon as I had 
a place to stay—and if luck really smiled on 
me, I might even find a suitable store to sell 
me a fresh change of clothes.

There was a bit of a climb up the first two 
blocks of Main Street.  I watched a man trip 
and start to fall as he came down Main Street 
past me.  He was so intently looking at the 
upper floors of the buildings he passed that 
he stepped over a bit of curbing and into the 
street.  His muttered curse when I reached out 
to steady him helped to confirm the decision 
I'd already reached.

Ten feet further on I stepped into an 
alley to examine his wallet.  The number 
and denominations of the bills I found were 
eminently satisfactory, but the lack of any 
identification was puzzling, as was this scrap 
of paper I found jammed into one corner.  
On it someone had drawn two rows of boxes, 
more rectangles than squares, some bigger 
than others, and one of them with another 
box drawn inside it.  Next to this double box 
I read "514 WIN95/322 Smith."  None of 
it made any sense, but the overall effect of 
this anonymous wallet was to introduce an 
unpleasant sense of foreboding into what had 
so far been a pleasant and promising day.  I 
decided to return this man's wallet to his coat 
pocket right away, and while I could really use 
the money it contained, put it all back, too.
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Once again, the man hardly noticed when I came up 
behind him, turned and shouted "Over here, children!" before 
bumping into him.  My apologies went unacknowledged, 
which suited me just fine as I turned and went back up the 
hill in search of a hotel, some fresh clothes and breakfast.

My luck seemed to change after that first, disquieting 
effort.  On my way to breakfast I lightened the wallets of three 
gentlemen who looked prosperous—and were.  None should 
much miss the total of $25 dollars that had found a new 
home with me.  Since they had their wallets back with more 
left in them than the amount I had removed, they probably 
found themselves wondering if they'd left home with less 
money than they intended or if they'd paid too much for 
something during the 
course of the day.

You know how 
sometimes, especially 
in a crowded location, 
you keep running into 
the same stranger?  
This kept happening 
to me, just often 
enough to be puzzling 
but not so much as to 
be alarming.  In fact, 
I might not even have 
noticed this stranger 
except she was quite 
noticeably good 
looking:  tall, slim, well proportioned, much better dressed 
than the other women of this town.  Clearly, she obtained 
her clothes and accessories from the fashionable shops of 
a major eastern city.  And her hair, blonde and abundant, 
was like a beacon every time she crossed into my peripheral 
vision.  I was careful not to look at her in any obvious way, 
remembering my mother's advice that the people you look 
at directly are much more likely to look back at you, and to 
remember what they see.  Still, if I hadn't been working, I'd 
have been tempted to do more than stare.

By this time I had covered the first seven or eight blocks 
of Main Street.  Along the way I had paused for breakfast, 
purchased a change of clothes and walked past one older 
hotel that I now decided to return to.  I checked in and went 
immediately to my room to change.  It wasn't until I returned 
to the lobby that I looked toward the back of the building and 
noticed a disused inner courtyard.  "I should think," I said to the 
clerk, "that the hotel would make better use of its courtyard."

Looking about in a somewhat conspiratorial fashion, the 
clerk smiled and said, "Yes sir, we should.  Only, you see, when 
the Estes House was built, back in the late 1850's, there was no 
indoor plumbing.  All water had to be carried up to the guests, 
and the central courtyard was the location of... of..."

I smiled encouragingly, as he seemed to have some 
difficulty in finishing his sentence.

"Sir, " the clerk whispered, "it was the location of a five-story 
outhouse, with connecting walkways to each of this building's 
five floors.  The current owners have thought it best," the clerk 
went on, "to leave the courtyard area, uh, undisturbed."

I would have laughed out loud at this explanation, a 
memento of the town's frontier days, except suddenly I 
remembered the scrap of paper I'd examined that morning.  
It featured a two parallel rows of boxes, and one of those 
boxes had a smaller box inside it.  At that very moment I was 
standing between the two boxes.  What had been drawn on 
that scrap of paper was a map!

V.
With hardly a word of thanks to the clerk—and without 

even noticing (until later, in memory) the tall blonde 
seated in the far corner of the lobby—I hurried back up 
the stairs, past my own room, until I came to the top 
floor and room 514.  It was too close to the stairwell to be 

accommodations for 
a guest.  I tried the 
knob—unlocked!—so 
I swung the door 
open quietly.  I found 
myself looking into 
a broom closet.  And 
standing in the corner, 
next to several brooms 
and mops, was a 
Winchester rifle with 
a telescopic sight 
mounted on top.  But 
at that same moment 
I heard footsteps 
coming from the 

stairwell—and getting closer with each passing second.
Acting instinctively, I stepped into the broom closet, 

being careful not to disturb the brooms, mops or gun, and 
barely got the door shut just as the adjacent door to the 
stairwell swung open.  I grabbed the inner doorknob mere 
seconds before someone tried to turn the other knob.  I 
heard a man's voice curse and then mutter something about 
how it was supposed to be unlocked before he turned and 
went back down the stairs.  After I figured he was most of a 
flight of stairs ahead of me, I also left, following as quietly 
as I could.  I caught a glimpse of this man, clearly the same 
man whose wallet had briefly been mine an hour or so 
earlier, as he stepped through the door to the third floor—
the same floor my room was on.  As soon as he disappeared 
from sight, I followed him, room key in hand and a studious 
expression on my face, my eyes obviously reading each 
room number as if finding my own room was all that was 
on my mind.  I passed a room where I could hear a man 
cursing out someone who finally replied, "Don't be blaming 
me!  When I left, it was unlocked.  Here's my room key; 
if the door got locked, it might unlock it."  Then I turned 
around and walked back towards the stairs, still looking as 
if I was looking for my room.  Once on the, stairs, though. 
I began moving much faster, racing down and through the 
lobby and onto the sidewalk.

Then it was my turn to curse softly because I knew what 
I had to do and could guess how it would finally 
turn out.  I was going to have to report all that I'd 
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seen, including the map, and that would inevitably lead to a 
discussion of my legally dubious occupation.  I did not mind 
so much the thought of where I'd be spending my next few 
years, but my mother would be ever so disappointed in me, 
and then she would blame herself, and then, well, I would no 
longer be able to help make her stay at the women's prison in 
Joliet more comfortable.

Still, I had to do what I was about to do, so I started back 
down toward steamboat landing.  Perhaps I could somehow 
warn the president without completely implicating myself.

VI.
My interview with the security men down at The 

Mississippi went even worse, much worse, than I had 
imagined.  It wasn't that they refused to believe that there 
was a credible threat to the president's life, but rather that 
they thought I was a part of this threat and that all my efforts 
to warn the president were actually efforts to mislead them 
from when and where the assassination attempt would be 
made.  They had tied me into a chair and kept circling about 
me asking leading and insulting questions.  Then one man 
suggested that they swing the boat out into the river and drop 
me, ropes, chair and all into it.  "Perhaps then," he suggested, 
"we might get some honest answers to our questions."

I really didn't like the idea, so I was unutterably pleased 
when another voice from someone who had come in behind 
me said, "Don't be ridiculous!  This man's not an assassin; he's 
a pickpocket—probably the best I've ever seen."  Believe me, 
I was counting my mixed blessings when I turned my head 
to see who had spoken.  It was, as you may very well have 
guessed, the tall blonde. She shot me this no nonsense, keep-
your-mouth-shut look before continuing, so I did.

"Gentlemen, I think this man's information needs to be 
investigated right away, before the president's train arrives.  
We should assume that the man who wanted the rifle in the 
broom closet has got it by now.  We need to figure out where 
he's taken it, which is likely to be where he plans use it as well.  
Then we need to stop him, capturing him if possible, and all 
of those who are working with him.  I assume all three of you 
are armed?"

"Of course."  "Yes, ma'am"  "Yes, Miss Barnes," the three 
men said.

"Hey, what about me?" I added.
"You?" she said.  "Right.  I suppose you should stay here 

on the boat with, uh, Bob." She said this while nodding 
toward the biggest of the three men, the one who, mere 
moments before, had expressed the desire to toss me into 
the river.  Both of us looked somewhat disappointed, my 
disappointment given the kind of intensity you get when you 
mix in a not unreasonable fear of drowning.

"No, I think I should go with you," I said.  "I'm already 
registered at the hotel and may have—or be able to get—
information that will prove useful to you."

"And just what is the information you've been withholding 
or think you could still get?" she asked.

"Not withholding," I said.  "It's more a speculation I didn't 
think these gentlemen would appreciate.

"The note on the map was divided in two parts.  The first 
part said '514 WIN95,' and, sure enough, in room 514, a 
broom closet, I found a Winchester rifle.  I assume the '95' is 
a model number."

Four heads nodded in agreement.
"The second part of the note said '322 Smith.'  My guess 

is that this 'Smith' is the coconspirator of the man with the 
map—and that he is probably going by the name 'Jones.'  
'Smith' is undoubtedly the name of the man staying in room 
322.  They are both at the hotel because it is the tallest 
building in town.

"I suspect that the man staying in room 322 hired the man 
with the map because he is some kind of expert marksman.  
That man has by now gotten the rifle from a top-floor broom 
closet and positioned himself on the hotel's roof."

"Very good!" said Miss Barnes, giving me a look of cool 
appraisal.  "Okay, you get to come along, but if you get in the 
way, one of us is going to shoot you."   

VII.
I heard the whistle of an approaching train just as the five 

of us entered the hotel lobby.  When we got to the third floor 
landing, Miss Barnes said, "Bob would you please ask Mr. 
Smith to join the rest of us in the lobby.  Make sure he's not 
armed—and try not to hurt him too much.  We want him to 
tell us all about his absent friends."

That left four of us to search the top floor for ways up 
to the roof.  We found two, one being a fire escape that went 
both up and down from a hall window, while the other was 
a folded, drop-down ladder that led to a doorway in the far 
rear corner.  We figured that the shooter would be at the front 
of the building, so the two men whose names I still did not 
know would confront him from the fire escape, while Miss 
Barnes and I would back them up from the rear entrance.

It was an excellent plan and would have most likely 
worked perfectly if the old fire escape had not creaked loudly 
as the two men were getting off of it.  The shooter had taken 
a position at the left front corner of the roof, while the two 
men were just getting onto the front right corner.  He fired 
at them, missing, and then began running toward the back 
corner where Miss Barnes and I had just appeared.  He 
swung his rifle around to fire at us, so I grabbed her at the 
waist and dropped to the roof, shielding her with my body.

This moment of closeness lasted, at most, a couple of 
seconds.  Using me as if I were a fallen tree, Miss Barnes 
swung around while taking a revolver from her purse.  Her 
first shot dropped the man, blood running from his left thigh.  
He was lucky she shot him, too, or the fusillade of shots from 
the two security men would have surely resulted in his closed 
casket funeral.  Instead, he began cursing and was still cursing 
when he and Mr. "Smith" were locked up in the city jail.

Of course, I was grateful not to be locked up in a cell 
next to either one of them, but I did hope that somewhere 
along the line I might be forgotten about or let go.  After 
all, by this time President Roosevelt was speaking to 
a large crowd over at that city park overlooking the 
Mississippi River, an opportunity I hated to see 
get away from me.  Instead, I found myself back at 34
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the Mississippi, sitting on the same chair I had 
been sitting on before, grateful that I wasn't 
tied to it, waiting, along with the other four, 
for the president to arrive. 

VIII.
After about ten minutes of sitting there, the 

conversation lagging despite my occasional 
effort to restart it, Miss Barnes seemed to tilt 
her head just a listening intently, and then she 
got up and opened a door to the outside.  Then 
I heard it too, the sound of distant applause 
getting closer.  She stepped through the door, 
shutting it behind her and leaving me alone 
with my new friends.  They seemed not to 
mind sitting in silence.  I suppose I didn't mind 
much, either, if the alternative was having the 
topic of conversation return to tossing me in 
the river.

After a moment, I heard her speaking with a man whose words I could not make out, but whose 
tone of voice conveyed cheerfulness and good humor. They walked by out on the deck beyond the 
room my silent friends and I were sitting in and then paused, still talking before the door to the next 
room down, the president's bedroom, opened and closed. And then, less than a moment later, Miss 
Barnes came back in through the door she had left from.  She said, "The three of you can go to the 
positions on the boat we agreed on; I'll wait here with our guest until the president comes out .  He 
says he wants to talk to him."

No sooner had the three security men left 
than President Roosevelt strode into the room.  
It was as though he was still in the middle of 
the conversation they had started when he first 
arrived.  "I still don't see why I can't have the 
rifle once the trial is over.  After all, it was I that 
the man planned to shoot."

"Yes, sir," Miss Barnes replied.  "I rather 
imagine that, with a satisfactory conclusion 
to the trial, the Winchester will become the 
property of the government.  Perhaps the 
Smithsonian..."

"The Smithsonian can certainly have it 
when I'm done with it!" President Roosevelt 
interrupted.  "You do know that the 1895 
Remington is exactly the rifle I've planned to 
take on the African trip, once my term is up?" 

That's when I joined the conversation.  
"Mr. President, if you ever do use that rifle, 
you'll want have a gunsmith inspect it first.  
Oh, and the telescopic sight, too.  And you 
should just throw out the ammunition that 
came with it."

"I should... what?" the president said, looking over at me for the first time.
"Sir, I only had a minute with that gun before I followed the man who came to claim it," I 

explained, "but I did what I could to make sure it wouldn't work properly—without being too 
noticeable about it, that is." 

This admission got a big laugh from the president, while Miss Barnes stood there looking 
at me appraisingly before saying, "Wait a minute.  Do you mean you knew it wouldn't shoot 
straight when you flung yourself at me and... and... threw me to the ground?"
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I was too flummoxed to answer.  President Roosevelt was 
now laughing so hard that tears were streaming from his 
eyes.  I had looked away from Miss Barnes in embarrassment 
when she asked me her question, but now I looked at her 
apologetically... and saw that she was grinning.  This gave me 
some small measure of hope.

President Roosevelt said, "Flung?  You?  My dear, you did 
not tell me anything about this earlier."

"Nor do I plan to now, unless you insist," she replied.
"Oh, later will do, I'm sure," he replied.  And then, 

speaking to me once more, he said, "I have come to think of 
Miss Barnes as my guardian angel, though I may have to do 
without her if she insists on her Berlin trip.  I suppose I'll be 
able to make do.  I have a new guardian angel hovering over 
my bed in there."

"I saw that," Miss Barnes said.  "It wasn't a part of the 
renovation plan."

"I quite like it, though," said the president. "They may 
choose to paint over it once I've left Memphis, but not while I 
am on board."

"A friend of mine painted it," I said.  "He'll be very pleased 
that you like it.  I think your guardian angel is quite beautiful."

"Indeed," the president said, comfortable with my 
ambiguity.  "You have hidden—and surprising—depths, my 
boy.  "I think you and I need a bit of further conversation.

"My dear," he said to Miss Barnes, "would you please let 
the captain know that we will be delaying our departure by, 
oh, say, ten minutes?"

IX.
The president wanted two things from me 

in those ten minutes:  (a) my entire life story 
and (b) a lesson in how I did what I did. i.e., 
pick pockets.  He got a summary version of the 
former in about five or six minutes of the kind 
of questioning that left me little room to add in a 
bit of sugar.  He'd got about half way through a 
first quick lesson in the latter  when Miss Barnes 
returned to announce that the others were on 
deck and that the captain would be ready to 
depart a very few minutes after he gave the word.

"Capital!" said the president, leaving uncertain 
whether this approval was for Miss Barnes' announcement or 
for the technique I'd been demonstrating—yet another way 
to get in and out of the area around a person that the person 
considers "personal."

"Yes, I can see how that would work," he said to me.  "The 
next step is to go out on deck and try it on someone."

"Mr. President, NO!" exclaimed Miss Barnes.
"What?  You think I can't?" he replied, turning his head so 

she wouldn't see his smile.
I cut in with, "I'm sure you could, Mr. President.  You are a 

very quick study.  It's just that you'll never really know if your 
success is your own.  What man, feeling his president's deft 
fingers enclosing his wallet is going call him out on that?  It 
just isn't done."

"Yes, I suppose your right.  But you see, Miss Barnes:  
'a very quick study.'  I am, that is... And all of this, as a 

metaphor, is surly an indispensible presidential skill, right 
down to, what did you call it, sir?  'not kissing the dog."  

"Yes, Mr. President," I said.

X.
Two minutes later I was back in the crowd on shore, 

watching as the president and various dignitaries rearranged 
themselves on deck for farewell photographs.  For me, 
this was a perfect opportunity to practice my craft, but I 
contented myself with watching the president and those 
standing nearest to him.  Then the steam whistle blew, 
announcing the boat's actual departure.  Absentmindedly, 
President Roosevelt reached into his vest pocket and 
withdrew his gold pocket watch and clicked it open in order 
to note the specific time they were leaving.

And then he broke into a broad grin, turned his head 
and spoke to someone behind him in the shadows.  For just 
an instant I saw her luminous face as she leaned forward to 
listen.  Then she smiled, too, as they both searched the crowd 
with their eyes. 

Of course, I knew why they were smiling.  In my pocket 
I had a scrap of paper that I treasure to this day.  On it was 
written:

A watch is a small price to pay to the man who 
has saved my life.
    Theodore Roosevelt

My mother would have been pleased if on that day I had 
given up being a pickpocket.  Instead, I got a government job 
that rather dismayed her.  It seems that there are occasions 
when someone in our government wishes to read and return 
a document that someone is carrying without that someone 
ever knowing that his document has been read.

My mother, having received a presidential pardon, now 
spends her retirement years living in Washington, D.C.  I live 
there, too, whenever I am not traveling, a frequent necessity 
of my current position.  Fortunately, I no longer need to 
travel alone, not since that first trip to Germany.  I had grown 
tired of playing my father's game.
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