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Al Moander's meandering path
 by Elaine Tweedy Foley

Albert W. Moander was discharged from the U.S. Navy after two tours of 
active duty in the dark waters off  Viet Nam. He and his bride Nancy 

(Donahue) returned to their hometown to begin a new life. They unpacked and 
settled into their Keokuk home. That's when Al found his cherished blue electric 
guitar. Good memories surged through him from his earlier life as rhythm guitarist 
with The Gallows, a rock-n-
roll band based in Keokuk. As 
a teenager, music had called 
Al's name. He, with friends 
Phil Ricker and Bruce Kettlitz, 
asked Dennis Chamberlain 
to join them in forming The 
Gallows. The rockin' quartet 
enjoyed much local success, 
and their dance gigs attracted 
hundreds of loyal teen fans and 
friends.  

But the adult military 
veteran was married now. 
Time to put away childish 
things and get serious about 
supporting a family. Moander 
returned to the Hamilton Press, 
a commercial printing company 
across the river, where he drew 
illustrations for the customers' 
printing jobs. He also did sign 
painting on the side to earn 
extra money. 

His artistic talent was evident early in 
life when he entertained his junior high 
friends with accurate drawings of "Rat 
Fink," a popular cult cartoon figure in 
the '60s. At age 16 Al's natural art ability 
earned him a part time job at Hamilton 
Press where he worked until high school 
graduation in 1967. 

Al's the one on the right.
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Now Moander was cradling the sweet rock-n-roll guitar, caressing the back, 
scratched where a piece of gravel had left a rough scar. It was 1972 and, making an 
adult decision, he advertised the guitar for sale and soon a young Illinois woman 
owned the shiny blue 1965 Fender Mustang.

Life happens. Al eventually left his 
"comfort zone" at the Hamilton Press and 
began sign painting full time. Brushes and 
paint were his tools of the trade and he 
enjoyed good success in Keokuk. When local 
sign painter John Kennedy taught young 
Moander the secrets of using gold leaf, neither 
artist could have foreseen the changes coming 
to their craft. Al recognized that the old 
time-intensive disciplines of making signs and 
lettering were changing. 

By 1987 he knew those "new high-priced 
computers" were a key to his future world. 
Always intrigued with technology, Moander 
purchased his first Macintosh knowing Macs 
were more user-friendly than PCs for graphic 
designers. Al understood that for some artists 
computers would become as essential as 
pencils and brushes. 

It has been said that artists of all kinds 
are by nature restless, easily bored and 
distracted. Al had been a visual artist and 
graphic designer for 20-some years. He 
sold that business in 1990 and began a new 
chapter in his life. The next 17 years of 
sales and marketing positions provided wide 
travel experiences and seemed to satisfy his 
wanderlust.

Moander had a distant relative in 
Montrose, the respected woodcarver Stuart 
Waider. Al remembers as a boy being 
intrigued and curious about woodcarving 
after seeing Waider's finely detailed 
miniatures, his faces and the snakes. Then 
a few years ago a television show featured 
chainsaw artisans. Moander had forgotten 
all about it until a vacation in the Ozarks. A 
tall dead tree trunk was targeted for removal 
at the resort where the family was staying. 
Al saw an opportunity to try chainsaw 
sculpting and told the owner, "I can do that." 
With nothing to lose except his dignity, Al 
borrowed a chainsaw and created a 15-foot 
blue heron from that old tree. He did do it.

Just four years ago Moander saw 
something in a dead tree on a Rand Park 
corner. Mayor Dave Gudgel took a chance 
and it paid off for both men. The former 
liability is now a soaring eagle above the 
Mississippi Flyway's wildlife. More recently, 
Al has created a hummingbird feeding in the 
Rand Park flower garden. Other opportunities 
are calling him and more chainsaw art is in the 
planning for Rand Park as old trees die.

Continued on Page 3

Moander created this sculpture 
in 2008.
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Moander's granddaughter once was asked what 
her grandpa did in the park. She mused, "He holds 
his chainsaw and talks to people." Al laughs, "She's 
right. I love to talk to people."

This people-person is resisting retirement 
because he loves his day job in business 
development and marketing. Daughter Lori Weber 
lives next door where she operates SunSigns, a 
graphic design / sign making business. When she 
needs expertise or another set of hands, her dad is 
available. All those years of designing run strong in 
his blood.

Al's creative expression can't be denied. When 
asked what he would like to learn next, he answered 
quickly, "Watercolor. I'm fascinated by how the 
colors bleed together and how artists learn to 
control that action. I'd like to learn that." 

He remains close friends with the Gallows 
musicians. Grinning broadly, and with obvious 
delight, Al Moander finishes the guitar story.

Nancy's nephew had asked Uncle Al to teach 
him how to play electric guitar. The kid did okay 
and eventually wanted a better instrument. He 
phoned Uncle Al from a Quincy music store. He'd 
found a classic vintage guitar, could Al look at it 
and see if it was worth the money? "Sure, bring her up to Keokuk and I'll take a look." 

The nephew put the battered guitar case on the couch. Our former rocker, former 
Gallows guitarist, opened the 
frayed case and paused. He 
couldn't believe what he was 
seeing. Al hesitated then turned 
over the Fender Mustang. There 
on the back was a scratch where 
a piece of gravel had left a 
rough scar. 

Al Moander's original 
shiny blue 1965 Fender 
Mustang had returned 
to him. And the music 
still calls his name.

Continued from Page 2
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Al removes everything that is not 
a hummingbird feeding. 
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Still going strong after 30 years, the Keokuk Farmers Market opened for its first 
session on Saturday, May 19, at its usual location in the parking lot of River City 

Mall.  Local growers and craft and art vendors got their first chance this season to sell their 
wares at this first session.   The Farmers Market is open from 7 a.m. until 11 a.m. each 
Saturday through the summer months.

Julie Knoche, Farmers Market Manager, says there are some big changes for this 
season.  “We will have painted and numbered the spaces for vendors so it will be easy for 
them to get organized and also to let people know where their booth will be.  Individual 
session cost is a little higher this year, but vendors also will have the option of renting 
space by the week, the month, or the whole season.  Season space and monthly space 
reservations will get a significant discount.”

The market celebrated its 30th anniversary formally during the market on June 23.  That 
day saw a cooking demonstration by Chef Ron of Angelini’s, live music, and an anniversary 
cake cutting during a special program held at 9 a.m.  All in attendance enjoyed some cake as 
well as any of the many baked goods available at the market.  Mayor Tom Marion signed a 

proclamation designating the day as Farmers Market Day in Keokuk.
“This year, we are also planning more cooking demonstrations with chefs 

from local restaurants giving short lessons on how to use the goods which are 
sold at the Market.” Knoche said.  “In addition to the cooking demonstrations, 
we will periodically have live music to add a festive air to the whole 
proceedings and we will close the season with a Biggest Pumpkin Contest.”  
The contest will be open to anyone and a cash prize will be awarded.  Knoche 
advises anyone who is interested in entering the contest to “keep weeding and 
watering that patch!”

Vendors need to be registered with the Chamber of Commerce office and 
pay a small fee per session to participate and reserve a parking space.  Once 
registered, vendors can begin setting up their sales areas at 6 a.m.

Potential vendors, as well as anyone who is interested in providing cooking 
demonstrations or live music, can obtain more information by calling the 
Chamber Office at 319-524-5055.  Vendors will, once again, be expected to 
sign an agreement for their space and are reminded that there are restrictions of 
the types of articles and goods which can be sold at the Farmers Market.   The 
guidelines for participation can be acquired at the Keokuk Area Chamber of 
Commerce office at 329 Main Street, along with parking space reservations and 
vendor contracts.
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Keokuk Farmers Market Celebrates 30th Anniversary
 by Chuck Betts, Executive Director, Keokuk Area Chamber of Commerce
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This Summer's Music Scene
 by Dianne Stanley and Chuck Betts

Keokuk has some great music to offer all summer long!  At Rand Park, four 
concerts by four different bands are currently scheduled, each one making 

its own one part or another of America’s great rock ’n’ roll tradition.
American Pie, a band that performs the best of ’50s and ’60s rock as well as 

classic country will be performing on Thursday, July 19th.  It is comprised of the 
husband and wife team of Randy and Kathy Burris.  They say, “People who grew 
up in the ’50s and ’60s love to hear their old favorites, but we find that young 
and old alike go for Ol’ Time Rock and Roll.  In addition, our Salute to Country 
Music, which is a part of each set, rounds out the program’s appeal so that 
everyone in your audience is thoroughly entertained.”  You can learn more at…  
www.americanpieinfo.com

On Thursday, August 16th, Flannigan’s Hook puts it together with all the 
volume and intensity that is the essence of hard rock.  This band endeared itself to 
a Keokuk audience when they ranged from hard rock to classical on their first visit.  
Consisting of Cameron Russell on lead vocals, guitar and harmonica; Shane Borth 
on fiddle, mandolin and vocals; and Michael Cochran on drums and vocals, this 
group brings together upbeat energetic music and tight harmonies in a sound that 
is truly unique.  Their blend of nearly every style of music makes them accessible to 
many different kinds of music lovers.  Find out what 
you need to know at…  www.flannigansrighthook.com

Horndogs will be gracing the pavilion stage on 
Thursday, September 20th, with its own unique blend 
of brass-driven rock and blues.  This is also a return 
visit, the group having performed last year at the 
Keokuk Yacht Club.  Their play list ranges from classic 
rock to blues and soul music from the ’60s through 
the ’80s.  They cover many of the songs of such 
popular groups as the Eagles, the Doobie Brothers, 
the Temptations, Huey Lewis and Chicago.  Brass 
instrumentation is their forte, and they can almost 
literally blow you out of the concert house.  This 
seven-piece party band is based in Quincy, Illinois.

Young Gunz, a local group, will favor its 
enthusiastic audience on Saturday, October 20th, 
with a memorable evening of country rock and 
heavy metal.  It got its start in February of 2011, 
combining the amazing lead guitarist Tyrstan Grisham with the equally talented bass guitar 
player Dakota Lumetta.  They cover a range of fabulous hits from the country, classic rock 
and heavy metal genres.  

The Young Gunz is the only one of these pavilion concerts that will be starting at 7:00 
p.m., rather than 7:30.  Incidentally, the Rand Park Pavilion Commission scheduled a total 
of five concerts for its 2012 season.  Bonnie Finken and the Collective will have already 
performed on June 21st, more than a week before the publication date for this issue of the 
Confluence.  Diversity and accessibility have been key concepts in selecting this year’s 
performers.  As Mae Conn, the program chair for the Pavilion Commission, points out, 
“Our program philosophy is to book a diverse program of concerts that we hope will appeal 
to a broad section of the community, and that everyone will find music they love at one or 
more of these five concerts.”

*  *  *     *  *  *     *  *  *

Of course, Estes Park has its smaller, more intimate performance space, a venue that is only 
beginning to fill its potential schedule.  On July 22nd, there is scheduled a performance by 

American Pie, above, and
Flannigan's Hook, below, are 
just a few of the groups that will be 
providing musical diversity at 
Rand Park Pavilion this summer.

Continued on Page 6
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Bagpipers with Trent Ziegler—and let’s face it, you haven’t truly experienced bagpipes until 
you’ve heard them up close and personal!  Otherwise, the schedule at Estes Park still remains 
open.    Anyone interested in performing at this great little downtown venue should contact 

Joyce Glasscock.  You can reach her at… downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net.
Keokuk’s premier musical event of the summer is and must always be Rollin 

on the River.  This year it is scheduled to take place in Victory Park on Friday, 
August 17th, and on Saturday, August 18th.  Friday night starts with Serious 
Business at 6:30 p.m.  This is the band that came in second last year at the 
Iowa Blues Challenge, and it just keeps getting better!  The Craig Erickson 
Band is next up. Raised in the Midwest, Craig has been well received on a recent 
European tour, proving that the blues is a truly international musical genre.  
Eric Sardinas will close the show on Friday night. He got his start in Southern 
California and has been praised world wide for his finger-picking style.

Saturday night begins at 6:00 p.m. with The Mahoney Cousins from Quincy.  
Yes, Rollin on the River brings you the best blues performers from far and near!  
Then, The Painkillers are up second on Saturday. This Des Moines-based band 
placed first in the Iowa Blues Challenge last year.  It will stir your soul!

Demetria Taylor, the next Saturday performer, hails from a Chicago 
Blues family. Her father was the late blues legend Eddie Taylor, Sr.  Her 
mother was also a memorable and gifted blues singer. She grew up with 
the influences of Etta James, Bessie Smith and Big Mama Thornton—and 
especially of Koko Taylor (who is not a blood relation).

The last performance on Saturday night will be by The Nighthawks. 
Originating in Washington, D.C., this blues band has paved the way for 
many subsequent artists. They have opened for the likes of Muddy Waters, 
James Cotton and Carl Perkins.

You'll find these events, and many more
—July through September—listed on 

our complete calendar 
of events beginning 
on page 26.

Continued from Page 5

August 17th, Eric Sardinis (above) will headline the opening night 
of Rollin' on the River.  The following evening, The Nighthawks 
(below) are scheduled to wrap up the festivities.
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Reflections on India's Grand Bazaar
 A Selection of Photos from Many Sources 

On Saturday, June 23rd, at least two hundred people 
were gathered together on the street between 

Keokuk’s Grand Theater and Lucky’s, a space that had 
been transformed into a representation of the cultural 
values, the cuisine and the beauty that is India.  For 
everyone, this was an opportunity to celebrate all things 
Indian, to appreciate all that our Indian community has 
done to enrich our corner of Iowa and to raise money 
that will benefit downtown revitalization through Main 
Street Keokuk, Incorporated.  It was an evening of good 
food, good friends and great 
fun.  Together, we created 
memories of a lifetime, some 
of which are recorded in the 
photos below.
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Observing tradition, 
Debbie Marion 
sprinkled participants 
with rose water from an 
attardan as they arrived. 

Rangoli are decorative 
designs made on the 
floors of living rooms or 
courtyards during Hindu 
festivals. They create a 
sacred welcoming area 
for honored guests or 
Hindu deities.  

In Hindu culture, light 
is a powerful metaphor 
for knowledge and 
consciousness. Lighting 
lamps reminds us to 
keep on the right path, to 
dispel darkness from our 
hearts and minds, and to 
embrace knowledge and 
goodness.  

Before dinner, Alka Khanolkar, Divya Chouhan 
and Shannon Zetterlund sang “Kaise Peheli,” a 
Bollywood song about the riddle of love, which can 
be complicated and painful as well as (sometimes) 
happy.  Its tune is taken from Louis Armstrong’s 
“A Kiss to Build a Dream On.”

After dinner, Wendy Stegall, 
a professional dancer from 
Fairfield, Iowa, performed 
“Aaja Nachale,” a dance (and 
song) from a Bollywood movie 
with the same title.  The song 
both tells a story and is an 
invitation to dance.

Continued on Page 8
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Continued from Page 7

Answering the invitation to dance were Sarina Khanolkar, Chelsea Kies, Kelly 
Krueger, Lexie Knapp, Keegan Pfaffe, Aaron Zetterlund, Gavyn Ferguson, Momin 
Nasir, Wes Hunt, Brooke Elder, Kelsey Stamper, Priya Khanolkar, Sujata Burklin 
and Janvi Patel.

The Gudgels:  Dave, Claire and Leah  

Karen Basta & Tom Frey

Susan Dunek wearing 
the necklace Erika 
Wolfe created for the 
evening’s auction.

Jenny Sun, Prateik Jain and 
          Nandu Cherai Padinharkara

Noel Brown and his daughter Jennifer 

Priya Kahnolkar, who 
prepared a short video on 
India.  You can link to it 
by clicking here:

Priya's YouTube video

Doctors  Jagadamba and 
         Satyanarayana Kantameneni

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EgCYWICc_FE&feature=youtu.be 


Other Keokuk stores have come and gone, but Gate City Seed continues to anchor Main 
Street. Originally founded in the late 1800s in another Main Street building, Paul 

Maerz bought the present store at 824 Main from Kenny Dobson in 1979. 
More than 100 years ago the building was home to Keokuk's American Legion. The 

original tiled floor has a curious black oval design extending the length of the big room. Paul 
explains, "I'm told the black tile is where the world's longest bar was in the 1800s. The dance 
hall was upstairs." Today that second floor, Gate City Heights, can be rented for receptions 
and gatherings. 

The business name 
says it all: This seed and 
feed business is not one 
department in a mega 
store – it is the store.  A 
visitor observed, "The 
guy you meet at the door 
is the guy who owns the 
store."  When browsing 
at Gate City Seed, either 
Paul or his sister, Susie 
Westermeyer, are always 
available with gardening 
advice and expertise. 
The siblings have worked 
together for more than 
30 years, gaining vast 
knowledge about their 
products and all aspects 
of gardening and things 
wild or domestic. Paul 
smiles as he says, "Ask 
me anything, I'll know 
the answer."

Want to rid your home 
or lawn of annoying pests 
such as slugs, Japanese 
beetles, bag worms, 
mosquitoes, moles, 
snakes or mice? Ask Paul 
or Susie, they'll know 
the answer. Whether you 
want to attract or repel 
rabbits, squirrels or deer, 
Paul will have the answer. 
Need an inflatable six 
foot scarecrow snake for 
your fruit trees? Gate 
City Seed has it.

Generations of 
gardeners and farmers have learned that what can't be found anywhere else can be found 
here. Their calloused hands have purchased competitively-priced items sold in the same 
building, same location for almost a century. 

Gate City Seed's business is growing
 by Elaine Tweedy Foley

Paul Maerz, owner of Gate City Seed for 33 years, carries 
many new lines of unique gifts in addition to traditional seed 
and feed store items.
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Make time to visit Gate City 
Seed to discover charming 
yard decorations.

Continued on Page 10
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Continued from Page 7

Community is where the expectation is that if something is 
needed, someone can be found who will have the right answer.  
In community we feel resourceful.  It is where generosity is taken 
for granted and the sweetness of ordinary obligation provides 
structure and meaning.  A community takes up the worst of the 
burdens of life on its own shoulders.
                       — Pat Wagner

Carrying everything from Aluminum sulphate to Zinnia seeds, today's Gate City Seed is 
evolving with the area's culture. If fewer people are doing extensive gardening, they instead  

want home and garden decor at reasonable prices. 
Sunlight dances through crayon-colored glass sculptures in the Main Street 

windows enticing browsers to enter. Tree faces watch customers delight in the 
unexpected variety of fun gifts, creative lawn ornaments, statuary, and reflecting 
balls. A kaleidoscope of shapes and hues creates surprises around every turn. A metal 
angel, four feet tall, prays silently in a corner. Sunny suns smile from the north wall.  

Gentle movement stirs the tinkling chapel bells made in America, musical 
stainless steel wind chimes sing, the throaty gong groans, bamboo sticks hum their 
hollow-sounding tones.

Of course spring and summer are busy seasons for Gate City Seed, but autumn 
brings its loyal customers expecting dependable fat flower bulbs and quality pure 

grass seed – all accompanied by Paul's advice as to location, planting tips and variety. 
Winter brings a special treat. Gate City Seed has a trusted reputation for selling quality 

bulk Christmas candy. Arriving December 1, fresh 
from the factory, traditional chocolates, angelfood 
candy, maple clusters, colorful ribbons, nut brittles 
and more entice holiday shoppers. Susie enjoys 
hearing customers exclaim over long-forgotten 
memories. Literally tons of fresh old-fashioned 
Christmas candy are enjoyed annually by candy 
connoisseurs within a one hundred mile radius. 
Distant clientele, maintaining family traditions, have 
their favorite varieties shipped to them.

 Paul was asked what he enjoys the most 
about owning Gate City Seed. His answer was 
interrupted when a regular customer came in for her 
"critter food" to feed the wild raccoons that came 
into her yard from the woods. Her 'coons had been 
named and were favorite visitors. Another shopper 
was incredulous that anyone would purposely feed 
such a destructive pest. The good-natured banter 

continued while Paul listened silently, smiling. He 
hoisted the food bag over his shoulder following the 
customer out the door. Then he glanced back, grinning, 
and said, "See? The people are what make this business 
so fun. I love it."

Googly-eyed frog holds flutterby 
friend in golden sunshine.

Who can resist watering 
cans with personality? 

Vivid glass sculptures bask in Keokuk's morning sun.



The "new" Keokuk Public Library turns fifty
 by Sue Olsen
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Remember the old Library on the second floor at Third and Main streets?  Well, if you 
do, we have a challenge for your brain cells...Keokuk Public Library on North Fifth 

street needs YOU to open your memory banks and withdraw some stories concerning your 
use of the new ultra-modern facility completed in 1962 (that was 50 years ago).  Did you 
watch or participate in the construction of the building? Do you remember the County 
Courthouse across the street?  

We will be holding a celebration on August 
29th to mark this Fiftieth Anniversary. We would 
love to have YOUR stories, pictures, songs, 
poems, and comments that will be displayed 
along with those we have already accumulated. 

We were very fortunate to have forward 
thinking citizens willing to put money into 
building a public library that could be adapted 
to modern life as needs altered and Keokukians 
morphed into the twenty-first century. Bring 
your children, grandchildren and yourselves to 
see how much has changed in the library world. 
Of note will be past librarians and older library 
technologies, most notably the card catalog.  This 
fun-filled, non-electronic way of finding just the 
right books used to bring hours of pleasure to 
students working on their term papers.  JOIN 
US, HAVE FUN, AND LEARN.

The Confluence just gets better and better. I know it is a time consuming job to get it 
together, but you are all doing a wonderful job! The articles are very interesting, the 
pictures are wonderful, and the layout is beautifully done.
        Take care,
        Barb Tuttle

The brand-new Keokuk Public Library in 1962.

http://www.sutliverealestate.com
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Depot Update
 by Megan Spees  - DGC Staff Writer

Continued on Page 13

The Keokuk Union Depot, winner of a $10,000 grant, 
and its supporters got the star treatment May 24 during 

a monthly depot commission meeting.
The historic structure on Keokuk’s riverfront was 

entered earlier this year in the Dwell/Sub-Zero Rethinking 
Preservation Contest, competing with more than 100 other 
landmarks around the world. Visitors to the contest page 
could vote an unlimited number of times for the entry of 
their choice.

The competition sponsors announced in March that the 
depot came out on top.

A video sponsored by Sub-Zero, a refrigeration 
company, will be available in September at www.dwell.
com in conjunction with the release of Dwell’s October 
issue, “Modern Across America.” Video Director Nathan 
Cozzolino and Photography Director Drew Kelly (who’s also 
a photographer for the magazine) recorded the meeting and 
interviewed volunteers, commission members and Mayor 
Tom Marion.

Dwell Deputy Editor Jaime Gillin described Dwell as a 
“modern architecture, design and culture magazine based in 
San Francisco.”

“Amid the other submissions to the Dwell and Sub-Zero 
Rethinking Preservation Contest, one of the things that really 
stood out to us about the Keokuk Union Depot entry was 
the clear community involvement in restoring the building,” 
said Gillin, who traveled from California with Cozzolino and 
Kelly. “And now that we’re here in Keokuk, that’s something 
that has become even more apparent, and impressive – how 
many people really care about this building, and are willing to 
volunteer their time, money and sweat equity to bring it back 
to its former glory.

“We’re excited to be here witnessing and recording their 
efforts, and talking to them about their memories of the 
depot over the years,” Gillin added.

Christen Sundquist Martin, a recent graduate of the 
School of the Art Institute of Chicago, entered the depot in 
the contest. Martin chose to do her thesis on the depot after 
traveling to Keokuk to study the building with a class taught 
by Keokuk native Neal Vogel. The city – which owns the 
depot but doesn’t provide rehab funding – hired Martin as 
an intern to re-submit the depot’s application for placement 
on the National Register of Historic Places. A donation from 
the Keokuk Cultural and Entertainment District paid for 
Martin’s work.

“I love being down in Keokuk,” Martin said. “Everyone is 
so inviting and I am ecstatic that your depot won because it is 
a significant building and all of you certainly deserved it.”

Vogel praised Martin for going above and beyond the 
thesis requirements.

“She’s gotten a lot accomplished with two classes (at 
SAIC), and she’s produced more for her thesis than I’ve ever 
seen,” Vogel said.

Dwell employees Nathan Cozzolino, Jaime Gillin, and Drew 
Kelly recently visited Keokuk to prepare a video focused on 
the Union Depot.

http://www.dwell.com
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Continued from Page 10

Martin was unable to attend the meeting, but Vogel dropped in to talk with the 
commission about doing an historic structure report – a type of structural analysis that will 
give the depot credibility when vying for grants because it will “show that it’s preserved 
correctly,” according to Vogel.

“It’s really impressive how you’re going about repairing things on a shoestring budget,” 
he said.

However, he believes it’s vital that the commission work to accomplish a bigger piece of 
the pie, like stabilizing the roof. The report would address how the roof can be stabilized in 
order to restore the central tower, which was destroyed by fire in 1937.

“Ever since I’ve been looking at this building as a teenager, the roof line has been the 
most critical aspect,” he said.

Other aspects of the report would include the brick and sandstone exterior, windows 
and doors, interior, and heating and cooling. 
Additionally, a microscopic analysis would 
address the little things that mean a lot – just 
the right shade of green for the doors and 
window trim, for example.

“John Root (of architectural firm Burnham 
and Root) cared about these things. He was a 
colorist,” Vogel said.

Commission chair Debbie Marion agreed 
with Vogel that the report will show grant 
committees and donors that due diligence is 
being sought.

Commission member Tom Seabold 
remarked, “We need to break it down issue by 
issue.”

The commission gave Vogel the go-ahead 
to draft a report proposal. After getting quotes 
from engineers who specialize in historic 
buildings, Vogel believes the grant money will 
quickly be spent on the report.

Sandy Seabold, who’s in charge of fundraising for the commission, reported that the 
first Farmer’s Market of the season brought in $244 for the depot. Coffee mugs bearing 
the likeness of the depot are available at Farmer’s Market for $10. Bringing the mug each 
Saturday morning entitles a coffee drinker to free refills. Baked goods are available, with 
proceeds going to the depot.

Farmer’s Market is from 7 to 11 a.m. every Saturday through September in the River 
City Mall parking lot.

The commission also has received a $225 check from the sale of depot Christmas 
ornaments that were sold over the holiday season at Cahill-Pribyl Jewelers.

Commission member Steve Celania said the depot’s maintenance and upkeep crew is 
in need of more volunteers. Work days are from 9 a.m. to 1 p.m. every Tuesday, Friday and 
Saturday.

For more information about the depot, go to www.keokukuniondepot.org.

Thanks so much for sending the Confluence.  This [Vol. 6, No. 2] was a really terrific 
issue!  I was so pleased to learn about the grant for the depot.  

The Confluence keeps those of us that no longer reside in the area connected to the 
community and informed about upcoming events.

     Carla Kappmeyer-Sherwin

http://www.keokukuniondepot.org
http://www.ksbbank.com
http://www.ksbinsurance.com
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Note: Mary Grace wrote several articles in the 1960s about old homes and landmarks in 
Keokuk. They were published in The Daily Gate City. Mary’s family has given the Keokuk 
Confluence permission to use the articles along with her sketches. The documents from the family 
were early drafts so we have taken the liberty of correcting some typographical errors.

Keokuk's Medical Colleges

In 1846 what was to become Keokuk’s College of Physicians began an odyssey of nearly 
four years, starting in LaPorte, Indiana, and finally reaching an enduring destination 

in Keokuk in 1849.  From LaPorte it relocated to Madison, Wisconsin, where it became, 
briefly, the Medical Department of the University of Wisconsin.  By 1848 it had moved to 
a new building at Third and Brady Streets in Davenport, Iowa, after a very brief stopover 
at Rock Island, Illinois.  In Davenport it was renamed the Medical College of the Upper 
Mississippi and was the first medical college west of the Mississippi.

In Davenport, this fledgling medical college also became 
embroiled in scandal over what was clearly much more than 
an accusation of grave robbing.  Dr. George W. Richards, 
one of the school’s instructors who later came with the 
college to Keokuk, received a gunshot wound in the arm 
that permanently disabled it, as a result of this incident.  The 
college and its students were so ostracized by the people of 
Davenport that it began seeking yet another location.  Under 
the leadership of Dr. John F. Sanford, the college’s dean, its 
home for the next fifty-eight years became Keokuk.  Classes 
started in November of 1850 in the old Market House at 
Third and Exchange Streets because a new building the city 
was building for the college at Third and Palean was not yet 
completed.

A description of the building the City of Keokuk was 
providing appeared in an 1851 issue of the Iowa Medical Journal:

There will be three large lecture rooms; two will seat over 350 persons and 
one about 250.  The building is situated upon a beautiful and commanding 
eminence and faces to the river with a front finished in the finest style of 
architecture of 100 feet and is fifty feet deep.  Attached to the main wings is 
the University Hospital, erected and furnished by our generous city.

The first faculty included Dr. John F. Sanford, dean and professor of 
surgery; Dr. David L. McGugin, the college’s president; Dr. George W. 
Richards, who had been wounded by gunfire in Davenport; Dr. Joseph C. 
Hughes, who was to follow Sanford as the college’s dean; and others.  Dr. 
Hughes was also the son in-law of Dr. McGugin.  Friction started within the 
faculty in 1851, and in 1853 Dr. Sanford resigned, determined to build a rival 
medical school, which he did in 1857 at Fifth and Concert Streets.

The building built by Dr. Sanford at Fifth and Concert Streets was finished 
in 1857, just in time for the great financial panic that swept through the United 
States.  It had numerous features that, in better times, would have contributed to 
its success.  It was originally three stories and an attic high.  The front half of the 
first floor was occupied by a drugstore and the offices of Doctors Sanford and 
Bond.  The back half of this floor housed Keokuk’s first high school.  The front 
half of the second floor was a museum, with a lecture hall at the rear.  The third 
floor contained an anatomical museum, a dissecting lab, and an amphitheatre 
for demonstrating anatomy.  After just two years, Dr. Sanford was forced to sell 
his fine “dream” for just one-half of its initial $8000 cost.  It was purchased by 
the county, becoming the South Lee County Courthouse.

Continued on Page 15

Old Homes and Landmarks
 by Mrs. C.H. Grace

Keokuk's College of Physicians at 
Third and Palean in the 1850's.

The South Lee County Courthouse 
as it looked when Mary Grace wrote 
this article over fifty years ago.



A windstorm damaged this building in 1876, and the third 
story was cut down.  A thirty-four foot cupola was added that was 
subsequently removed.

Dr. J.C. Hughes, who succeeded Dr. Sanford as dean of the 
College of Physicians and Surgeons, obtained a $15,000 loan 
from the State of Iowa to build the building that would house the 
University of Iowa’s Medical College.  It was erected at Seventh 
and Blondeau—later to be the site of the Masonic building—at 
a total cost of $20,000 in 1858.  When the legislature acted to 
eliminate branch schools in 1857, it exempted the College of 
Physicians and Surgeons, which remained in Keokuk until 1870, 
when a suitable facility was built in Iowa City.

In 1890, a number of the faculty members at the College of 
Physicians And Surgeons left to form a competing Keokuk Medical 
College.  It acquired the Tri-State Building at 18-22 North Sixth 
Street, which had been built in 1883 as the offices of the Daily Gate City.   
The Keokuk Medical College occupied the second and third floors, while the 
newspaper continued to publish from the first floor.  This new college was 
quite successful, adding a dental college in 1897.  A merger between the two 
medical schools took place in 1899, but in 1909 this institution was moved to 
Des Moines to become a part of Drake University.  Then, in 1913, the school 
at Drake was merged with the Medical College of the University of Iowa.

Continued from Page 14
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The Seventh and Blondeau home 
of the College of Physicians and 
Surgeons after 1858, now the 
location of Meyers Courtyard.

The Daily Gate City Building 
when it housed the Keokuk 
Medical College in the 1890's.  
A plaque can be found in the 
State Central Bank parking 
lot commemorating this site.  

Editor's Note:  Keokuk's medical colleges appear to provide 
a nearly inexhaustible supply of reminiscences, memories 
and even memorabilia.  If you have something to share on 
this topic, we'd love to include either text or images in the 
Confluence's next issue.  Just send what you have to Sandy 
Seabold at:  artworks@mchsi.com.

mailto:artworks@mchsi.com
http://www.cramerrealestate.com


 

Now available at
the Main Street Keokuk, Inc. office 

and Courtyard Books

	 There	are	no	tight	fits...	only	perfect	ones!
  

 Keokuk Heritage Puzzles...
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Two	new	additions	to	the	series	have	arrived!

Water Power Series #4
features what was the cover of the fourth of 
ten quarterly progress reports issued during 
the construction of the Keokuk lock and dam.  
This collectors' edition* puzzle measures 
12.75" x 17.5",  contains 495 pieces. $125  

The Keokuk Cultural and Entertainment District has just received two new historical puzzles to 
add to their series.  In each case, original artwork was painstakingly refreshed by Mimi Kiedaisch-
Elmore, then produced into a puzzle exclusively for KCED by Liberty Puzzles of Boulder,CO — 
arguably the finest puzzle creator in North America.  Top grade art paper is affixed to the finest ¼” 
maple plywood, laser cut, then hand cleaned in order to create a final work of art that combines real 
challenge with genuine aesthetic pleasure.  

* Collectors' editions are serially numbered and 
include a specially shaped Chief Keokuk piece. 

In addition to these two latest puzzles,  limited numbers of Water Power Series #2 and Water 
Power Series #3, as well as the Street Fair Puzzle, are still avilable.  The first of the series, 
Water Power Series #1,  has sold out.  Proceeds from all puzzles other than the Union 
Depot benefit KCED.

Union Depot
was created from an old postcard that 
featured the Keokuk Depot as it appeared 
before 1937.   This puzzle measures 8.75" 
x 12.5", contains 228 pieces, and sells for 
$75.  KCED will pass all proceeds from its 
sale on to the Keokuk Depot Commission for 
ongoing repair work.



Quite aside from the physical damage caused by the ice and the flood waters in the early 
spring of 1912, there was a publicity mishap during that period which caused some 

consternation to the builders of the dam and powerhouse.  In preparation for the onslaught 
of the ice and high water in the winter season of 1911-1912, certain jetties were constructed 
from the eastern edge of the cofferdam out toward the center of the river.  

The MRP Electric Power Bulletin #5 states, “In order to minimize the danger to the 
Iowa cofferdam (from the threat of the moving ice), the north wing of cribs was extended 
100 feet further out into the river and a large reinforcing crib built on the downstream side 
of the outer most cribs, all being heavily ballasted with stone.  The function of this wing of 
cribs is to force the current so far out in the stream that it will have no effect on the main 
body of the cofferdam.  The outermost crib was armored with boiler plate.  As time went on 
and March arrived with no signs of the ice breaking up, the jetty was still further reinforced 
by building behind it a very large crib, loaded very heavily with stone, and by tying back the 
main cribs of the jetty to the main body of the cofferdam with large steel cables made tight 
with heavy turn buckles.” 

“In like manner, jetties were constructed on the mid-point on the east side of the 
cofferdam and also from the downstream corner of the cofferdam.  At the end of the jetty 
on the downstream edge of the cofferdam was a small house used to store gun powder 
and other explosives needed in the construction of the powerhouse and locks.  This small 
building at the end of the downstream jetty was referred to as the “powder house.”  

One of the casualties resulting from the movement of the large ice pieces during March 
of 1912 was that the downstream jetty along with the powder house was broken off and 
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In Search of a "d"
 by Jack Smith

That's the P-O-W-D-E-R House, not the power house...

Continued on Page 18



swept downstream.  A publicity problem resulted.  It was described by Chief Engineer 
Cooper’s secretary, Charles Califf, “great quantities of high explosives were used in blasting 
out the riverbed in which to seat the dam and powerhouse, and inasmuch as their point of 
storage was a serious threat, should its contents [be] accidently ignited and exploded, we 
had extended the cofferdam into the river some distance and there had erected a building 
for the explosives which we called the ‘powder house’.  This gave a degree of protection to 
the main works should there be an explosion of this powder house, so called.  Of course, the 
flood in the river had been in the news from day to day, but suddenly a statement appeared 
from the Associated Press in all of the newspapers of the country that the flood in the river 
had ‘washed away the powerhouse’.  Some newspaper reporter or correspondent had taken 
the liberty of eliminating the letter “d”, which made a tremendous difference in the news 
item.  We were immediately overwhelmed with long distance phone calls, telegrams and 
cablegrams from abroad and Mr. Cooper became furious.  A man named Melvin Stone, at 
the time, was the General Manager of the Associated Press, with headquarters in Chicago.  
Mr. Cooper wrote him a letter, literally giving him h---.  Stone replied immediately, advising 
of a correction of the statement in all the news media of the Associated Press…  It made a lot 
of work for me in answering wires, cablegrams and letters, but it was just one of those things 
and nothing more was done about it.”

© Keokuk Area Community Foundation, 2012

Community is where success is measured by different criteria from that 
of the bottom line, which is why the corporate model can be a dangerous 
model to use in the public and nonprofit sectors.  It can distract participants 
from truths that can't be counted.
                       — Pat Wagner
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Continued from Page 15
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Liz Clark has been featured on the Television Food Network and had her own show on 
Iowa Public Television. Now Liz is bringing the art of food to you as she partners with 

the Keokuk Art Center. 
To register, please call The Keokuk Art Center at 319-524-8354. The Center is open 

from 9:00 am – noon, Tuesday through Saturday. It is located in the downstairs of the 
Keokuk Public Library, 210 N. 5th Street, Keokuk, IA 52632. Classes are held at the Art 
Center. Classes must be prepaid! No refunds after the Wednesday before the class.

July
Cheesecake Workshop, Sunday, July 1, 1:30 pm. From Cheddar Cheese/Cornmeal 
Appetizer Cheesecake to Carrot Amaretto with an Almond Crust, we’ll finish with 
elegant Lavender and Lemon and rich Chocolate Malted Mocha. Flavors you’ll adore 
for everyone’s favorite dessert. $35

Bastille Day – After, Sunday, July 15, 1:30 pm. Molded Mousseline de Foie with 
Creamy Sauce Ecrivisse, Poached Cornish Hens Demidoff, Puree de Pommes de Terre 
Trufflé, Gratineéd Stuffed Tomatoes, and Chocolate Terrine/Blood Orange Sauce. $35

Red, White and Green: Italian Vegetable Festival, Saturday, July 28, 9:30 am. 
Vegetable Stuffed Tomatoes, A Buffet of Greens, Fennel, Root Vegetables, and Potatoes 
– an absolute feast of some of the tastiest and healthiest fresh produce you can imagine. 
Liz will give you great tips on growing some of the harder to find greens and herbs that 
you’ve been anxious to work with. High-end gourmet goes affordable. $35
          
August   
Chocolate Festival, Saturday, August 18, 9:30 am. Rehrücken, Lenotre’s “Concord” 
Cake, Chocolate/Caramel Layered Brownies, Walnut Chocolate Caramels. You can’t buy 
any of these this side of Paris. Come learn to make them.  $35

Elegant Italian Dinner Party, Sunday, August 19, 1:30 pm. Braised Leg of Lamb/Balsamic 
Glaze, Gilled Romaine/Lemon Prosciutto Vinaigrette Dressing, Vegetable Risotto Cake, Baked 
Eggplant/Sesame & Pine nut Filling, Sambuca & Coffee Panna Cotta/Raspberry Sauce. $35

September
Corn, Corn, Corn,  Saturday, September 1, 9:30 am.  Lobster/Corn/Goat Cheese Risotto, 
Crab Cakes with Corn, Tomato-Cream Dipping Sauce, Polenta/Fresh Corn Kernels with Wild 
Mushroom Sauce, Laura’s Mom’s Spoon Bread, Chicken Roulade/Fresh Corn & Herb Stuffing 
with a Velvet Corn Sauce. $35

Three Elegant Salads, Sunday, September 9, 1:30 pm.  The change of seasons is talking to us, 
and subliminally we are responding – “Fresh...Fresh!"  Three full-meal salads that will satisfy all 
those cravings you couldn’t quite put a name on. An amazing Lobster Potato Salad with Peas 
and Pea Shoots; Liz’s version of Salad Nicoise that will have you imagining that you are on a 
terrace along the Promenade de Anglaise watching haute Europe stroll by. And to top it all, from 
Liz’s long-time friend, Tom Margittai, one-time proprietor of New York’s iconic Four Season’s 
Restaurant, the lunch of every “Armani-suited” mover and dealmaker in Manhattan, The 
Bar Room Chef’s Salad – including the long-time secret dressing. We’ll make a roasted garlic 
fougasse to go with all three. A perfect salad bread. $35

The Orient in Small Bites, Sunday, September 23, 1:30 pm. Whether you use every recipe 
for a Dim Sum Feast, or only one or two as cocktail hors d’oeuvres, Liz will take you from her 
favorite tuxedo-waitered, white table cloth Vietnamese restaurant in New York’s China Town to 
the fish shacks on the beaches at Thailand’s Pattaya. She’ll give you the secrets of those illusive 
far eastern seasonings that have you craving more. Shrimp Paste Lollipops on sugar cane sticks, 
Miniature Fish & Vegetable Cakes, Barbequed Slivered Duck, Chicken Cilantro, Sesame Pot 
Stickers, Trader Vic’s Egg Fu Young with the Trader’s Sauce and what else from the 
Trader himself but Zombies?! $35

The Art of Food
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Liz Clark Cooking School Classes at the Keokuk Art Center
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Listening to the Corn Grow
 by Liz Clark

There was a cornfield on the hilltop at 
the farm which ranged between the last of the complex of 

out buildings and the edge of the orchard. Some years it was 
allowed to lie fallow or was alternately planted with soybeans, but 
the corn years are those I remember best.

I grew up with the stories of how on still summer nights you could 
actually hear the corn grow, and was determined to find out if it was 
true. The night I remember most clearly was a full-moonlit evening in 
early summer. It must have been July, as the corn was at about my waist 
and I was then probably about 5 feet tall. I walked out into the field and 
about a third of the way down the row, toward the orchard. There were button 
cottonweeds at various spots in the field, and some smart weed and lambs quarter, but 
nothing was particularly over-grown.

I lay down on my back between the rows and watched as the moon climbed above 
the orchard and brilliantly lit the warm summer evening. Crickets chirped and three 
toads sang. Bullfrogs at the pond, just down past the root cellar, croaked. A full-moon 
night must surely have been ideal for a “frog going a-courting…”

As I attuned my ears to all of the sounds around me, one that was not animal 
began to distinguish itself from the others. There was no breeze that night. The leaves 
of the corn stalks were perfectly still above me. The sound I began to focus on was a 
rustle that was almost a squeak.

If you take a close look at a corn stalk, you’ll see that it grows, just like the grass 
it’s related to, telescoping out, one section from the previous one. The sound was the 
sections sliding against each other, literally as the corn grew. If you take two leaves 
of corn and slide them vertically against each other, you can come close to the 
sound I heard that night -- lying there listening to the corn grow.

First Corn
We grew rows and rows of sweet corn in the huge garden behind the house at 

the farm, but the first ears of corn we ate most years were the still immature field 
corn which my dad would bring in from the fields in the bottoms. When the ears 
first began to form and the kernels were still small and tender, he would come in 
with an armload. Though the kernels were already a bit starchy and lacked the 
sweetness of those that would later come from the garden, slathered with home 
churned butter, they were an unbelievable early summer feast.

To Cook Field Corn
Choose immature ears that will juice out when a kernel is pierced with your 

thumb nail. Have a large pot of lightly salted water at a full boil. Add ½ cup of sugar 
to the boiling water. Quickly shuck the corn and brush off any silks. Drop the corn 
into the boiling water and cover the pot. Bring back to a boil as quickly as possible. 
Boil for about 3 minutes. Drain and serve immediately with pounds* of fresh butter, 
coarse salt and freshly ground pepper.

*Since you are not likely to have access to the home-churned butter I grew up with, 
locally “Land O’ Lakes” or “Prairie Farms” are about the best you can buy.
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Solo Flight
 by Tom Gardner
  for Ken Kotecki, engineer, pilot and good friend

In his dream, Howard doesn’t land the H-4 Hercules after a flight of just under a mile.
Instead, he loops into a lazy curve toward the east, crosses over Cabrillo Beach,
And starts climbing toward the mountains on the horizon.  He does this in enormous gyres,
Each gyre overlapping its predecessor, gaining altitude, his plane “a brazen winged beast,”
Yeats’ symbol of “laughing, ecstatic destruction.”  Then he slips over the mountain peaks,
Peers out beyond the high desert and the Great Plains, into the green land of his childhood.

Throughout the night his dream flight continues, rarely more than a plane’s length
From the ground, startling jackrabbit and deer, the occasional coyote or star-crossed lover.
Those who see the plane might marvel at its huge size, but what is truly huge is the land
He passes over.  And then, ahead, he sees the shimmering reflection of America’s greatest 
river, Eliot’s “strong brown god,” the Mississippi.  It’s right where he expected to find it.
Howard turns north, follows the river, watching for the brighter line that is the dam.

Just as dawn begins to spread across the Illinois horizon, he sees it, and above it, his goal.
Lake Cooper stretches a mile wide and fourteen miles upriver, a fine place to land the H-4.
Touching down creates a bank-to-bank V, slicing against the current, a neat symmetry
Until an easy counter-clockwise turn spoils the pattern. Now the downriver swing
Engines feathered, brings the massive plane up close to the Iowa shore.  Just ahead,
Near the crest of the bluff, a white house.  In this recurring dream, Howard has now come home. 
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A Country Man
 by Kori Lambert - K.H.S. class of  2013

His hands are cracked and calloused
His beard a brittle gray
A hard working man who works his hands
Down to the bone every day

His jeans are old and tattered
With his red flannel shirt tucked in
And if you ask, he’ll say that where he comes from
Being lazy is a sin.

He wakes at the crack of dawn
A true countryman at heart
In his life, his farm is his world
And harvesting is an art

His farm and house are important
His family and friends are his life
He was the quarterback on the football team
And the homecoming queen is his wife

His brown, leathered, steel-toed boots
Are the only shoes he will wear
At holidays when he hears that bell ring
He always has change to spare

He’s the kind of man you’d want to know
And you’d be surprised to know that you do
You drive by his tractor every day
He’s on the highway in front of you

You honk and you yell and you curse at him
He just smiles and he waves
Because at night when he gets down on his knees
It’s for you poor city people he prays.

The Ice Inside Us All
 by Rachel Elder - K.H.S. class 2012

I push open the hard, wooden door
I almost sign audibly as the cool breeze from the air conditioner hits me.
The salty perspiration on my top lip;
The hundred degree weather;
This is summer.

I get to my freezer and pull open the door.
My whole body shivers with anticipation.
I pull out a single rectangular ice cube.
Its smooth surface becomes sticky as it first comes in contact with my flesh.
Soon my warm skin becomes moist as the ice loses its battle.

I stare at the clear, odorless surface,
Then I put the ice cube to my temple.
As the droplets roll down my face,
The cool sensation alerts me, and sharpens my mind.
As I finally set the ice down in the sink,
I watch it melt away until its nothing but a pool of water.
I come to a conclusion.

We are just like ice.
We pretend to be tough on the outside;
Solid like we have it all together.
It is all an act.
Right when the trials of life heat up,
We melt away into a pool of nothingness,
Even when we try our hardest to refreeze 
 the moments when we were the strongest.

photo by Rita Noe

Eye on the Forest, digigraph by Rita Noe,  © 2011



Main Street Nights
 by Joy Wellington Tillis  

Remember when we used to sit on hoods of cars
in high school?  Hot summer nights;
only so much dragging Main…  using up precious gas,
after all, up to 50 cents a gallon…
The tunes were so fine; the jokes were real then too.
Cars would peel out, lay a patch, honk;
Cool drivers would slouch down, go by slow.

The characters!  A few of the girls, sometimes
Inn Crowd guys:  Falcon, Reggie, Pinky, Fast Ed, Ramo,
Easy Ed, Rat, Harlo, Post, geez I forget the rest.
Some gas stations would close at 9:00;
Texaco, Conoco; they’d hang out in their lots,
Here comes a parade:  ’56 Chevy, ’49 Ford, ’65 T-bird,
’64 Galaxie convertible, ’68 Impala, later model T.
All cars we knew:  icons of our youth;
and some we hitched behind in fresh snow.
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Aromatherapy
 by Joy Wellington Tillis

Certain smells release me back to childhood:
Lilacs,   violets,   blooming pear trees;
pressed powder, Coty lipstick,
Faberge fragrances…

Fresh ironing, newly mown grass, carpentry,
the sappy swoon of cut Christmas trees.
Of all the senses, smell is the most
underrated.   The memory of sniffing
tiny bells of lilies of the valley
packs a wallop even years later.

Epiphany
 by Joy Wellington Tillis

I recall where I was when I realized things were going to be
okay in life…  standing at the river’s edge, Price’s Creek,
listening to the waves lap the shore,
a gray Sunday teenage afternoon.
I return to that alone-but-not-lonely shore memory;
Over the years, still intact, yet the water’s edge has gotten
chilly.
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Sweeter than the Roses, 
digigraph by Rita Noe,  © 2009

mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com


Wake up, Dear, it's time to go to bed
 by Elaine Tweedy Foley

At middle age we’ve learned that “golden years” is a fable.
We know what day it is by the pillbox daily label:
Glucosimine for the healing, vitamin E for the brain,
Ginkoba for circulation, ibuprophen for the pain;
Baby aspirin for thinner blood, calcium for the bones,
Antacid for the tummy, vitamin C to fight the colds;
A fan for my hot flashes, stool softener…well, you know.
Too tired for the ten o’clock news, it’s off to bed we go.
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(Read from bottom to top.)

                                          Toward the light.
                                       Higher, higher
                                    Lives to save.
                                 Weary wraiths,
                              Higher, higher.
                           Faith, fear battling.
                        Fire gear rattling,
                     Higher, higher.
                  Climbing climbing 
               Shadowed shouts sounding.
            Specters’ boots pounding,
         Smoky voices sobbing.
      Racing pulses throbbing,
   Higher, higher.
Rushing rushing

by Elaine Tweedy Foley 

FDNY 343

Washday
 by Elaine Tweedy Foley

Cotton clouds float by
Little birds, clipped like clothespins,
On a taut black line.  

Washday received Honorable mention 
College Division at Lyrical Iowa 2000

Community moves at the speed of heartbeat and breath, of that of a slow stroll through a rose garden.  It 
stops to feed the birds, pick up trash, close an open gate, and pull a blanket over the shoulders of a sleeping 
child.  It stops, and asks, "How are you," over and over again, and never gets tired of hearing the same stories, 
over and over again.
            — Pat Wagner

photo by Rita Noe

http://www.riverhillsvillage.com
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"Real superstitious, huh?” the chief said before ending 
his conversation with Bob and returning his phone 

to the cradle.  His administrative assistant stood in the open 
doorway, the latest batch of documents in her hands, ready 
for his signature.

“Is that the last of them?” he asked, gesturing her into his 
office.

“Yep.  Get these signed, Frank, and you can be on your 
way with a clear conscience that who does what until you 
return is all spelled out and legal.”

Frank was already signing, eager to be on his way.  Each 
year he went to the annual meeting of the Iowa Police Chiefs’ 
Association, not so much for the meetings, but because he 
had made friends with some of the other chiefs, mainly from 
towns about the same size as his own, which was nestled in 
the southeastern corner of the state.  Frank had discovered 
that there were some things you didn’t want to talk about with 
a civilian, nor with a subordinate, but you still wanted to talk 
about with someone, and that pretty much meant another 
chief.  His best friend, the one he had just been talking with 
on the phone, was the chief of a somewhat smaller town in 
Iowa’s southwestern corner..

More often than not, it was Frank who was called on to 
give advice, but that was gratifying, too.  This time it was Bob 
who was presenting Frank with an interesting problem to 
solve.  The drive to Des Moines offered him the opportunity 
to think about Bob’s problem, along with whatever else might 
cross his mind, in relative peace and quiet—a luxury his job 
rarely afforded him.

The drive up and over was as uneventful as Frank had 
hoped it would be.  Even when he got close to Iowa’s capital, 
he found most vehicles were going the other way, commuters 
driving home from jobs in the city.  He was slowed down only 
once, a brief snarl of traffic at one of Iowa’s newer gambling 
casinos.  He remembered that lunch had been a sandwich at 
his desk and that these casinos were said to have pretty good 
food at a reasonable cost, so he switched lanes and stopped.  
The meal was fine, and before setting out on the last leg of 
his trip, he walked about a bit, people watching and thinking 
about Bob’s little problem.

As he had arranged to do every year, Frank stayed at 
one of Des Moines’ oldest downtown hotels, a bit of faded 
elegance that was also popular with a number of the other 
chiefs.  He checked in and dropped off his luggage before 
going back down to the bar off the lobby where he knew he’d 
find several of them, no doubt listening to one of Bob’s far-
fetched tales of law enforcement back in the days before there 
were computers.

Indeed, Bob was holding court at a large booth in the 
corner, his ample gut suggesting a stereotypical fondness 
for jelly–filled doughnuts and cinnamon buns.  When he saw 
Frank, he called out, “Here he is, the man of the hour!” and 
beckoned him over to the booth where there was still room 
for one more.  Frank recognized all but one of the other 
chiefs, a younger man who was dressed in uniform—and 

Ghost Story
 by Tom Gardner

what a uniform!  It was obviously tailor-made with gleaming 
brass buttons, red piping and enough scrambled eggs on the 
cap to feed them all breakfast.

Bob performed introductions.  “Frank,” he said, “this is 
Chief Bloom.  He’s not the police chief of a city or town, but 
the chief of security at Iowa’s newest and biggest shopping 
mall, Jordan Ridge.  Chief Bloom half stood, leaning forward 
and extending his right arm, “Hiya, Chief.  Call me Steve.”  
Frank shook his hand and said, “And you call me Frank.” 
And then he sat down.

Bob went on to say that Steve had just been giving them 
all a preview of his presentation the next day, “Successful 
Adolescent Dispersal in Retail Settings.”  Steve explained to 
Frank that keeping teenagers moving, and keeping them from 
gathering into groups was one of his top priorities.  “I can’t 
just move them out of Jordan Ridge altogether,” he said.  “My 
merchants depend on them too much for the money they 
spend.  But you let them form into bigger groups, and they’re 
nothing but trouble.  Do you have problems with teenagers in 
your town, Frank?”

“Perhaps not the same problems you have,” Frank replied.  
“We’re actually concerned more with how to keep them.  
You know, creating jobs that can turn into careers, and even 
providing places of entertainment that appeal to young 
people.”

“Yeah, but like now, just after Halloween, didn’t you find 
yourself dealing with a lot of pranks and vandalism?” Steve 
asked.

“You know, we did have a rather interesting problem of 
that type this past Halloween,” Frank said.  It got to be kind 
of complicated in the end, though I did manage to come up 
with a solution that I think will work.  Only time will tell.  I 
don’t know if you’d find it all that interesting.”

“Oh, I’m sure I would!” Steve replied.  “If you other 
gentlemen wouldn’t mind…?”  All the other chiefs nodded 
their approval.

“Well, okay,” said Frank, “but I’ll need to fill you in on 
some of the background first.”

“Back in the early part of the last century, a high school 
was built in a central location on my town’s Main Street.  
It was perfectly adequate for a number of years, but then 
when those post-World War II baby boomers started into 
elementary school, it was fairly obvious that it would be not 
be adequate by the time they got to high school.  So in the 
early 1950s, a new high school was built and the old building 
became a junior high school.

“The old high school, now a junior high, continued to 
be used in that capacity for even longer than it was a high 
school, aided by one significant addition and several efforts at 
renovation.  Finally, not that many years ago it was decided 
to build a new middle school and to tear down the old 
building and sell the land it stood on, perhaps for commercial 
purposes.

Continued on Page 26
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“That parcel of land, however, did not sell, and whatever 
big box stores that were attracted to my town were located 
further out toward the edge of town.  The land continued to 
sit vacant year after year, becoming something of a burden 
to the local school district.  And then a contingent of Native 
Americans came to town.  Their tribe is now located out in 
Oklahoma, I think, but once they considered the land our 
town sits on to have been theirs.  In fact, one of their great 
nineteenth century chiefs gave our town its name and is 
buried in one of our municipal parks.

“So, where was I?  Oh yeah, this group of tribal leaders 
came to town.  The tribe had, some years ago, discovered that 
the reservation they had been sent to was sitting on a mid-
sized pool of oil, enough to give the tribe a significant income 
for many years, even enough to benefit tribal members with a 
bit left over to save against a rainy day.  Only now the oil was 
running out, and so they were looking for an investment that 
would provide a new, long-term stream of income.  In short, 
they were there to buy up a suitable parcel of land where they 
planned to build a gambling casino.  In no time, the tribe 
bought the site of the old high school and the whole town was 
dreaming of the prosperity that would come with a fine new 
casino in the middle of town.

“Unfortunately, the state gambling commission decided 
there was already enough gambling in Iowa and refused to 
grant the gambling license.  As you might imagine, this led 
to a certain amount of legal action, but in the end the tribe 
found themselves stuck with this parcel of land.  Its members 
tried to come up with an alternative plan for its use, but came 
up with nothing—nor could they find another buyer for the 
land.  That’s when they began talking about a tribal cemetery.  
And in the end, that’s what they did—put a Native American 
cemetery on that plot of land.”

“What!” Bob exclaimed.  “They put an Indian graveyard 
on the site of a high school?  Man, that cannot be good.”

 Frank gave Bob a “go easy” look before saying, “In fact, I 
was pretty pleased with the result.  I could see the possibility 
of an increased need for law enforcement with a new 
gambling casino, but I wasn’t at all sure that the city council 
would want to—or be able to—come up with the increased 
funding.

“The first hints of trouble to come didn’t appear for some 
time, and then they came from unreliable sources.  A man we 
provided with overnight accommodations, the result of public 
intoxication, claimed to have seen a man wearing a headdress 
that shook a spear at him and then seemed to disappear, right 
in the middle of Main Street.  In the morning he didn’t want 
to talk about it.

“We ignored that ‘report,’ but there were others we could 
not so easily ignore, coming from more respectable citizens 
who were stone-cold sober.  What these reports all seemed to 
have in common was location, on or near Main Street, not far 
from the site of the old high school.  Some reports spoke of 
seeing a figure in traditional Native American clothing, others 
simply said that the figure ‘looked like an Indian.’  There 
was never any vandalism or destruction of property, but an 
increasingly large number of people were badly frightened, 
even when the menacing figures broke into laughter.  I 

suspected high school kids, but there were so many features 
of these appearances I couldn’t explain—the sudden chill that 
came with each appearance, then the sudden disappearance 
of the perpetrator, stuff like that.”

“So what did you do?” Steve asked, his eyes wide.
“Well, by this time the rumor that the new cemetery was 

haunted had spread all over town.  There were lots of people 
asking me a variation on your question:  ‘What are you going 
to do?’  And then things got a whole lot worse.”

“How?  What happened?” Steve stammered.
Frank gave him a hard look.  “Let me put it this way, 

Steve.  You don’t know what fear is until you’ve felt the icy 
fingers of some long dead Native American giving you a 
wedgie.”

Bob, who had been taking a sip of his drink, suddenly had 
a coughing fit.  The chief to his left began pounding on his 
back.  Steve sat there slack-jawed, his eyes as big as saucers, 
stunned by the horror of what he was hearing.

“It was incidents like that that gave me an insight into 
what was really going on in my town,” Frank went on.  I 
formed a hypothesis and tested it.”

“So, uh, what was your hypothesis?  How did you 
test it?” Bob asked.  He seemed to have picked up a mild 
case of palsy, shaking as he spoke.  Steve still looked too 
overwhelmed to speak.

“Okay, I could see that these otherworldly manifestations 
were acting exactly like high school kids.”  Steve gave 
an involuntary shudder when Frank said this.  “So my 
hypothesis was that somehow, during all those years that 
the old high school building was in use, all of the passion 
of adolescence, both of joy and of despair, soaked into the 
ground, leaving a kind of residue.  I also supposed that the 
Native Americans later buried there had had little, if any, time 
for adolescent frivolity.  Their lives forced them into adult 
roles and responsibilities way too soon.  Just being a kid was 
their ‘unfinished business.’

“So, I went to the cemetery at midnight…”
“You did what!” Steve exclaimed, having finally found his 

voice.
“Yes, I went to the cemetery at midnight,” Frank said, 

“and I spoke to them.  What I said to them, what I offered to 
them, seemed to be agreeable, so I am now hopeful that my 
town will no longer be troubled by ghostly manifestations.”

“Oh my God,” Steve said.  “What did you say to them?  
What did you do?”

Frank smiled grimly and said, “I offered to bring them up 
here with me.  Then I dropped them off at Jordan Ridge Mall.  
After all, what teenager doesn’t love hanging out at a mall?”  

The Ghost: Continued from Page 25
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A • Municipal Boat Ramp
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G • Victory Park / Gen. Curtis statue
H • Observation Deck (100 yr old bridge)
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Dining in the District
• Angelini’s Pizza
• Delightfully Tasteful
 Bistro
• Domino’s
• Fiesta Jalisco
• First Wok
• 4th Street Cafe
• Harrington’s Restaurant
• Jets
• Lumpy’s Tap & Grill
• River City Café
• Shifters Grinders
• Subway
• The Cellar
• The Wooden Nickel

N

Cultural Assets in the District
  1 • Dreasler Photography 
  2 • Estes Park
  3 • Gateway Park 
  4 • Grand Theatre
  5 • Great River Gallery
  6 • Katie John House
  7 • Keokuk Art Center
  8 • Keokuk Public Library
  9 • Lee Co. Historical Society Museum
10 • Plaza Cinemas
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July
  1-31		•	Paintings by Jame Hayes of Muscatine, Iowa, Keokuk Art Center Exhibit, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
							1	 	•	River & Power Days,  Lock & Dam #19 Causeway, 10 am - 4 pm,  
   the Keokuk/Hamilton Dam and Power House
	 	•	Cheesecake Workshop with Liz Clark, Keokuk Art 
   Center, 1:30 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library
								 	•	Cody James Ministry, 4 - 10 pm, Rand Park Pavilion  
							7			•	Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall 
   Parking Lot 
					11	 	•	Dishing About Books Book Club 
   discusses Middlesex, by Jeffrey Eugenides, 
   7:30 - 8:30 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library
					12	 	•	Day Dreamers, Blank Park Zoo Animal
    Presentation, 10 am, Keokuk Library
	 	•	Free Movie Night, 6 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library, 
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation      
					13	 	•	Mirror Image, A Real Enchanted Musical, 
   GRP Summer Youth Theatre, 7:30 pm,
   The Grand Theatre
					14	 	•	Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
	 	•	Mississippi Rat Pak Car Show, Tolmie Park
   Mall Parking Lot
	 	•	Mirror Image, A Real Enchanted Musical, GRP Summer Youth Theatre, 7:30 pm,
   The Grand Theatre  
					15	 	•	Bastille Day - After with Liz Clark, Keokuk Art 
   Center, 1:30 pm, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library
	 	•	Mirror	Image,	A	Real	Enchanted	Musical, GRP 
   Summer Youth Theatre, 2 pm,
   The Grand Theatre    
					19			•	Keokuk Garden Club Road Trip to 
   Hummingbird Haven, Smithfield, IL, 
   Lucille Whitaker, Hostess
	 	•	American Pie, Pavilion Commission 
   Concert, 7:30 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
					21	 	•	Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall 
   Parking Lot
					24	 	•	Sister	Cities	Ambassadors	depart	for	
   Kai-shi, Yamanashi, Japan
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					26	 	•	Roll Out the Barrels, Main Street Crazy Days 
	 	•	Rick Eugene's Magic Show, 10 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
					27	 	•	Roll Out the Barrels, Main Street Crazy Days 
	 	•	Relay for Life, 6 pm - 6 am, Rand Park  
	 	•	Artist's Showcase, 6:30 - 11 pm, Tipenecker's Tap, 1100 Main
					28	 	•	Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
	 	•	Relay for Life, ending at 6 am, Rand Park
	 	•	Roll Out the Barrels, Main Street Crazy Days 
	 	•	Red, White and Green: Italian Vegetable Festival with 
   Liz Clark, Keokuk Art Center, 9:30 am, Lower Level,
    Keokuk Library
					30	 	•	Young Gunz Band, 6 - 8 pm, Keokuk Library  

August
  1-31		•	Portraits and Paintings by Nadine Mitchell of 
   Quincy, Illinois, Keokuk Art Center Exhibit, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
							1			•	Dishing About Books Book Club discusses Await Your Reply, 
   by Dan Chaon, 7:30 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library      
							3	 	•	Glow in the Dark Golf, Big River United Way Fundraiser, 
   Keokuk Country Club
	 	•	Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 8 - 10 pm,  The Hawkeye
    Restaurant, 105 N. Park
							4	 	•	Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
							7	 	•	Sister	Cities	Ambassadors	return	from	Japan	
							9	 	•	Free Movie Night, 6 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library, 
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation     
					11	 	•	Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
					16	 	•	Keokuk Garden Club Road Trip to Warsaw High School 
   Greenhouse, Tim and Sandy Kelly, Hosts
	 	•	Flannigan's Right Hook,  Pavilion Commission Concert, 
   7:30 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
					17	 	•	Tri-State Quilter's Guild Quilt Show, 9 am - 5 pm, 
   Faith Family Church, 2323 Main St.
	 	•	Rollin'	on	the	River, annual Blues Fest, Victory Park

					18	 	•	Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
	 	•	Tri-State Quilter's Guild Quilt Show, 9 am - 4 pm,   
    Faith Family Church, 2323 Main St.
	 	•	History in a Cloth Bag, presented by Michael Zahs as part
   of the Quilt Show, 11 am, Faith Family Church,
   sponsored by the Keokuk Arts Council
	 	• Chocolate Festival with Liz Clark, Keokuk Art Center, 
   9:30 am, Lower Level, Keokuk Library
	 	•	Gil Sargent Memorial Hoopin' on the River 3 on 3, 
   Hubinger Landing
	 	•	Rollin' on the River, annual Blues Fest, Victory Park

mailto:billshay@q.com
mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com
mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com
mailto:billshay@q.com
http://www.conncommunications.com


					19	 	•	Elegant Italian Diner Party with Liz Clark, Keokuk Art Center, 
   1:30 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library
     25  •	Farmers Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
	 	•	Unity in the Community Concert, noon - 5 pm, Rand Park Pavilion

September
  1-30		•	Intaglio Prints by Joseph Winkelman of  Oxford, England, 
   Keokuk Art Center Exhibit, Round Room, Keokuk Library
				1-2		•	Wildcat Open,  PFGA Sanctioned Disc Golf Tournament,  
   Rand Park - Keokuk and Wildcat Springs - Hamilton
							1	 	•	Corn, Corn, Corn with Liz Clark, Keokuk Art Center, 
   9:30 am, Lower Level, Keokuk Library
							3	 	•	Labor Day Parade, 11 am, Main Street Keokuk 
							5	 	•	Dishing About Books Book Club, book to be determined, 
   7:30 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library      
						 	•	Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 8 - 10 pm,  The Hawkeye Restaurant, 
   105 N. Park Dr.
							9	 	•	Three Elegant Salads with Liz Clark, Keokuk Art Center, 
   1:30 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library 
					13	 	•	Free Movie Night, 6 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library, 
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation 
					20	 	•	A Wreath for All Seasons, by Phyllis Benner, 
   Keokuk Garden Club, noon - 1 pm, 
   Lower Level, Keokuk Library
  •	The Horn Dogs, Pavilion Commission Concert, 
   7:30 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
					23	 	•	The Orient in Small Bites with Liz Clark, 
   Keokuk Art Center, 1:30 pm, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library
					27	 	•	Peter Simon,  Pianist, Keokuk Concert 
   Association, The Grand Theatre 

  

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. 30

The Horndogs -Courtesy Photo

Save the date ...
      October 7 
									•	Encore Fundraiser for
  The Grand Theatre
     October 11 - 13
									• L-Bird Convention & Fly-In
  Keokuk Muncipal Airport
     October 13
										•	Main	Street	Keokuk	Inc.'s	
           Wine Over Water

mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com
mailto:billjudyvan@gmail.com
http://www.FCB-Keokuk.com
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