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Eagles!  Eagles in flight,  
Eagles in trees,  Eagles 

fishing,  Eagles swooping down 
over the Mississippi.

My first introduction to Joe 
Morgan was on Facebook.  A 
friend shared a photograph of his 
with the title “Today I Saw…”  
And then another. All of this 
happened back in mid-winter 
when the eagles on our part of 
the river abound.  Joe Morgan 
knows just how to capture them. 
The definition of each bird’s 
feathers and the steely glint 
in their eyes are there for all 
to appreciate. I requested his 
friendship so I wouldn’t miss 
any of his nature posts.  I was hooked.  Shortly thereafter, pictures of deer covered 
with snow peering out among the trees began to appear.  And squirrels eating and 
scampering about.  Soon there were ducks and coots and pelicans scattered among 
the eagles.   Cardinals and orioles 
and rabbits and turtles looking 
close enough to touch.
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I met Joe in person in late winter, before the spring snows.  He took me on a 
nature walk and shared some of his tricks.  These "tricks" were all based on being 
a keen observer of the nature of his subjects.  He knows when they will take to the 
air, or when they will stop and check their back trail.  Joe is a quiet, almost shy man.  
None of the preening display or the temperament that is stereotypically considered 
"artistic" can be found in this modest, middle-aged man.  He has the strong 

Midwestern principles of another era, 
the ones we older folks grew up learning 
to admire.

Whether it is 
mating for life, 
primping for the prom, 
or building a home, 
birds live lives that 
bring joy to ours.

mailto:artworks1221@gmail.com
mailto:billjudyvan@gmail.com
mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com


Joe Morgan was born and raised on the Mississippi River.  He has lived here all his life. He attended 
Keokuk schools, where he took his first photography class, and then college in Canton and Macomb, 
never straying from his roots here on the river.  He never saw the need to be anywhere else.  When 
he lost his father, early in life, he was mentored by a wonderful Scout leader, Bob Harrison.  They 
lived near each other on River Road.  Eventually, Joe married Bob’s daughter Susie.  They in turn 
have raised two boys on the river.  Joe was a Scout leader himself for many years while his sons were 
growing up.  

This close association with Scouting has given Joe a deep appreciation of the beauty of the natural 
world in all its forms.  And what is lucky for us, he has a talent for capturing it on film. Joe’s pictures 
leap out of the computer screen and pull you into their world. Joe’s studio and cabin are filled with 
his wonderful pictures.  Landscapes and portraits along with studies of hands playing instruments 
and flowers line walls and lean against the furniture.  He takes great pleasure in sharing what he sees.  
Almost every Sunday he leads a group of aspiring photographers on nature walks, and generously 
shares his vast knowledge of cameras and animal behavior.  These groups consist of whoever shows up.

Every morning Joe leaves thirty minutes early 
for his job at Pinnacle.  Along the way he has time 
to stop and capture what he sees that morning.  
Every evening he downloads those pictures and 
shares them with us.  Today I saw…..the dam at 
Lock 19 in a misty morning sunrise.

Continued from Page 2
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Joe Morgan conferring with 
a fellow enthusiast.

The intricate beauty in nature can be 
found in what is small and ephemeral.

http://www.sutliverealestate.com
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In late June, downtown Keokuk's Estes Park began featuring an exciting new piece 
of public art:  a new mural for the Heritage Center wall.  This new mural was made 

possible when an anonymous local benefactor donated the necessary funding for this project 
to Main Street Keokuk Incorporated.  MSKI contracted with the Iowa-based artists group 
Walldogs to design and paint the mural, asking that it make use of an historic Keokuk 
theme featuring Keokuk's powerhouse and dam.  MSKI was hoping to launch the project in 
conjunction with the Mississippi River Power 100 celebration and when it received word that 
Walldogs could rearrange their schedule to accommodate this request things got real exciting 
real quick.

Walldogs organizer and host artist, Nancy Bennett of Centerville, visited Keokuk in 
early April and met with MSKI and a group of local citizens, including county and city 
representatives, to discuss Keokuk’s history, its development, its sense of place and its natural 
and geographic beauty.  Numerous ideas were considered, historic print materials were 
consulted, and Keokuk’s roots were explored in seeking inspiration for the mural. Bennett 
took away ideas and materials to share with other Walldogs and together they created a 
concept subsequently approved by the local committee.

The new mural has replaced the Sesquicentennial Heritage Mural which was created 
in conjunction with Keokuk’s 150th Anniversary celebration.  Started in 1997, the earlier 
mural was painted by Glen Myers 
from an original work of art created 
by Rickelle Nelson, both Keokuk 
artists of that era.  Installed in 1998, 
after 16 years of sun exposure, 
the mural’s once vibrant colors 
had faded and the wood panels 
were deteriorating.  MSKI will be 
using the salvageable wood for 
other community projects.  The 
bronze plaque installed under the 
Sesquicentennial Mural, which 
honors contributors to the mural, 
remains in place.  MSKI has added 
a second plaque to tell the story of 
the two murals and to recognize 
new contributors.

The ten wood panels that 
comprised the earlier mural have 
been replaced with aluminum panels 
that, according to Walldogs, should 
provide a much more stable, longer-
lasting surface.  Once the old mural 
was down, Lee County Supervisors 
were able to move ahead with their 
planned maintenance and painting 
of the Heritage Center wall that was behind it.

Before the Walldogs artists arrived, there was a great deal of prep work to be done.  The 
10’ by 40’ aluminum panels had to be scuffed and installed on the existing framework.  
Scaffolding, providing a platform for the painters, was located and installed.  A portion of 
the park had to be secured for the artists’ safety, but there was plenty of room for the public 
to view the process.  Then rain on Wednesday made it necessary to move their work into 
the River City Mall.  Walldogs like to interact with the community and a number of area 
residents stopped by to watch the process. 

When rain threatened, the prepared panels 
were moved into the River City Mall and 
the Walldogs got right to work.

A new mural in Estes Park in just four days!
 by Joyce Glasscock

Continued on Page 5
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Walldogs arrived in Keokuk on Wednesday, June 26th, and by the time they left town 
on Sunday, June 30th, the mural was painted—just four days from start to finish.

MSKI worked with Walldogs to create a “paint-by-number” children’s version of the 
mural.  This mural was outlined on prepared R-Board, a light-weight material that, when 
the individual panels are attached, forms a self-supported, accordion-style, two-sided 
mural.  The mural can then be easily transported for display in schools, nursing homes, 
hospitals, businesses and at area events.

Walldogs are a group of sign & mural artists from all over the globe. The name "wall 
dogs" was first used late in the 19th century to designate the artists that labored like dogs 
through the hot summers painting billboards and the walls of buildings and barns with 
advertising. Evidence of this work can be seen as "Ghost Signs" throughout cities of all 
sizes. The modern organization by the same name was organized in southern Iowa in the 
early 1990’s to promote the preservation of the wall painting art by organizing weekend 
blitzes where wall dogs from around the country and sometimes from other countries 
would converge on a host town to paint one or more walls.  A host artist works with the 
town to develop the theme of the project then goes back to the other participating wall 
dogs and completes the design for the town’s approval.  The town is responsible for 
covering the cost of materials and housing and feeding the wall dogs.

Along with the title of Walldog, our 
visiting mural artists have also adopted 
many other traditions that show in their 
work.  From the colors they use to the 
design styles they practice, the murals they 
create capture a sense of nostalgia and 
historic significance.  MSKI is pleased 
and honored to have been selected as the 
recipient and administrator of the donated 
funds and for the opportunity to work with 
Walldogs in creating Keokuk's latest piece 
of public art.  Public art is an important 
part of a community's streetscape.  It 
adds energy and a sense of vitality to our 
community all of which enhances the 
downtown, especially for those who are 
seeing it on foot.

Walldogs from left to right:  McKinly Estes, Michael Clark, 
Nancy Bennett, Steve Estes, Kathy Durham, Tom Durham, 
and Charlie McCrady.

By Friday, Steve Estes was 
focused on the Chief.

http://www.ksbbank.com
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Maiin Street Keokuk Incorporated always promises fun in an exotic, romantic location 

for those who participate in its annual Summer Fun and Fundraiser.  In recent years 
we have spent memorable evenings in France, in Greece, and in India.  Well, this year we 
are imagining ourselves in a location much closer to home, but it is a location that promises 
easily as much in terms of romance in a setting that is both far off and familiar.  This year 
we are exploring the Magic of the Mississippi, 
a magic that starts in the icy lakes of Northern 
Minnesota and extends through the Cajun 
country of Southern Louisiana.  Because we see 
our part of the Mississippi so often, it is easy for 
us to forget all of the exotic, magical locations 
that this wonderful—and wonder filled—river 
connects together.

An evening on the Mississippi has got to 
be an evening listening to great music, music 
written by and performed by America's greatest 
musicians.  These artists have created and sung 
the songs that that have been stuck in our heads 
since childhood.  Though they are no longer 
with us, their songs live on to help us celebrate 
life's good times and get through life's hard 
times.  We are fortunate to have living in and 
near Keokuk great musicians who can bring to 
life the music and even the appearance of these 
American masters.  And so, during dinner, we 
will have Chuck Mitchell bringing to life the music of Stephen Foster, while after dinner 
we will have the opportunity to listen to and to dance to the music of the incomparable 
Patsy Cline, as interpreted by Kathy Dye, the magnificent Johnny Cash, as remembered 
by Tom Allen, and (of course!) the King, Elvis Presley, as conjured out of the Lower 
Mississippi's soul by Randy Whitaker. 

The dinner will be as memorable, and as memory evoking, as the music.  Appetizers will 
include catfish bites, a favorite in Keokuk dating back to when the only place to get a meal 

Magic of  the Mississippi...  July 13th
 The 2013 MSKI Summer Fun and Fundraiser
 North Sixth and Blondeau Streets
  6:30 to 10:00 p.m.

Drift downstream the Mississippi and enjoy the culinary classics 
served along it's banks at this year's MSKI Summer Fun and                        
Fundraiser. Whether you prefer the cajun spice of New Orleans,                       
the smoky barbeque of Memphis or the cool refreshment from a St. 
Louis brewery, your tongue will be dancing while your toes are                         
tapping to the sounds of our own Million Dollar Quartet. 

        of the Mississippi 

13th Annual Summer Fun and Fund Raiser of Main Street Keokuk, Inc. 

Saturday, July 13, 2013   
6th and Blondeau Streets 

6:30 - 10:00 

Tickets are available at 
Courtyard Books  Hy-Vee Food Store 

Johnson Schmidt  Keasling’s 
Main Street Keokuk Offices 

$30 per person 
$300 for reserved table of eight featuring a designated waiter, wine and more! 

Continued on Page 7
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was at Rat Row; hushpuppies, where corn goes when it's in a holiday mood; and toasted 
cheese ravioli, considered one of the seven basic food groups down in Saint Louis.  The 
salad will be greens with praline and pecans, accompanied by cornbread.  There will be 
three entrées:  shrimp etouffee over wild rice, barbeque ribs, and baked mac 'n cheese with 
tomatoes.  It is at this point in the evening that you'll want to exercise the greatest self-
discipline and restraint—and save room for dessert.  Yes, for dessert there will be Mississippi 
mud cake, Stan's Pastry cream horns, and pecan pie bars.

There will also be a couple of Signature (i.e., for purchase) taste treats:  charbroiled 
oysters ($5) and havarti shrimp with butter & garlic ($5).

Interested in taking with you a small souvenir of this magical evening?  Then you're going 
to want to get yourself an official Magic of the Mississippi Souvenir Koozie, available for 
purchase at $3.  With it, you will receive a free beer of your choice from the headwaters or 
the Mississippi Delta, a memorable brew kept magically cool in your koozie.

If it is a more substantial souvenir that you require, then you're going to want to 
participate in the silent or the voice auction that will come near the evening's end.  The "big 
ticket items" will, for the most part, be auctioned in a voice auction called by auctioneer 
Dave Carroll.  These called items include a breakfast and cruise on 
the Mississippi River for up to thirty participants, a fabulous dinner 
for eight featuring authentic New Orleans cuisine, "Bejeweled" a 
stunning work in stained glass by Mike Thompson and a signature 
piece of jewelry by Erika Wolfe.  The silent auction will have items 
that range from rare to one-of-a-kind and hard-to-find-at–any-
price but typically include some real bargains.  This year's silent 
auction will include a beautiful silver dollar from the New Orleans 
Mint that's dated 1884, arts and crafts created by both local and 
nationally known artists, sterling silver spoons featuring classic 
images of New Orleans, St. Louis and Keokuk, framed stock 
certificates issued by iconic Keokuk firms, and much, much more.  
Near each item in the silent auction you'll find a bid sheet, where 
you can enter bids right up until the auction's end.

Again, all this Mississippi Magic will be taking place from 
6:30 till 10:00 p.m. on North 6th Street between Lucky's and the 
Grand, with the entrance at Blondeau.  Tickets will be available at 
the entrance, but you can get tickets and even a table for eight in 
advance at MSKI's offices in the Baymont Inn & Suites, 325 Main 
Street, Keokuk.

Continued from Page 6

Silver River Runner
     — Necklace —
An original, one of a kind piece, designed and created especially for 
"Magic of the Mississippi" by Keokuk metal artist, Erika Wolfe, will 
be part of this year's auction.  A sterling silver and 22 karat gold 
paddle wheel with blue Topaz gemstone "water drops" churns freely 
through the waters of fine English crystal, roundelle glass beads as a 
special tribute to the golden age of the many river steamers that once 
navigated the Mississippi River.



A wide variety of entertainment can be found at
the Rand Park Pavilion throughout the summer 

months.  It's offered in idyllic surroundings at no 
charge —though donations are always welcome. This 
year, food will be available for purchase at all events. 
Bring your lawn chair or blanket, kick back and enjoy!

July 4, all day - 4th of July Celebrations.  Activities 
designed for every age will take place throughout the 
park, wrapping up with a fireworks display around 
9:00 pm.  Pavilion performers will include Bocephus 
Wayne, McNamara's Band, and the Celtic Storm 
Irish Dancers.

July 6, noon until 5 pm - Unity in the Community.  
Come for an inspirational afternoon of praise bands. 

July 26, 7 pm - Midnight.  A Chicago based band 
that's entertained thousands of fans at hundreds of 
premier events, clubs and night spots, this group 
covers a wide variety of music, from classic to current 
hits... Bon Jovi to Sinatra and everything in between.

August 23, 7 pm - Sally Weisenburg.  A regional 
professional artist in central Illinois since the mid 
70's, Sally's famous primarily for blues and R&B 
interpretations, but has been known to play anything 
from standards & Motown to instrumental surf music. 

September 22 , 2 pm - Bullis Rutter Big Band.  
Keokuk's own Craig Bullis and his buddies, well 
known for their First Wednesday performances at the 
Hawkeye Restaurant, will liven up the afternoon with 
their big band sound.  Dancing shoes recommended. 

October 19, 5:30 pm - Celtic Storm Irish Dancers.  These local performers kick up their 
heels to a variety of lively Irish tunes.

October 19, 6 pm until 8 pm - Young Gunz.  Two young musicians, Trystan Grisham and 
Dakota Lumetta, along with an "older" drummer will liven up the Park with both old time 
rock and roll and new music of today's generation. 

Concerts in the Park ...  

8
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You'll find our complete calendar of events 
— July through September — 
beginning on page 24. 

Don't miss the 25th Annual Rollin’ on the River Blues Festival August 16th and 
17th under the Bridge in Keokuk's Victory Park.  The planning committee has done 

its best to amp it up for this quarter of a century milestone and their efforts are obvious.  
Friday's music will begin at 5 pm and feature nationally known acts King Benny, Anthony 
Gomes, and Samantha Fish.  Saturday afternoon, tent events will start up at 1:00. There will 
be games, face painting, and more fun activities along with a variety of local talent.  Join in 
a free Future of the Blues harmonica workshop, then be blown away by a jam session with 
ten year old guitar prodigy Jake Eaves (check out his web site for an amazing story) and 
last year's Rollin' on the River (ROR) Scholarship recipient Dane Custer. The main stage 
will come to life again Saturday at 5:45 with more blues greats including Mississippi Fever, 
Poppa Chubby, and Johnny Lee Hooker, Jr. 

Along with amazing music goes amazing food.  Venders will be dishing up tasty treats 
all weekend long, from Cajun to Southern to BBQ.  In addition, this year attendees are 
encouraged to bring a non-parishable food item that will be turned over to God's Way to 
help the hungry in the area.  Tickets for main stage events will be sold at the gate for $15 per 
day or $25 for the weekend.  Advance tickets can be purchased for just $22.  If you have a 
gently used band instrument in your closet that you would like to donate, bring it along for 
the instrument lending program and receive a weekend pass.  The instruments taken in will 
be refurbished then lent to local area students who can't otherwise afford one.

For locations of advance ticket sales, and complete information with links to all bands, go 
to www.keokukbluesfest.com.  Visit ROR on Facebook, follow the event on Twitter, or call 
660-754-6679.

Rollin' on the River...  August 16th and 17th

 Regional
 Wines, Beers, Music & Food Tasting 

Saturday, September 28, 2013
2:30 - 5:30 P.M.

Keokuk "Old Bridge" Observation Deck 

Tickets are $20 in advance — call 319-524-5056
Sample wine, beer, cheese & bread 
plus receive a commemorative glass

Main Street Keokuk, Inc.'s  

http://www.scciowa.edu/business/course_solutions/community_ed.html
http://www.keokukbluesfest.com


In 1967 Stan and Lois Waldron made a decision that not only had a profound effect 
 on the Waldron family but on the city of Keokuk.  It was the decision to move from 

Anamosa, Iowa, to Keokuk, where they would own and operate a pastry shop at 814 
Main Street.

This was not the decision of a young couple just starting out in life, taking a chance and 
hoping for the best.  They had been married for eighteen years, were already raising five 
children—with two more to be born in Keokuk, and Stan Waldron had owned and operated 
Waldron's Bakery in Anamosa since even before he and Lois Cole were married.  So, they 
knew it was a decision they had to get right.

They were buying Ricker's Pastry Shop, at 814 Main Street, the location of a pastry shop 
or bakery for nearly forty years.  They were Roman Catholic, and there were well established 
Catholic churches and schools in Keokuk.  At this time Keokuk had a population of 16,000 
to 17,000, roughly three times that of Anamosa, and a solid, reliable base  for customers.  
There would be competition, what with the Dixie Cream Do-Nut Shop in the same block, 
but their product lines were merely similar, and the Dixie Cream relied on customers who sat 
down for a cup of coffee and a donut, while Stan's wider range of pastries were all purchased 
to be eaten elsewhere.  Yes, it is easy to see that Waldrons' decision to move to Keokuk was 
well-reasoned and logical.

*  *  *     *  *  *      *  *  *
Author's Note: 
While I hate interrupting myself, I keep hearing my mother as I'm writing this, and so I figured 

you should be hearing from her, too.  She always insisted that the saying "Cool hands, warm heart" 
should be understood literally, not figuratively, and that these words represented an ideal for those 
who bake.  I remember my mom explaining that pastry dough, most especially pie dough, should be 
kept cool, and that an important part of this is having cool hands.

Furthermore, as one of six children, I know how long my mom's pies and cookies were likely 
to last.  In fact, I remember how my three older siblings and I had our youngest brother and sister 
convinced that pie doesn't taste very good.  We thought that a pie divided into sixths was ever so 
much nicer than a pie divided into eighths. Then Mom found out and gave us 'the look,' and we 
were properly abashed, and Mom began slicing her pies into eighths, and Bruce and Kay learned a 
valuable lesson on the limits of sibling trust. And there, too, is a memory of my mom's warm heart.

*  *  *     *  *  *      *  *  *

Stan's Pastry Shop
 by Tom Gardner
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Along with Stan and Lois Waldron's cool, analytic appraisal of the success of the 
bakery they were planning to bring to Keokuk, there was this warm-hearted and intuitive 
understanding:  that Keokuk was good place to 
live and raise a family, that it was a community 
of mostly good, caring people, and that Stan and 
Lois had much to offer this community, much 
more than memorably delicious pastries.

The Waldrons' support of their community 
was notable for both its breadth and depth.  They 
founded together the 800 Block Party for Easter 
Seals.  During its forty year run it raised over 
$200,000 for Easter Seals.  They also supported 
Keokuk's Catholic schools, both financially and 
with their abilities to lead, inspire and organize.  
At one time or another, both served on the 
Keokuk Catholic School Board.  Stan also served 
on the Keokuk Catholic Schools' Booster Club, 
Athletic Board and the All Saints Parish Council.  
Lois was a president of the Ladies of Charity 
and organized their Christmas baskets.  She 
was a recipient of the Keokuk BPW Woman of 
Achievement award.  Both received the "Spirit of 
Keokuk Award."

Stan Waldron passed away September 5, 
2005; Lois Waldron died on October 12, 2012, 
the result of a terrible automobile accident 
that also seriously injured their daughter Madonna Kirchner and her 
husband Dick.  During their lifetimes, well, at least in all the years since 
they came to Keokuk, you were most likely to find the Waldrons at their 
pastry shop.  It has always been a treat just going into it.  There is that 
wonderful aroma of freshly baked pastries, all displayed in glass cases 
that appear to be most of a hundred years old.  Then there are the cookie 
jars that Lois collected, all displayed on high shelves behind the pastries.  
On another wall there are the photographs of friends and area residents 
holding one of Stan's famous cream horns in all sorts of exotic, far-
off locations.  There are cream horns at the pyramids of Egypt,  at the 
Hoover Dam, at Grand Canyon, at Pike's Peak, and at the White House.  
Yet more cream horns have as their backdrop Chicago, Seattle, Long 
Beach, New York, Florida, Texas, Mexico City and Iceland.  

If the narrator in Marcel Proust's Remembrance of Things Past 
remembers over 4000 pages worth of his childhood after the experience 
of biting into a madeleine cookie, then imagine the libraries full of 
memories generated by one of Stan's famous cream horns.

*  *  *     *  *  *      *  *  *

Author's Note: 
Allow me a last brief interruption for one more memory of my mother.  

The last years of her life, she lived in the Alzheimer's unit of a nursing home 
complex in western Ohio.  I would drive over to visit her every five or six 
weeks, leaving in the late afternoon on a Friday and getting as far as a motel 
in central Indiana.  The next day I would reach my mom's place late in the 
morning.  As soon as I walked through the door, I knew that my mother was 
being well cared for.  By that time someone would have set up six or eight 
bread machines on a counter.  Those residents who could were encouraged to 
help in measuring ingredients out into each machine.  Once, not long after 
she had moved into this unit, I arrived early enough to help my mom do the 11

Continued from Page 10

Richard and Madonna Kirchner, on the right, with their two 
helpers Michelle Keppel and Kim Dray.  Madonna and Dick 
are now running Stan's.  

 Continued on Page 12
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from Patrick Waldron's Eulogy for his Father, Stan

Thank you for all the laughter, smiles, and fun.

The Saturdays of fishing when us kids would 
do more falling in the water and tangling up our 
poles than actual fishing.  But you would always 
pull us out and straighten our line and send us 
further down the bank.  "Quiet, you might scare 
the fish!" you would say, so patient and practical.

The trips to the Lake of the Ozarks, with the 
singing of familiar songs on the long trip down, 
only interrupted by the occasional threat to "turn 
this car around if you kids don't straighten up" 
or the static on the radio which you claimed was 
tuned to AM channel 670, the radio home to the 
Chicago White Sox.  Once there, we were purchasing 
minnows at Buster's, fishing for crappie off the 
dock, and playing games of euchre at night.  And 
always church at St. Patrick's, followed by a big 
breakfast.  Many would wonder, "Why would you 
go on vacation to the same place year after year?"  
It was simple to you:  This place, the Sunset Inn 
Resort, had everything you needed to be happy—
your wife and kids.

You celebrated the Fourth of July, your wedding 
anniversary and your dad's birthday.  You were 
a real Yankee Doodle Dandy.  You made the best 
barbecued chicken, an all-day process filled with 
stories and laughter and complemented by a 
makeshift fireworks show in our back yard, a perk 
of living so close to the Missouri border.  You made 
it all so fun.

We love you for all your laughter, humor, wit 
and smile; it forever warms our hearts.

 

measuring.  However, there was always one employee with each machine, 
making sure that no resident had a task too difficult or complex.  Then I 
would sit with my mom while the room filled with the aroma of baking 
bread.  That's when we would talk.  Sometimes I was one of my brothers, 
and sometimes I was my father, and sometimes I was my mother's brother.  
Sometimes I even got to be me.  I never got to be my mother's father, 
because he had died during World War I when she was just a year old.  And 
then lunch would be ready, and I would sit with my mother and the bread 
was always the best part of the meal.  After lunch, my mother needed a nap, 
and in that nap she would forget that I had ever been there.  Retracing my 
journey would bring me home to Keokuk by Sunday noon.

*  *  *     *  *  *      *  *  *

For six months after Lois Waldron's death, 
Stan's Pastry Shop stood empty.  The family, 
and hundreds of her friends, neighbors and 
customers, too, mourned her passing—and 
the loss of one of Keokuk's most special places 
to shop.  And then Madonna and Richard 
Kirchner decided that they could reopen Stan's, 
at least on a part-time basis.  It is now open on 
Thursdays and Fridays from 6:00 a.m. until 
5:00 p.m., and on Saturdays from 6:00 a.m. 
until 1:30 p.m.

SECRET RECIPES 
& SECRET INGREDIENTS

It would appear to be an important 
characteristic for all iconic food products to 
have either a secret recipe or a secret ingredient.  
Coca-Cola keeps its in a vault in Atlanta.  The 
talking dog on all those Bush's Baked Beans 
commercials keeps threatening to spill the 
beans.  And then there's the Colonel's secret 
recipe, without which chicken wouldn't be 
finger-lickin' good.  And who hasn't wondered 
what it is that makes the "special sauce" in a 
Big Mac so special?  So it should come as no 
surprise to you that Stan's cream horns have 
their secret ingredient, too.

It is, in fact, the same secret ingredient in 
every pie and cookie and loaf of bread my mom 
ever baked.  Yes, you can taste it in every one of 
Stan's cream horns, but you can also taste this 
same secret ingredient in every other pastry 
ever produced at Stan's Pastry Shop.  I know it 
is there in the cherry pie I got at Stan's so that 
I might enjoy a slice or two while writing this 
article.  The secret ingredient is love.

Continued from Page 11

Stan and Lois Waldron

Stan and Lois 
Waldren 
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The Forgotten "First"
 by Ed Kiedaisch

The completion of the waterpower project 100 years ago marked the beginning of long-
distance, high-voltage transmission of electrical power.  Before the Keokuk-Hamilton 

dam was completed the farthest that electricity had been transmitted through wires was 
eleven miles.  It may seem to be a simple matter to simply string a longer wire, but that is not 
the case at all.  The size of the wire required and the amount of electrical energy lost because 
of wire resistance would both be so high as to make the entire waterpower project unfeasible.

It had been known for decades that transmitting that quantity of energy over significant 
distances would require much higher voltages than were in use anywhere outside of a 
laboratory.  Among the many “firsts” of the entire waterpower project were the development 
of the first cross-country transmission towers and the design of the insulators that isolated 
the wires from the steel towers.

Again, today we scarcely give this a thought, but back then the insulators on the power 
lines proved to be the most problematic aspect of the entire project, based on the number 
of ongoing problems they caused.  It was the middle of the 1920’s, more than ten years 
after the completion of the system, before an insulator was designed that did not seem to 
be susceptible to permitting shorts between the lines and the towers during heavy rain 
storms.  These storm-generated short circuits caused the insulator on the path of the 
short to explode.  Crews would have to go out to the remote locations where a failure had 
occurred and collect all the pieces (much like a plane accident today) so that engineers could 
reconstruct the failed insulator and visually inspect the evidence of how it had failed.  Then 
they would redesign the insulator, get new ones made, and replace them.  Finally, a design 
was developed that didn’t fail, even after many storms.

That design became the basis for virtually all subsequent insulators up to the present day.
However, just the task of building the line (to Burlington in the north and St. Louis in the 

south) was in many ways the most daunting aspect of the entire project.  It was known what 
to do, but doing it required overcoming numerous major obstacles:

In 1912, there were less than 20 miles of paved roads outside cities.  The few roads in •	
this region were dirt.
Just clearing a right of way for the more than 180 miles of line was a major •	
undertaking.  The route to St. Louis went through some of the most inhospitable 
geography in southwestern Illinois.  Calhoun County was, and is today, very hilly and 
densely forested with almost no roads.
To build the steel towers, materials and people had to be moved to each location.  Deep •	
holes had to be dug, four large concrete piers had to be constructed in those holes, and 
the towers had to be constructed and then erected in place.
Erecting the towers was a major feat in itself, because there were no portable cranes •	
capable of lifting to the required heights.  The technique finally utilized was to build 
the towers lying down on the ground with one pair of legs resting on top of two of the 
piers, then, using teams of horses, tilting it up into position on the opposite piers.
Rail lines had to be built to get all the materials for the concrete, the large mixers, •	
and the steel for the towers to each site, since there were no roads or wheels capable 
of handling the weights involved.  Forests had to be cut, hills and valleys had 
to be leveled.

Continued on Page 14

This is the final article in the series dealing with the construction of the 
Miracle on the Rapids and the accompanying locks, government drydock and 
transmission line north to Burlington and south to St. Louis.  In the next 
issue of The Confluence there will be a summary article that will attempt 
to capsulize the highpoints of the project and explain its lasting significance 
as not only America’s First Great Dam but the world’s first great dam, the 
one that defined not only how dams were built thereafter but how large 
construction projects are approached to this day.
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There was no way to get large digging •	
equipment to these remote locations, so the 
foundations had to be dug by hand using hand 
tools and some air-powered tools.
The compressor for the air-powered tools as •	
well as for the motor of the concrete mixer had 
to be mounted on a rail car, along with a boiler 
and a supply of fuel.
Many locations were so remote that the crews •	
that built the towers were isolated “on the road” 
for weeks at a time.  Instead they lived in large 
tent camps that followed the progress of the 
line of towers.  The camps were almost like a 
traveling circus, consisting of many tents and 
including portable kitchens, cooking staffs and 
dining tents.

The towers that supported the wires on each side 
of a river crossing (three times across the Mississippi 
and once across the Missouri) were much larger 
and built in a much different manner.  Access roads 
were built to their sites and temporary construction 
camps were built.  The towers were enough taller 
and heavier that they had to be built in place on 
their foundations using cranes attached to the steel 
structures of the towers and that continually had to 
be unassembled and moved to higher points on the 
tower frames as they grew taller.

Once a few miles of towers was complete, a line 
crew with large reels of wire and all the necessary 
insulators, tools and instruments followed behind 
hanging the insulators and stringing the wires.  Much 
of this work was along a path that had no road other 
than a two-rut dirt path, the railroad tracks having 
been removed for use elsewhere as soon as the towers 
were erected.  In bad weather the trucks literally 
sank into the mud up to their axles, so they were 
actually supported by the bottom sides of their beds 
and engines.  In times like this, the horses that were 
used to pull the wires were hitched up to pull the 
trucks out of the mud.  These crews, like the tower 
crews, were totally on their own with no access to the 
outside world.

Like most of the project's other original 
equipment, most of the original towers are still in use.  
Indeed, one can see the majority of them today by 
looking off to the side of the  highways to St. Louis 
(through Illinois) and Burlington (through both 
Illinois and Iowa).  The only towers that are no longer 
in place are those that had to be removed where 
the new four-lane highways have crossed over the 
line’s path.  In those locations, you'll usually see 
one new, larger tower on either side of the highway 
crossing.  The number of removed/replaced towers 
is probably fewer than ten, out of over a thousand 
that were erected in 1912/13.

Continued from Page 13

Continued on Page 15

Power line construction work camp—Note the small 
village of tents in the clearing cut out of the dense forest 
in the hilly landscape of Calhoun County, IL--some of the 
most remote countryside in the Midwest.

Power line tower construction train—Men in the 
foreground are digging the holes for the tower footings.  
The center railroad car in the background holds the 
concrete mixer and the boiler that generates the steam to 
run it.  The cars on either side of the mixer car contain 
the sand and rock for the concrete.  Note the ramps from 
each of these cars to above the mixer.  The men used 
wheelbarrows to transport the aggregate to the mixer.



Thus, in its own way, the design and 
construction of the transmission line was just as 
remarkable as the rest of the project.

One final point of interest that is fast being lost 
in the mist of time is the fact that when the project 
was built there was no single, standard frequency 
for alternating electric current.  Several different 
frequencies were then in use by the many local, 
stand-alone generating plants, but the two most 
common were 25 and 60 Hertz (the technical term 
for “cycles per second”), commonly abbreviated as 
Hz.  Since the Keokuk-Hamilton project would be 
the first to connect to customers in more than one 
city, it was the first to establish a “standard” in the 
US.  It was designed to generate 25 Hz current.

Over the next twenty years, 60 Hz became 
the predominant standard.  This led to a unique 
cottage business in Keokuk.  There was a company 
at 5th and Palean Streets that converted appliances 
with 60 Hz electric motors to run on 25 Hz 
electricity.  The difference in frequencies didn’t 
particularly matter in incandescent light bulbs or 
resistance heaters (such as toasters), but motors 
designed to run on 60 Hz power (primarily fans 
and refrigerators) would run at only about 42% of 
their intended speed on 25 Hz power.  This would 
not only make the unit not perform its intended 
function but would likely lead to the motor’s 
burning out eventually due to inadequate cooling.

This situation continued until the late ‘40’s, when 
several of the powerhouse turbines were rewound (a 
process that required more than a year and a very 
large expense) to generate 60 Hz power.  Not all 
were rewound, because all the industry served by the 
Keokuk-Hamilton plant had all their motors running 
on 25 Hz, and a sudden change was just not feasible.  
However, over the next 20 years most industries 
converted all their motors to 60 Hz.

But there were still several very 
large consumers of 25 Hz power 
for which conversion was thought 
to be unfeasible.  These were the 
large, electric furnace industries 
here in Keokuk (Electro-Metals/
Foote Minerals/Keokuk Ferrosil and 
Midwest Carbide) and some large 
chemical reforming units in chemical 
plants in St. Louis.  Even these large 
users were gone by the mid ‘90’s.  
Today there is no more 25 Hz 
current being generated.
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Continued from Page 14

One of the line towers being tilted up into position after 
being assembled lying down—Note the horse team pulling 
a line which runs around a pulley beyond the right side of 
the picture and back over the A-frame attached to the tower 
base and then to the top of the tower itself.  As the horses 
advance toward the left in the picture, this line causes the 
tower to begin to tilt upright.  A second line is attached to the 
top of the tower and runs out of the left side of the picture.  
It is used to restrain the tower when it rises "over center" 
and begins to settle erect of its own accord, because it has 
moved its center of gravity inside the footprint of the tower.  
This second line is then used to ease the tower into its final, 
erect position on the foundation.

http://www.hy-vee.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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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 now has five historical puzzles in this 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,Colorado — 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 puzzles, limited numbers of Water Power Series #2 and Water Power 
Series #3, as well as the Street Fair Puzzle, are still available.  The first of the series, Water 
Power Series #1,  has sold out.  The 2013 Collectors' Edition Puzzle has recently been 
released.  Proceeds from all puzzles other than the Union Depot benefit KCED.

Union Depot
was created from an old postcard that 
featured the Keokuk Union 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 profits from its 
sale on to the Keokuk Depot Commission for 
ongoing repair work.
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In mid-summer when strange cars began to park near the railroad tracks at the 
bottom of the hill and people walked slowly up and down the tracks gazing at the 

ground, you knew that July was much too late for morels.  They were after the first of the 
wild strawberries.

I always associated those tiny jewels, bursting with flavor, as a sign 
of the Fourth of July.  The berries were thick along the tracks and 
between the railroad ties.  But their location was too public and was 
constantly picked over.

I had my favorite secret spots – little open meadows, well hidden 
in the woods, and best of all a large meadow on top of a steep clay 
cliff where the cliff swallows nested.  I would walk back there with my 
dad to watch the swallows return in the evening. There was something 
magical in their timing as they signaled to each other that it was the 
hour to return home.

In the mornings I would ride my horse along the creek bed where it 
circled Peter’s Grove, across the Hilton Road from the farm.  Beyond 
the grove the creek became a flat rock bed and was my idea of the 
perfect place to film 1950’s television Westerns.  Gene Autry or Annie 
Oakley would come splashing from the creek bed, shooting over their 
shoulders at the bandits in pursuit.  My fantasies had no boundaries!

I would climb the cliff, pick a spot bare of the juicy ripe berries and 
settle myself in the center.  My little oak split egg basket would soon 
be half full with just the berries I could reach.  Then I’d move on until 
I had a fair bounty.  I’d slide down the clay cliff (much to my mother’s 
chagrin come laundry time), go back to my horse who was tied to a 
tree by the creek, and take the berries home to mom.  This just about 

guaranteed strawberry shortcake for dinner.
This mid-summer ritual continued until we moved to town in my early teens.  

Slumber parties and record dances became the activities of choice and I seldom 
entertained myself by going to the farm to wander in the woods.

By my early 20’s, I was going to Europe almost every year (mainly Italy and France) 
and the countryside there took over charming me.  Unlike what was happening in 
America’s Midwest as the agrichemical companies invaded with their hybrids and their 
sprays killing off such treasures as those tiny berries, the Europeans tended their small 
farms with love and carefully cared for their natural woodland growth.

One day in the 1980’s, I was 
having lunch at Maxim’s in 
Paris.  It was July and the streets, 
indeed, sizzled.  I’d had jellied 
boullibaisse and declined dessert.

The waiter smiled secretively 
at me and whispered, “Madam, 
a forager brought in fresh fraise 
de boise this morning – Perhaps 
a plate of them with some 
raspberries and crème fraische?”  
Who could resist as I mentally 
traveled back 30 years to the flat 
bed creek and the cliff swallows?

Wild Strawberries
 by Liz Clark

mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com
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Strawberry Clafoutis
A version of this pastry cum custard can be found all over France.   Far Breton 

on the west coast is made with pitted prunes soaked in brandy.  In the Auvergne it is 
called Millards and is made with various fruits:  apricots, plums, grapes or whatever 
is seasonal.  The Black Cherry of the Limousin is by far the most famous.  I’ve 
watched a little French girl of my acquaintance jump up and down screaming, 
“Clafoutis, Clafoutis” when she walked in to find one on her grandmother’s kitchen 
counter.  It can be breakfast, coffee break or dessert.  A casual pastry turned out in 
minutes.  Here, wild strawberries make it quite elegant!

 
12 ounces small or wild strawberries
¼ cup white rum or Eau de Vie de Fraise
3 large eggs
6 Tbsp. sugar
½ cup flour
2 cups milk

Rinse the strawberries and place them in a small bowl.  Pour the rum or 
strawberry liqueur over the berries and allow to sit for 20 minutes.

Preheat oven to 400°

Spray a 10” fluted porcelain baking dish with non-stick spray.  In a blender, 
combine eggs, sugar, flour and milk.  Drain any liquid from the berries to the 
batter.

Distribute the berries evenly in the dish, and then pour over the batter.  Place 
flan dish on center shelf of the preheated oven.  Bake for about 45 minutes or 
until the top is golden brown.  Allow the flan to cool for about 10 minutes and 
cut into wedges to serve directly from the dish.

Powdered sugar sprinkled on top is a 
common addition, as is whipped cream.

Serves 8.

© Elizabeth M. Clark 2013

I know a bank where the wild thyme blows,
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows,
Quite overcanopied with luscious woodbine,
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine:
There sleeps Titania sometime of the night,
Lulled in these flowers with dances and delight.

 — William Shakespeare
     Oberon, in A Midsummer Night's Dream 
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Lunar Trance
 by Nick Piersee 
 
She brings joy to the eye
And peace to the soul.
With all her majesty
She pulls you in.

Her glow is enchanting
Illuminating night skies
Her presence, irrefutable;
Her Mystique the same.

Time does not exist.
Problems are trivial,
You live in the now
When embraced in her gaze.

She takes nothing,
Gives unconditionally.
Her beauty is mute
And yet resounding.
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Photo by Herman Anschutz,, copyright  1913

Untitled
 by Nick Piersee 
 
The sorrow overwhelming
Deep inside my soul
My heart, broken for you,
Will it ever fully mend?

Come to me in a slumber deep —
Is it possible you know?
This pain slowly being eased
But how the mind still races.

Dwelling in the unconscious
Shadows of my mind.
This communication true,
Evident this love.

Asked if we'll meet again,
The answer is uncertain.
Come to try and give me faith?
Maybe I'll never fully know.

Photo by Dakota Lumetta, K.H.S. student

Editor's Note:  This issue's collection of poetry comes from several of Tom 
Hayes' students who were enrolled at SCC's Keokuk campus this past spring.
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Photo by Kori Lambert - K.H.S. class of 2013

Longing
 by Callie Love 

I feel the dawn approaching

Day is drawing near.

The sun slowly rises

With it so do fears.

It pours through my window

Light crawls across the floor

Yet I long for something more.

For when I spoke of sunshine

Of how I missed pure light

I did not prefer day over night

Of clouds before stars

Nor loving sun over moon.

I was simply missing you as I often do

Sitting here in silence

Plotting ways to run away from day

Preferring night though I still fight

Debating whether wrong or right

Of me to hide away.

Wondering if pretty enough words

Strung together so strategically

As if they were only a simple strand of beads

Held together by a weak piece of string

Would make you stay and never leave

Maybe even somehow bring you back to me.

.

http://www.statecentralbank.com
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Mr. Pickles' Purr
 by Julie Palmisano

From the start I was quite smitten,
Bringing you home, you were to be only mine.
You loved your pickle juice, you silly kitten.
With you I would spend most of my time.

Others would have found me deranged
If they knew not the story of the head in a jar,
And how Mr. Pickles you were named.
Your eyes twinkled like a star.

I would appreciate your attention for a sudden chat
You were always there and never judged,
Scratching my leg as you climbed to my lap.
Hearing your purr, I knew I was loved.

You, a great actor as bright light hits your stage,
Carried, squeezed, pulled, and flopped.
You are loving excepting to humans of any age,
Purring on as the toddler was never stopped.

On the deck you would love to nap.
I loved you as you followed my heel to the creek,
Until your brother would pounce on your back,
Or you would find a snack, a brisk mouse to eat.

Coming home to you was my favorite part of the day,
There you would be snugged in at the top of the stairs in a plant.
That long orange tiger-striped fur in your eyes, always in the way,
I miss those days as you would greet me with your chant.

It is you I would like to thank,
You showed me friendship, compassion and love.
Your destiny and travels have left me blank.
If you have passed, I know you deserve feline heaven above.

Long gone are those days, and you are quite missed
Of all the men in my life,
I further enjoyed your purring, and a wet nose kiss.
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To Boldly Stay
 by Tom Gardner

  For Laura, who would surely gladden the heart—
  or hearts—of any space alien who should happen
  to stop off for a visit at our obscure, backwater planet.

I.
     

The stranger came into the restaurant about four days after all that meteorite excitement 
began.  I figured he was one of them, the hundred or so people that descended on my 

small southeastern Iowa town within hours after about ten million people saw this huge 
meteor streak across the sky aimed right at us. Those of us who were up at the time, a good 
percentage of them drunks staggering out of one bar or another, swore that the huge ball of 
fire must have come down no more than a mile or two away.  Add to this the fact that this all 
happened right after a freakish late spring snowfall and you've got yourself a dream scenario 
for all the paranoids and conspiracy theorists living among us.

So we became a national news story within hours, what with Homeland Security types 
checking out the dam across the Mississippi that is our town's biggest claim to fame and then 
all the rest, most of them being meteorite hunters, a few from natural history museums but 
most just private hunters, people hoping to make a fortune selling chunks of meteors to rich 
collectors or to one or another of those better funded museums.  The merchants on Main 
Street loved this influx of visitors, all of them needing a place to sleep and meals and maybe 
even fresh clothes or souvenirs.  The local farmers and landowners were much less pleased, 
some of them sitting up all night, shotgun in hand, ready to let any and all trespassers know 
the true meaning of "PRIVATE PROPERTY KEEP OUT THIS MEANS YOU!"

As a waitress living in a trailer park at the edge of town, I was sort of in the middle on this 
controversy.  While I appreciated the extra business the missing meteorite brought into the 
restaurant, I gotta tell you, as a class meteorite hunters aren't what you'd call great tippers.



Keokuk Cultural & 
  Entertainment 
    District 

Dining in the District

• Fiesta Jalisco - 706 Main St.
• First Wok - 300 Main St.
• Harrington’s Restaurant -
 18 S. 5th St.
• Lumpy’s Tap & Grill -
 820 Main St.
• River City Restaurant -
 205 Main St.
• The Cellar - 29 S. 2nd St.

Cultural Assets in the District
  1 • Courtyard Books 
  2 • Estes Park
  3 • Gateway Park 
  4 • Grand Theatre
  5 • Katie John House
  6 • Keokuk Art Center
  7 • Keokuk Public Library
  8 • Lee Co. Historical 
 Society Museum
  9 • 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.
• Fort Worth Cafe - 
 526 S. 5th St.
• Great Wall Star -
 1729 Main St.
• Hawkeye Restaurant -
 105 N. Park Drive
• Java River - 1000 Main St.
• Lala’s California Cookin’ -
 1314 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 23



July
  1-31  • Mixed Media by Carol Gunn,  Keokuk Art Center Exhibit, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library
       1  • Game On, July 1, 8, 15, 22, & 29, 2:30 - 4, Round Room, Keokuk Library
       2  • IPTV Stories & More, July 2 & 9, 1 - 1:50, pre-registration required, Keokuk Library
	 	•	Bullis-Rutter	Big	Band	with	guest	artist	Russ	Phillips, 8 - 10 pm,  
   Hawkeye Restaurant
       3  • Magician Rick Eugene, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
         • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, July 3, 10, 17, 
   24 & 31, 2:30 pm, Keokuk Library 
       4  • 4th of July Celebration, Park & Recreation Board, 
   all day activities, fireworks at 9 pm, Rand Park
       6  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall 
   Parking Lot 
  • Unity in the Community Concert, noon - 5 pm, 
   Rand Park Pavilion
     10   • Wednesday Children's Story Hour,  July 10, 17 & 24, 
   10 - 11 am, Keokuk Library
     11   • Dino O'Dell - Musician/StoryTeller, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Free Movie Night featuring Silver Linings Playbook, 6 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library, sponsored by the KPL Foundation
     12  • Carol Gunn Reception, sponsored by the Art Center,
   5 - 7 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
     13  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
     • Magic of the Mississippi, Main Street Keokuk Inc.'s 
   12th Annual Summer Fun and Fundraiser, 
   6:30 - 10 pm, 6th and Blondeau Streets
     16  • Tri-State Quilter's Guild meeting, 7 pm, 
   Art Center, lower level, Keokuk Library
     18  • Tour of Members' Gardens,  9 am, sponsored 
   by the Keokuk Garden Club, locations TBA 
  • Thursday Children's Story Hour, 10 - 11 am, 
   Keokuk Library     
     20  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall 
   Parking Lot 
  • Gravity Falls & Red Fall Rising,  
   8 pm, L-Treyns, 1108 Main St.
     25  • Beneath Our Feet, presentation by the Blank 
   Park Zoo, 10 - 11 am, lower level, Keokuk Library
  • Open Computer Lab, 5 pm - 7 pm, ICN Room,  Keokuk Library
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Drift downstream the Mississippi and enjoy the culinary classics 
served along it's banks at this year's MSKI Summer Fun and                        
Fundraiser. Whether you prefer the cajun spice of New Orleans,                       
the smoky barbeque of Memphis or the cool refreshment from a St. 
Louis brewery, your tongue will be dancing while your toes are                         
tapping to the sounds of our own Million Dollar Quartet. 

        of the Mississippi 

13th Annual Summer Fun and Fund Raiser of Main Street Keokuk, Inc. 

Saturday, July 13, 2013   
6th and Blondeau Streets 

6:30 - 10:00 

Tickets are available at 
Courtyard Books  Hy-Vee Food Store 

Johnson Schmidt  Keasling’s 
Main Street Keokuk Offices 

$30 per person 
$300 for reserved table of eight featuring a designated waiter, wine and more! 

http://www.scciowa.edu/business/course_solutions/community_ed.html
http://www.vigenmemorialhome.com
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25-27  • Keokuk Public Library Book Sale,  Thurs. 9 am - 7 pm,
   Fri. 9 am - 5 pm, Sat. 9 am - 3 pm, Keokuk Library
26-28  • A River Runs Through It, Crazy Days, Downtown Keokuk
     26  • Midnight, concert sponsored by the Pavilion Commission,
   7 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
     27  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
  • Micro Wrestling, 8 pm, followed by Flat Nasty, L-Treyns, 
   1108 Main St. 
     31  • Victory Kids, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library 

August
  1-31  • Photography of Janet Steinman,  Keokuk Art Center Exhibit, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
    2-3  • Curtains, Great River Players Summer Youth Theatre, 
   7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
       3  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
         • U.G.S.T.R., 9 pm - 1 am, L-Treyns, 1108 Main St.
       4  • Curtains, Great River Players Summer Youth Theatre, 
   2 pm, Grand Theatre
       7  • Dishing About Books discusses The Dovekeepers by 
   Alice Hoffman, 7:30 - 8:30 pm. 
   lower level, Keokuk Library
	 	•	Bullis-Rutter	Big	Band, 8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant
       8  • Free Movie Night featuring Les Miserables, 6 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library, sponsored by the 
   KPL Foundation  
     10  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot   
     15  • Road trip to Hummingbird Haven, Smithfield, IL, time TBA, 
   sponsored by the Keokuk Garden Club 
     16   • Rollin' on the River, Annual Blues Fest, gate opens 5 pm, 
   featuring King Benny, Anthony Gomes, 
   & Samantha Fish, Victory Park

     17  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
  • Rollin' on the River, Annual Blues Fest, tent events begin at 1 pm,  
   Main Stage events begin at 5:45 pm, featuring Mississippi Fever, Poppa Chubby, 
   & Johnny Lee Hooker, Jr., Victory Park
  • Caught in the Crypt & Flat Nasty, 8 pm, followed by Cheap Thrill with Brandon Gibbs 
   and Jeff LaBar & Eric Brittingham of Cinderella, L-Treyns, 1108 Main St. 
     20  • Tri-State Quilter's Guild meeting, 7 pm, 
   Art Center, lower level, Keokuk Library
     23  • Sally Weisenburg, concert sponsored by the Pavilion Commission, 7 pm, 
   Rand Park Pavilion
  •  Glow in the Dark Golf, Big River United Way Fundraiser, Keokuk Country Club   
     24  •  Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall 
   Parking Lot 
     29  • Open Computer Lab, 5 pm - 7 pm, ICN Room,  Keokuk Library
     31  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
  • Wildcat Open - PFGA Sanctioned Disc Golf Tournament, Rand Park, Keokuk & 
   Wildcat Springs Park, Hamilton, IL 

mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com
http://conncommunications.com


September
        1  • Wildcat Open - PFGA Sanctioned Disc Golf Tournament, Rand Park, Keokuk & 
   Wildcat Springs Park, Hamilton, IL  
  1-30  • A Sense of Place, Humanities Iowa Exhibit, Keokuk Art Center Exhibit, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library
       2  • Labor Day Parade, 11 am, Main Street Keokuk
       4  • Dishing About Books discusses Never Let Me Go by Kazuo Ishiguru, 7:30 - 8:30 pm, 
   Lower Level, Keokuk Library
	 	•	Bullis-Rutter	Big	Band, 8 - 10 pm,  Hawkeye Restaurant
       7  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
     12  • Free Movie Night, feature TBA, 6 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library, sponsored by the KPL Foundation
12-15   • L-Bird Convention and Fly-in, Keokuk Municipal Airport
     14  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
     15   • Homeless Shelter Benefit Concert,  2 pm, Grand Theatre
     17  • Tri-State Quilter's Guild meeting, 7 pm, 
   Art Center, lower level, Keokuk Library
     19  • Keokuk Rocks, presentation by Kirk Brandenberger, 
   1 pm, Keokuk Library,
   sponsored by the Keokuk Garden Club   
     21  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
  • Gravity Falls and Bobaflex, 8 pm, L-Treyns, 1108 Main St.   
     22  • Bullis-Rutter Big Band, concert sponsored by the Pavilion Commission, 
   2 pm, Rand Park Pavilion 
     26  • Open Computer Lab, 5:30 pm - 7:30 pm, ICN Room, Keokuk Library
27-29  • Geode Fest, Hamilton, IL 
     28  • Farmer's Market, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
  • Wine Over Water, 2:30 - 5:30 pm, Old Bridge Observation Deck,
    sponsored by Main Street Keokuk, Inc.
    

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. 26
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So, anyway, I was telling you about the stranger, wasn't 
I?  I figured him for another one of the meteorite hunters, 
though he looked different from the rest of them and was 
dressed kind of funny.  He was tall, even taller that my 
boyfriend Kevin, who is six foot two, but painfully thin, 
which made his bald head look a little too big.  His skin had 
a kind of orange cast to it, like he'd spent too much time in 
a tanning booth and not enough time out in the sun, what 
my Uncle Fred, the union rep, would call a "Boehner tan." 
He wore a wife beater tee-shirt under an open chambray 
work shirt and a pair of Big Dam blue jeans, a local product 
last made before I was born.  His sneaks looked like the kind 
Peewee Herman used to wear.  The overall look made me 
wonder if he'd just gotten out of 
the state facility in either Fort 
Madison or Mount Pleasant.

The stranger spoke with 
a vaguely Eastern European 
accent when I took his order.  
He said, "I think I want something, uh... what's the word, 
'vegetablarian' to eat."  So I said, "Vegetarian.  Yes, sir.  What 
kind of vegetarian are you?  Do you eat milk products?"  So 
he said, "Milk?  Oh, yes.  From a cow?" I nodded, then he 
nodded happily, and soon we were both nodding together, 
like a couple of baseball souvenirs.

After a bit of further discussion, we finally agreed that 
a cup of tomato soup and a grilled cheese sandwich would 
work nicely, though the relationship between milk and cheese 
had him a bit puzzled.  He would wash down this exotic 
dining experience with a glass of water.

I kept my eye on him while he ate.  First he tried the soup, 
just the tiniest sip from his spoon.  When it was in his mouth 
he closed his eyes and tilted his head to one side.  Then 
his eyes popped open, his face breaking into a broad grin.  
Soup dribbled down his chin.  Definitely Mount Pleasant, I 
thought, not Fort Madison.  He wouldn't last five minutes in 
the penitentiary at Fort Madison.

When I got over to the stranger's table to see how he was 
doing, he had finished half his soup and was holding half of 
his grilled cheese sandwich, eying it suspiciously.  "Is your 
sandwich okay?" I asked him.  "It looks good," he said.  "Now I 
taste."  And he did.  Once again a big goofy grin lit up his face 
after swallowing the first tiny bite.  "You know, sir," I said, "I like 
to dip my grilled cheese sandwich in my soup.  I suppose it's 
not the most elegant table manners, but it tastes good."

"Dip?" he said.  "Dip!" I said, my right hand holding an 
imaginary grilled cheese sandwich.  Then he nodded and I 
nodded and we both nodded, and he dipped his sandwich 
in his soup.  Then he looked at me questioningly.  "Now 
eat," I said, and he did, this time swallowing before a look 
of utter bliss passed over his face.  "It's good!" he said, 
and I agreed and asked him if he'd like a slice of fresh 
blueberry pie for dessert.

Well, that turned out to be a new experience for him, 
too, as was the cup of coffee he had with it.  He practically 
glowed with satisfaction, sort of an orange glow, but 
touching nonetheless.  I felt as if I had given him his first 
good meal in a long, long time.  This pleased me, but I 
hoped he'd be able to pay for his meal, too.  Waitressing 
and philanthropy are a difficult combination to maintain.  I 
handed him his bill and gestured over to the cash register, 
saying that's where he could pay it.  "Ah, check please!" he 
said with some feeling.  I nodded and said, "I suppose you’re 
here to hunt for the meteorite."

"Meteorite?" he said.
"Yeah, a great big rock from outer space fell to the ground 

somewhere nearby," I said.  "I suppose you're hunting for it."
The stranger just looked at me puzzled.  I went to check 

on another customer, but I kept 
glancing over at him so I could 
be at the cash register when he 
left.  I figured I'd better be there 
in case there was a problem 
with him paying.  I needn't have 

worried.  When we both arrived at the cash register, he reached 
into his shirt pocket and pulled out a bunch of one dollar bills.  
"How many do you need?" he asked me.  So I counted out 
the correct number and gave him back the rest, along with his 
change.  As I was doing this, he leaned into me and softly said, 
"I don't need to look for the meteorite.  I know exactly where it 
is.  It is where I live."

Well.  I gave him the kind of smile you give someone who 
appears to be (a) harmless and (b) crazy, and then watched 
him go out the door and turn left.  From the restaurant's 
front entrance, there's not much off in that direction except 
the river.  Then I looked down at the money he'd given me.  
There was something odd about those dollar bills, but it took 
me a minute to realize what it was.  They all had blue seals on 
them, instead of green, and the dates on them were from the 
1930's.  I swapped them out with money from my purse, and 
then found two more of them on his table.  The guy turned 
out to be a pretty generous tipper.

II.

Kevin is this major science fiction fan, so we have 
watched all of the Star Trek movies, Star Wars movies 
and god-knows-what-else together on DVD, along with all 
kinds of old television programs that have space ships, ray 
guns and busty women who claim to have PhD’s but are 
generally about as dumb as a box of rocks.  Me, I am more 
of a “Girl, you have got to do something with that hair!” 
kind of person, every time I see Princess Leia.  And then I 
find myself wondering if her daddy is King something-or-
other and what he’s king of, so I miss what they 
say next but know better than to ask Kevin.
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He practically glowed with satisfaction, sort 
of an orange glow, but touching nonetheless. 



So, anyway, I get home that night and tell Kevin all about 
this crazy dude at the restaurant who claims to be from outer 
space, and all of a sudden for the first time he finds my job 
interesting.  Like his job, making windmill blades, is a source 
of endless fascination.  He wanted to hear all about my new 
friend from the planet Attictoys and gets me to promise him 
that if the spaceman should ever come back, I’d call him.  He 
wanted to meet the guy and was even willing to fake illness at 
work to do so.

The very next day, Kevin got his wish.  My “space alien” 
showed up quite a bit later this time, just an hour before 
closing, and ordered his usual.  Repetition did not seem to 
reduce his enthusiasm for this meal, so while he was sighing 
his satisfaction, I asked him if he’d mind hanging out long 
enough to meet Kevin, my boyfriend.  Both “hanging out” 
and “boyfriend” took some extra explaining, but a few 
gestures and a lot of head nodding got us to a reasonably 
good understanding of each other.  So then I pulled out 
my phone, called Kevin, and told him to get his young 
butt over to the restaurant right away if he wanted to meet 
my special friend.  This required two further explanations 
and a showing.  I don’t think he ever quite grasped the 
concept of “young butt,” but was genuinely pleased 
to learn that he and I were “special friends.”  He was 
extravagant in his praise of my smart phone, which got 
me to wondering just how advanced a civilization he could 
have come from if it didn’t even have cell phones. 

Kevin showed up about twenty minutes later, and you 
could tell this was a moment he’d been waiting for.  He not 
only had lots of questions, but he’d written several of them 
out on a sheet of paper. They were all pretty good questions, 
I thought (“Where are you from?”  “What’s your name?" 
“Why have you come here?”) but maybe a bit pushy.  We 
learned that he (“my space alien”) had not travelled far 
through space “a journey of just eight or ten of what you 
call light years from my planet to yours” and that his name 
was too hard to pronounce, though we both tried “When 
you say it that way, you make, uh, hurting words about my 
manlihood,” he said with a wince, so Kevin started calling 
him Peter and he liked that just fine.

Then Peter gave a little speech:  “I am not here for my 
government, to meet with your government.  Besides you 
have too many.  I am not here to be on your television.  I can 
talk to you, but I am not official.”  He seemed reluctant to tell 
us just exactly why he had come, but, without meaning to, 
he gave us this clue:  “I am not here to explore strange new 
worlds, to seek out new life and new civilizations, to boldly go 
where no man has gone before.”

"Dude!" Kevin said, "that's Star Trek!  Have you watched 
Star Trek?"

"I have watched every one, many times," Peter said, "except 
for the fabled first pilot.  It is one reason why I am here."

"Dude!" Kevin said again, "I have it on DVD.  We can watch 
it together."  And then he  taught Peter how to fist bump.

This left me with the hard question to ask.  "So if you're 
from a planet that's far, far away, how'd you manage to see all 
those Star Trek episodes?"  This led to another question or 
two, and eventually the truth came out.  Our planet has been 
visited by aliens for at least a hundred years.  The purpose 
of these visits was to determine if Planet Earth had any 
potential as a commercial or trading partner.  It turned out 
to have very little potential.  The vast distances between ILF 
planets (i.e., those with intelligent life forms) meant that the 
value of what could be carried from planet to planet had to 
be very high.  Diamonds, emeralds, rubies, gold or platinum 
just didn't pay off on a commercial basis, though Peter found 
it useful to carry some gold to cover incidental traveling 
expenses.  Our most advanced technology was at least a 
hundred or more years behind that of our visitors, so except 
as museum curiosities, there was insufficient value in any of 
our gadgets.

But then some of our visitors began to notice the content 
of our electronic messages.  It turns out that we earthlings 
have a rare gift for entertaining ourselves.  Our television 
dramas, our comedies, even our so-called soap operas, all 
have a widespread following across our part of the galaxy.  
Furthermore, our Einstein was right, at least when it came to 
how fast something can go:  Nothing can exceed the speed of 
light.  Or rather, he was mostly right:  Nothing can exceed the 
speed of light—except information.  Our visitors have figured 
out how to drop a signal down a wormhole and have it come 
out, still decipherable, at a corresponding black hole many 
light years away.  This all happens very quickly. The ILFs 
on Peter's home planet have been watching our television 
programming for over fifty years now, and so, in the eyes of 
the world at large, we have become a kind of cult classic or 
guilty pleasure.

And where did Peter fit into all of this?  Well, every fifty 
years the transmitter here on earth has to be updated and a 
bit of routine maintenance has to be performed.  The same 
sort of maintenance and updating must also take place at a 
satellite unit circling a nearby black hole and the process is 
repeated at one other planet with intelligent life forms on it 
that's about midway between us and Peter's home planet.

"So you're not exploring space, the final frontier?" Kevin 
asked, a little disappointment in his voice.

"Nope!" said Peter, shaking his head cheerfully.
"And you're not some total brainiac, like Mr. Spock?"
"Unh-unh."
And you're not wise and kindly, like E.T.?
"Huh?"
It's a movie.  This sweet extra-terrestrial takes a kid for a 

ride through the sky on a bike."
"Oh.  Is it a little kid?"
"Yeah.  Sort of."
"I don't much like little kids.  They scare me."
"Yeah, me too.  Well, you're not here to take over the 

planet, are you?"
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"Take over what?  Oh.  To do so would not be logical."  He 
sounded just like Spock when he said this.  Then he laughed 
and said, emphatically, "No!"

Now it was my turn.  "So why you?  Why did your people 
send you?"

"My people?  My people didn't send me.  The company I 
work for sent me, and they sent me because I am certificated."

It turned out that Peter was making this huge round trip 
because he had taken this course at his... well, I didn't catch 
the word, but it was the equivalent of our local community 
college, kind of like its truck driving program, only not 
nearly so popular.  This lack of popularity was due to the 
fact that the trip takes such a long time to complete, about 
ten years, but when you get back home everybody is fifty 
years older than when you left.  This was due to something 
Kevin knew about and referred to as the "twin paradox," 
which I thought was about people actually choosing to live in 
Minneapolis or Saint Paul, but it turns out to be one of the 
mysterious effects of Einstein's theory of relativity.

I found it oddly comforting to learn that Peter was 
just like us, someone who'd taken some classes at his local 
community college and was still feeling kind of stuck in a 
dead-end job.  Kevin took it a little harder.  He shook his 
head and sighed.

"Well, it's better than nothing," he said.  He sounded 
disappointed.

"What?  Space?" said Peter.  "Not by much.  It's really 
empty out there."  

III.

The three of us agreed we would meet again the next 
day at the restaurant.  I was scheduled to work only through 
noon that day, so we were planning to spend the afternoon 
down in Saint Louis.  Kevin and I volunteered to take 
Peter down there after he had explained that the reason 
everyone saw him land was because a component had failed 
on his ship, and now that he had performed the necessary 
maintenance on the transmitter, it was time to fix the ship.  
Some replacement parts he carried with him; some he could 
get at a local electronics store; and some he'd have to get at 
a scientific supply place down in Saint Louis.

Kevin asked him how it was that a space ship capable of 
traveling from one star to another could make use of parts 
available in stores here on earth.  Peter grinned and told 
him that it just made good sense to rely as much as possible 
on what you could pick up along the way.  That meant you 
didn't have to carry so much with you. "Besides," he added, 
"your technology could easily catch up to the technology 
back on my—how do you put it?—'home planet,' only you 
devote such extraordinary effort and resources to making 
more and more advanced ways of killing each other."

Then it was my turn to ask Peter a few questions.  I 
wanted to know why he had come here, to this southeastern 
corner of Iowa.  If he didn't want to be noticed, why didn't 
he land in Montana or Texas or someplace in between?  
He said that it was the nearby dam, that he needed one 
humongous jolt of electricity to get back into space.  Yes, 
there are now bigger dams sprinkled across our western 
states, but back in the earlier years of the twentieth century 
this was it, our planet's biggest dam.  Also, back then the 
powerhouse was all set up so that he could divert its full 
electrical output—for only a moment!—so that his ship 
would achieve escape velocity.

"Wait a minute!  You mean the powerhouse has a kind of 
huge electrical outlet  hidden somewhere that you just plug 
into?" Kevin asked dubiously.  "How did you manage to pull 
that off, keeping this 'outlet' a secret from everyone who 
worked on the dam and powerhouse?"

"Not everyone," Peter said.  "Most workers had little 
knowledge of the technology the powerhouse was making 
possible.  They did what they were told and didn't ask many 
questions.  Besides, we had a—what do you call it?—an 
'insider' at the top."

"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Have you ever taken a close look at a picture of the 

dam's chief engineer?" Peter said.  "Yes, he was much 
shorter than I am, but tell me, does he look more like 
Kevin—or like me?"

"Oh."
And that's when Peter excused himself to use the 

bathroom.  He wasn't even all the way across the dining area 
when Kevin got up.  "Where are you off to?" I asked him.

"Hey," he answered, "I've got to see what he's got."
"Ooh, me too," I said, handing him my smart phone.
"What's this for?"
"It's got a camera in it" I whispered hoarsely.
"Oh yuck," he said, handing the camera back to me.  

"Guys don't do that sort of thing.  Well, not unless they're in 
politics.  And then it's supposed to be a selfie."

Then Kevin started off toward the rest rooms, but before 
he was halfway across the floor, Peter came out and started 
back toward our booth.

I still had a question or two to ask Peter, and now I had 
him all to myself.  "Why are you traveling alone, Peter?  Don't 
you find it lonely out there in space, with years passing by 
before you get to a planet—or until you get back home?"

"Yes," he said, "Space travel is very lonely.  Usually it is 
people who seek loneliness that take this kind of job.  Perhaps 
they have been rejected by the person they were courting.  
They finally get back home after ten or so of your years have 
gone by, but back home fifty years have gone by.  It is—what 
do you call it?—a fresh start.

"In fact, my space ship is designed for a crew of two.  
Sometimes a couple travel together.  Perhaps they 
have had trouble with his family or with her family..."

29Continued on Page 30

Well, what did you expect?  He was hardly going to take her down 
to that old couch next to the furnace in the basement of Lucky’s.

Continued from Page 28



And it was at that very moment that I got a phone call 
from my sister-in-law Gloria.  I excused myself, took the call 
and learned that Gloria needed me to baby-sit my three-
year-old nephew Michael.  She and a couple of her friends 
decided they wanted to go shopping up at the Coral Creek 
Mall, about a hundred miles north.  Almost anything else, 
and I'd be saying I'd already made plans, but the opportunity 
to spend an afternoon with Mike?  That I wasn't about to 
pass up, especially since I'd been waiting for more than a 
month for Gloria to get over her irritation with me.  I told 
Kevin and Peter that they'd have to get by without my help.  
Then I left in my old beater of a Plymouth ("The Rock"), 
while they left in Kevin's practically new Mustang, his pride 
and joy.

When I pulled up in front of Frank and Gloria's place, 
I could see Michael watching for me from the family room 
window.  They had put up this baby-proof fencing across one 
end of the family room, having cleared out furniture, capped 
the electrical outlets and tossed in all manner of baby toys.  
It was there that Michael spent most of his waking hours, 
except when his Aunt Ellie (that's me) came over to play.  
Then it was time for silly songs, messy art projects and great 
outdoor adventures.

He started singing as soon as I came through the door, his 
sweet voice chirping   

 "I hear the train a comin'
 It's rollin' 'round the bend,
 And I ain't seen the sunshine,
 Since, I don't know when..."

And that's why Gloria's irritated with me.  It's not every 
three-year-old that can not only sing "The Alphabet Song" 
and "Itsy, Bitsy Spider" but also "Folsom Prison Blues," while 
shaking the bars of his very own baby jail.  I guess this is a 
distinction she'd just as soon Mike didn't have.

Gloria handed me the list of contact numbers as she 
headed for the door.  She said, "Try to avoid teaching him 
anything that will embarrass me," and was gone.  I climbed 
into baby jail, plopped into the floor and gave Mike a kiss.  
Then we began to plan our afternoon.  A visit to the nearest 
park was essential.  we would take along Michael's toy truck 
and bulldozer for use in the sandbox—and then we would try 
out the slide and the swings.

That afternoon included a nap, something both Mike 
and I needed, and while he slept, I found myself thinking 
about Peter.  I no longer thought of him as dimwitted or 
unattractive.  In fact, I suspected that he was a lot smarter 
than he was letting on.  And insofar as his appearance was 
concerned, I had decided, after a bit of objective analysis, that 
the guy was hot.  His pale orange creamsicle complexion was 
complemented by green eyes and just the slightest cupid's 

bow mouth.  Although he was really quite slim, I could see a 
hint of definition in his muscles and figured he must work out 
pretty regularly up there in outer space.  His Big Dam jeans 
fit him loosely, yet I was confident that they covered a skinny, 
rock-hard butt and found myself trying to figure out how I 
might absolutely confirm what I was already so sure of.

And then I found myself thinking about Mr. Spock, and 
how he wasn't purely Vulcan but had a human mother.  I 
wondered if she had had a human boyfriend back on earth 
before she met the senior Spock and decided that she almost 
certainly must have had at least one.  And then Michael woke 
up and called out to me.

I waited up late that night for Kevin and Peter to get back.  
Kevin had said he'd call as they were coming into town and 
that maybe the three of us would get together for a beer.  I 
had introduced Peter to grilled cheese sandwiches, tomato 
soup, blueberry pie and more recently, bagels and cream 
cheese.  Kevin wanted to be the one who introduced him to 
beer.  But no call came.  He must have come in really late.  I 
found him sleeping beside me the next morning when I got 
up to go to work.

IV.

Well I'm not the kind to live in the past
The years run too short and the days too fast
The things you lean on are the things that don't last
Well it's just now and then, my line gets cast into these
Time passages
There's something back here that you left behind
Oh, time passages
Buy me a ticket on the last train home tonight.

   —Al Stewart, Time Passages

Kevin was still sleeping the next morning when I got 
up to go to work.  Peter came into the restaurant around 
ten o'clock, looking a bit under the weather.  "I drinked... 
I mean, I drank beer with Kevin last night.  We went to a 
place on the river just before we got back to this town.  It 
was purple.  It was fun.  But we drank too much beer and it 
became, uh... unfriendly."

"What, the bar?"
"Is that how you say it?  I thought the word was 'beer.'"
"It is.  The bar is where you were; what you were drinking 

was beer."
"Yes, that is what got unfriendly:  the beer."
"What!" I exclaimed.  "Did that Kevin get you drunk?"  I 

was steamed.  This was not only a poor way to a guest, but I 
could just picture the galactic consequences.

"Oh no, not drunk," Peter said.  "Kevin told me we would 
make friends and achieve a state of mellowness.  We did this, 
but then he said he would be designated something 
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and handed me his glass and then the others, they told me 
that they were all something called river rats, and they said I 
should finish his beer.  So I did.  Then unfriendliness."  He 
sighed.  "It continues even this morning."

"I still think I'm going to give him a piece of my mind," 
I muttered.

"Oh no, don't do that!  It would be a wasteful thing 
to do."  And then he looked down at my hand, which 
somehow had grabbed his earlier in our conversation.

"Oh.  Sorry!" I said and let go of him.
I think maybe his smile became wistful.  He said, "You 

asked me about being lonely in space.  It was not going to be 
that way for me.  I had what you call 'a special friend,' and 
we were going to make our journey together.  She was also 
certificated.  Just before our leaving time, her parents came.  
They said she was needed with them.  So I left alone."

His eyes were wet.  He asked for coffee, no cow.  I gave 
it to him and left him alone.  Then I got busy with other 
customers.  Late Sunday mornings are a busy time for 
us.  When I finally looked over at his table, it was empty.  
Several of those old one dollar bills sat by his coffee cup.

Three hours later, about twenty minutes before my shift 
was due to end, the lights flickered and went out.  They 
came back on about fifteen seconds after they went out.  
The cook cursed so loudly the nearer customers could hear 
him, and they laughed at his annoyance.  He had to reset a 
clock, a microwave and I don't know what else.  It took me 
a minute to realize what that power outage meant.  Peter 
had left, flung back into space by the Mississippi River. 

Well, I suppose it is for the best I thought, still 
regretting that we had not gotten to know each other 
better.  I am not the kind of woman who would dump one 
'special friend' for another, even when the new guy has sad 
green eyes and the old guy...  Well, Kevin and I have been 
pretty good together, but our long term prospects... seem 
limited.  What I want frightens him.
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Continued from Page 30 When I got back to our trailer, Kevin's car was not parked 
out front.  Once inside, I first noticed that his entire DVD 
collection was missing, as was the DVD player.  I thought, 
"Damn!  We've been robbed" and pulled out my phone to call 
the police.  Then, in the middle of the kitchen table, I saw a 
sheet of paper sitting under a pile of change .  It was a note 
from Kevin:

Th e Mustang is parked just 
downriver from th e dam.  I've signed 
th e title over to you and stuck it in 
th e glove box.  You know I've always 
wanted to go into space, and this is 
my only chance.  I've got to take it.  
Hope you understand.  I'll miss you!
       

    Kevin
Underneath what Kevin had written, carefully printed, 

were these words:

These coins came with the ship, left 
over from its first visit.  They are for 
you.  You will be always a happy memory!

   Your special friend,        
    Peter

Peter had left me sixty-two twenty dollar gold pieces, 
all dated before 1913.  It was enough money for me to go 
to college, come back here, and make a down payment on 
a house.  Along the way, I am going to find someone who 
will love me and that I will love and we will boldly have 
children together.

And if, when I am past seventy, a stranger comes to town 
who seems vaguely familiar, a man in his early thirties, I am 
not going to let him anywhere near my granddaughters!
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