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C   raig Bullis was among 
the very first artists the 

Confluence visited, back in 2006 
when it was just getting started.  
Somewhere near the middle of 
the intervening eight years, Craig 
retired.  He is now closing fast on 
his 70th birthday, so we thought 
it was about time we visited 
him again, in part because you 
couldn't find a better person to 
talk about old times in Keokuk, 
but mostly to see how retirement 
suits him, and to learn how it 
might have affected his music.  
Even a moment's conversation 
makes it clear that retirement has 
in no way diminished either his 
love for his community or his 
love for his music. 

Craig, born and raised in 
Keokuk, went to college no 
further away than the drive 
down and over to Kirksville, 
Missouri, to what is now 
Truman State University.  He 
went into the Army right after 
graduation, and even then he at 
first stayed pretty close to home, 
playing with the Fifth Army 
Band in Chicago.  However, in 
time he got to see more of the 
world, playing with an Army band in Korea, which is where he also met his wife. 
By the mid-seventies he was back in Keokuk where he has directed bands and 
taught young musicians for both the Keokuk public schools and for the Keokuk 
Catholic schools.

And that, in a nutshell, is Craig's career, except for several years when he 
ran a printing service, something he turned to because he has always liked new 
challenges, and this new challenge came with the promise that he'd be running his 
business in his old home town and would still have the opportunity to play in local 

  Continued on Page 2

Craig plays the clarinet, the soprano 
sax, the alto sax, the tenor sax and 
the baritone sax, his favorite being 
his Selmer centered tone clarinet.
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bands.  However, after several 
years, his business a success, Craig 
could also see that the personal 
computer would eventually have 
a decidedly negative impact on 
his printing service, so he went 
back to teaching and directing 
school bands.

For some people, retirement 
may even come as a relief, but it 
also creates a big hole in their life, a 
hole that can be difficult to fill.  For 
Craig Bullis, the problem has been 
how to tamp down what fills that 
hole into the twenty-four hours in 
a day.  Ask him how many bands 
he currently is a part of—or the 
leader of—and instead of giving 
you a number, he'll say, “Let's see, there's the Bullis-Rutter Big Band.  We're still 
playing the first Wednesday of the month at the Hawkeye, though we do occasionally 
take the opportunity to play in other nearby communities.  And of course, there's 
McNamara's Band.  I suppose it's the band I've played with the longest.  We can't 
leave out the Iowa Military Veteran's Band, or the Hamilton City Band or 
the Quincy Big Band.  And then there's two—no, three—bands in Peoria:  Carl 
Anderson's New Orleans Jazz Band, the band that plays on the Spirit of Peoria 
and a polka band.  And then, let's see, there are the bands where I sub for people 
but don't play with regularly, like Horn Dogs or the Heidelberg German Band in 
Quincy.  You know, it's actually kind of hard to come up with a number...”     

But does Craig like retirement?  Is he glad to be retired?  You ask him this, and 
he'll smile broadly and nod affirmatively.  “I get to do what I want.  These are all 
bands I enjoy playing with—and I get to play the music I want to play.  Even when 
I get requests, I like being able to say, 'That's a great piece, but I've been playing it a 
lot lately.  How about we do this instead?  I think you're going to enjoy it as much.'”  
For Craig, even the old standards need to be new musical challenges.

Craig, pictured here with Macy 
Murray—a 2013 KHS graduate and 
accomplished bass player—continues to 
play a large role in the lives of young people.

Continued on Page 3
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Ask him what music he likes best, and the answer Craig will give you might be a bit of a 
surprise.  Though he is best known for big band and dixieland jazz, he'll say, “My favorite 
music is whatever I am 
playing at the time, whether 
it be country and western 
with Kevin Kull and 
friends, rock with the Horn 
Dogs, or all that old stuff 
that I also do very much 
enjoy playing."

So, let us consider, 
finally, that “old stuff” for 
which Craig Bullis is best 
known.  In a superficial way 
you might sum it up simply 
by saying that it is old.  It 
is, after all, for those of us 
belonging to that first big 
generation born after World 
War II ended, our parents' 
music.  It is the music they 
listened to when we were 
children, so it is also the 
music we listened to way 
back then, the music that 
we learned all the words to 
without half trying.  When 
our parents had the time 
or had something special to celebrate, it was the music they 
went out dancing to—and it is the music we went dancing to as 
well, but only on special occasions like prom—or some other 
formal dance—and then it was the music that, when we called 
it “slow dancing,” we only danced to it with that most special 
person, perhaps because dancing to it, you got to dance close 
with your partner, practically an embrace, dancing that might 
have become an embrace but for chaperones who insisted on a 
measure of decorum.

And because it was our parents' music, we also had to rebel 
against it, listening to and dancing to rock 'n' roll instead, little 
dreaming that within just a few short years our children would 
rebel against our music while secretly loving the best of it, just 
as we secretly continued to love big band and dixieland, the 
music of our parents—and sometimes still the music of our 
children and grandchildren—and always and forever the music 
of Craig Bullis.
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Besides playing the first Wednesday of each month at the Hawkeye Restaurant, the Bullis-
Rutter Big Band can occasionally be found performing in garages, at weddings, and at the 
Rand Park Pavilion.

SCB
Trust services
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Main Street Keokuk's 14th Annual Summer Fun and 
Fundraiser is set to take place Saturday, July 12th.  This 

year's event will feature the sights, sounds, and tastes 
of none other than the Big Apple. For just one night, 
Keokuk's 6th Street—between The Grand Theatre and 

Lucky's—will be transformed into a corner of New 
York complete with street vendors and performance 
artists. The evening will feature a menu reminiscent 

of New York’s finest delicatessen cuisine, served 
to diners as they relax at linen-cloth tables while 
they enjoy drinks and music.   Main Street’s 

signature voice auction of unique items, a silent 
auction and at least two unusual participatory 

games with prizes will round out the experience.  
Tables of eight (8), a dedicated waiter to serve your every need, 

two bottles of wine, special medallions, and a surprise or two are 
included in a $300 package.  Individual tickets are $30 each.  To 
learn more about A New York State of Mind, contact Glasscock 
at 319.524.5056 or email downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net. 

SCC takes movie viewing to a new venue

Free family fun this summer!
SCC Keokuk Campus - 335 Messenger Road

Movies begin at dusk. 
Concessions will be sold starting at 7:30PM. 

Bring lawn chairs or blankets to sit on.   
Children under the age of 14 must be accompanied by an adult.
SCC is an alcohol and smoke free campus.  Pets are not allowed.

 June 12 July 3 July 17 August 7

For more info contact:  
Abby at 319-313-1929 or Deanna at 319-313-1931

Movies provided by Lights, Camera, Action!, Inc.  
Movie sponsors: Keokuk Campus Student Board & Business Club.

Can't get enough of the great outdoors? This 
summer Southeastern Community College 

is introducing something to appease your need 
for fresh air.  It's a new twist on an old concept 
(remember the drive-in?) but this is a greener 
version... no car required.  They'll be showing big 
name, family friendly movies on an outdoor screen 
at the SCC Keokuk campus—335 Messenger 
Road.  Things kicked off June 12th with the film 
Up.  Future features are The Sandlot, July 3rd; 
Shrek, July 17th; and Zookeeper, August 7th. 
Movies begin at dusk.  There's no admission charge.  
Bring as many family members and friends as you'd 
like (sorry, no pets).  Blankets and lawn chairs are 
recommended. Children under the age of 14 must be accompanied by an adult.  Concessions will be 
sold starting at 7:30 pm.  Please keep in mind that SCC is an alcohol and smoke free campus.  Come 
watch the stars under the stars and make the most of what summer has to offer. 

And don't miss what's happening at  the Pavilion...

When all is quiet there's no more idyllic spot in town than the Rand Park Pavilion.  When 
performers take the stage, the mood can range from soul soothing to toe tapping to get 

on your feet and dance.  The Pavilion's schedule never fails to offer something for everyone.  This 
summer's sounds will include acoustic guitar, religious rock, blues, big band and much, much more.  
For more information and an up-to-date calendar, go to: www.RandParkPavilion.com. 

http://www.eventbrite.com
mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
http://www.RandParkPavilion.com
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GRP Summer Theatre 

Great River Player's mission statement reads, "To provide quality amateur theatrical 
productions for the Tri-State area by encouraging members of the surrounding 

communities to express their creative abilities in all aspects of live theatre."  Each year, they 
offer that opportunity for expression to local children by sponsoring two separate 

summer productions.  Both provide young people with an activity for 
the summer that not only allows them an outlet for the fine arts, but 
also introduces them to fellow students from around the area, forging 
friendships that can last a lifetime.  

The Marilyn Hart Children's Theatre is open to students entering fifth 
through eighth grade and recently put on a performance of Annie, Jr.  

For older Tri-State students, those entering ninth grade through 
graduating high school seniors, there's GRP's Summer Youth Theatre. 
This year, they're performing Honk!, a musical adaptation of the Hans 
Christian Andersen story The Ugly Duckling that debuted in England 

in 1993 and won the Olivier Award for Best Musical in 2000.  It is set 
in the countryside and features Ugly – a cygnet (who is mistaken as an ugly 

duckling upon falling into his mother's nest) whose odd, gawky looks instantly incite prejudice 
from his family and barnyard neighbors.  Feeling rather foul about himself, the little fowl finds 
himself on an adventure of self discovery, all the while unknowingly outwitting a very hungry 
cat. Along the way Ugly meets a whole flock of unique characters and finds out that being 
different is not a bad thing to be. The show's message of tolerance is one people of all ages 
can benefit from, and it's songs help that message resonate. The cast is made up of thirty-four 
teenagers from all over the region, and the energy and talent they bring with them are not to 
be missed. Performances take place at the Grand Theatre with evening shows scheduled for 
Friday, July 25th and Saturday, July 26th at 7:30 pm, and a Sunday matinee planned for July 
27th at 2:00 pm.  There is no admission fee, though donations to GRP may be made at the 
door and help keep theatre in the Tri-State area alive and well!

Let the Lower Lights Be Burning

The Mississippi River Power 100 committee and Hancock County Historical societies 
invite you to Let the Lower Lights Be Burning, a dinner/theatre production based on 

Dean Gabbert’s book of the same name.  Gabbert, a long-time Nauvoo resident and river 
historian, is the playwright and is assisted by Marilyn Candido and Debbie Callaghan.

The story of Spunky Point (Warsaw, IL) takes place in the late 1860’s to the completion 
of the canal at Keokuk, Iowa.  It includes the story of the ten year construction project to 
tame the Des Moines Rapids that was started in 1866 and completed in 1877.  The history 
mentions many points, villages and towns as they existed along the tri-state stretch of the 
Mississippi River Rapids during that time period.

While Dean Gabbert, the author of the book, mixes fact and fiction, participants will 
readily be able to relate to the historical events, local organizations, places and a few of 
its residents.  The Spunky Point Players include the following area performers:  Linda 
Tracy as Arbutus Worthington Dodds; David Wendt as Gypsy Jones; Fr. Thomas Szydlik as 
Reverend J. Wesley Pringle; Alyssa Nagel as May Bludso and as Clementine Grubb; Ernie 
Paulson as Jack Dingbat; Ned Cassidy as Jubal Flatlander; Lynda Levai as Bessie from 
Basco; Loren Harrison as Nubbin; Time Snyder as Reverend Allgood; and Tom Roush as 
Picker Paul. Bill Cassidy's on keyboard.

Tickets for the performance at the Bott Center in Warsaw on July 23rd (dessert included) 
are available at the Hill Dodge Bank or from Debbie Callaghan (217-219-1188) for $15.  
Tickets for the dinner/theatre performance at Meyers Courtyard in Keokuk on July 24th 
are available in Keokuk at the Tourism office, Keaslings and Hy-Vee, and in Hamilton at the 
First State Bank.  Tables and preferred seating may be reserved by contacting the Tourism 
office.  Tickets for that evening are $30 or $50 with complimentary wine for balcony seating.
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Rollin' on the River - August 15th & 16th

Mark your calendar for the 26th Annual Rollin’ on the River Blues Festival—as 
always, scheduled to begin the third Friday of August.  Once again the Main 

Stage will offer a great mix of talent.  This year's opening night lineup features the 
Blues Hounds, Kilborn Alley, and Frank Bang & the Secret Stash.  Saturday 
night, Hot Tamale and the Red Hots, 2nd place winners of the Iowa Blues 
Challenge, will kick things off.  Keokuk's own Out on Bail (a group that's twice 
performed at the annual Back Alley Bandfest) will take the stage next, followed by 
Hurricane Ruth, and last but definitely not least, Billy Branch and the Sons of the 
Blues.    

Youth entertainment, sponsored in part by the Keokuk Fine Arts Council,  will fill 
the tent Saturday afternoon from 1:00 until about 5:00.  Scheduled events include 
performances by Raeann’s School of Dance and the Celtic Storm Irish Dance 
Troupe, face painting, children’s games, a harmonica clinic (with free harmonicas 
while supplies last), and the always popular “Future of the Blues” jam session 
with Dane Custer (previous ROR scholarship recipient) and other talented young 
musicians.  A diverse selection of food and drinks will be 
offered in the tent, as well.

Free shuttle service will be provided from all Keokuk hotels to 
the festival site and back.  Taxi service will be available for a fee.

Ticket prices at the gate will run $15 per night or $25 for 
a weekend pass.  Plan ahead and purchase your weekend pass 
in advance for just $22—available in Keokuk at HyVee, 3111 
Main;  Keaslings, 1414 Main; Lumpy’s Tap, 820 Main; and 
Meister Music, 711 Main.  In Fort Madison get tickets at HyVee, 
2606 Ave F and Thurman Music, 426 Ave L.  Bring a gently 
used band instrument for donation to the Instrument Lending 
Program and receive a weekend pass!

For up-to-date information and links to most of the bands' 
websites,  go to www.RollinontheRiverKeokuk.com, then make plans to 
head on down to the Mississippi River in Keokuk, Iowa for the Biggest 
Little Blues Show around!!!!!!!  
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Join us for an afternoon of wine tasting, food, music and fun at Keokuk’s 5th Annual 
Wine Over Water.  Main Street Keokuk, Inc’s Wine Over Water is scheduled for 

Saturday, September 27, 2:30 – 5:30.   The event will be held on the Observation Deck – 
the Keokuk/Hamilton swing-span bridge – a spectacular venue over the Mississippi River.  

Today, the bridge serves as an observation post 
that overlooks a century-old hydroelectric power 
plant, still producing electricity, and a nearly mile-
long dam with 119 spillways.  The lower deck of 
the 2-tiered bridge remains in use by a short line 
railroad.  And, we absolutely promise no rain…well, 
we can hope and just to be on the safe side, a rain 
location will be arranged.   

In addition to wineries, WOW will include micro 
breweries, distilleries, cheese and bread tastings, 
and burgers on the grill for purchase.  Live music 
and a “How Well Do You Know Your Wine” 
contest, as well as other fun activities, will keep 
attendees entertained.  

All inclusive tickets are $20 tickets each and 
may be purchased at Keasling’s Pharmacy and 
Gifts, 1414 Main Street; Keokuk Hy-Vee, 3111 
Main Street; and the Main Street Keokuk, Inc.
office, 329 Main Street. 

If you have questions or need directions to 
1st Street and Lucas Avenue – the Observation Deck, contact Joyce Glasscock by email at 
downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net or call 319.524.5056.   You may also contact WOW 
Committee Chairman, Andrew Cochran, at 319.524.2902.  

We look forward to seeing you at Wine Over Water 2014!

    

 
 

5th Annual Wine Over Water
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Photo by Ed Vinson
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Len G. Everett was born in Burlington, Iowa, on 
April 18, 1925.  He grew up in the Monmouth, 

Illinois, area.  After serving in the United States Navy 
during World War II, he attended the State University of 
Iowa in Iowa City, (BFA-1950, MRA-1952).  He taught 
briefly at the University and then studied painting and 
drawing in New York City at the Art Students League 
and the National Academy of Design, and then at the 
Provincetown Art School in Massachusetts.  Everett 
maintained professional art studios in Carnegie Hall and 
at 41 Union Square in New York City.  He taught privately 
from his studio and taught classes at the Kittredge 
Women’s Club in New York.  He died at the age of 59 at 
the Burlington, Iowa, Medical Center.

Several pieces of his work were left by Everett in his 
will to be sold with proceeds going to the Len Everett 
Scholarship Fund to benefit the University of Iowa School 
of Art.  The sales were administered by the Burlington Art 
Center in association with the University of Iowa Foundation and the University of Iowa 
School of Art and Art History.  The Keokuk Art Center purchased Teakettle a 24” x 36” 
oil painting at that time.

According to the executor of his estate, R. A. McCannon, “Everett never forgot his 
Midwestern beginnings.  The American heartland which he loved and was his roots, 
produced the dominant subjects 
of his work.  The simple, 
unflawed shapes of vegetables, 
fruits, and flowers combined 
with the pure force of full color 
and composition creates a sharp, 
crisp image for the viewer.  
The simple shapes, the simple 
subjects and the seemingly 
simple color combinations 
continue to make great impact...  
Len was uncomfortable with 
compliments and accolades but 
he was in awe of other associates 
in the New York art scene of the 
1970’s and 1980’s.”  

Everett won the coveted 
National Academy of Design 
Gold Medal Award, as well as medals from Allied Artists of America, Audubon Artist and 
others—plus the acceptance of his art in four museums.  Shortly before his death, he was 
elected President of Allied Artists of America. 

The Keokuk Art Center feels very fortunate to be able to display one of his paintings 
in its permanent collection which currently hangs in the Keokuk Public Library/Keokuk 
Art Center.

Teakettle, by Len Gridley Everett—
 A Part of the Keokuk Art Center's Permanent Collection
 by Sandy Seabold

Self  Portrait, 
oil by Len G. Everett

Teakettle, oil by Len G. Everett
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The Tri-State Quilters Guild was established in 1990.  Members of our guild range 
from beginners to experts and include hand quilters, home machine and long-arm 

quilters.  Our members share a love of quilting and all things quilt-related and welcome 
those who have similar interests. 

We currently have 28 members.  Annual dues are $15, which we collect from renewing 
members in July.  New members may join at any time during the year. 

Membership includes free access to a collection of books and magazines about quilting 
located in the lower level meeting room at the Keokuk Public Library, admission to programs 
and activities, and the opportunity for fellowship.  In addition, each member will receive a 
handbook describing all Guild events and activities, a roster of Guild members and board 
members, a copy of the Guild's by-laws, and a copy of the minutes for monthly meetings.  The 
minutes also provide information about Guild activities, programs, and workshop leaders, as 
well as quilting activities in and around the tri-state area.

This year we became an affiliate member of the Modern Quilt Guild, Inc., (MQG) and 
changed our name to the Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild; we are a non-profit organization 
dedicated to preserving this country's quilting heritage through the education and 
enhancement of quilt-making skills.  As an affiliate of MQG our members can take advantage 
of access to the online community, access to our monthly webinar series, opportunities to 
participate in inter-guild swaps and challenges, discounted fees to enter MQG quilt shows, 
discounted rates on conferences and events, priority and early-bird registration on conference 
and event admissions, discounted small business and personal insurance, discounts and special 
offers with MQG sponsors and affiliated companies, a MQG membership card and pin, and 
10% discount on online MQG merchandise purchases.

Introducing the Tri-Sates Modern Quilt Guild
 by Linda Apple

Continued on Page 10

Guild members are pleased to share their talents with 
others.  As a group, they pieced and quilted a Christmas 
tree skirt and matching table topper (pictured above) 
that they then donated to the Keokuk Art Center's 
annual fundraiser, the Festival of Trees.

http://www.keokuk.k12.ia.us
http://sites.google.com/site/keokukband


The Guild meets on the third Tuesday of the month, year round, in the lower-level 
meeting room in the Keokuk Public Library.  Meetings start at 7:00 p.m. and last 
approximately two hours.  We begin each meeting with a time to share projects during 
Show and Tell; our business is usually conducted after Show and Tell but before our 

program or special event of the evening.  Mini-workshops feature 
members of the Guild who are willing to share a favorite technique or 
expertise.  There is no fee for these mini-workshops, which are a terrific 
way for new quilters to gain knowledge and skills.  Programs include 
games like Dyeing Jeopardy, Quilt Trivia, Left, Right, Trade, and Strip 
Poker, using 2½” fabric strips.  Snacks and treats are provided after each 
meeting, which serves as a time for members to chat with each other.  
Guests are welcome at all meetings.

We have great fun, but we also contribute to the community.  The guild 
makes and donates hundreds of quilts to foster children in the Tri-State 
area.  Many of our members make quilts that are donated through their 
church to various organizations, depending on the specific needs.  We 
have made and donated many items for auction at the Festival of Trees, 
which benefits the Keokuk Art Center.  We have displayed our quilts in 
local retail businesses during National Quilt Week held in March.

While we have traveled the tri-state area to participate in local, state 
and county fairs, quilt shop-hops, and quilt conventions, we also sponsor 
our very own biannual Quilt Show, this year entitled "Eye of the Needle."  
All admirers of quilts are encouraged to attend!

!!!
  
  
    

Friday, September 5th:   9 am - 5 pm  &  Saturday, September 6th:   9 am - 3 pm
Located at First Christian Church - 3476 Main Street, Keokuk

Featuring:  Quilters Attic * Vendors * Handcrafted Items * Door Prizes *
* Breakfast and Lunch for Purchase * 

– Over 100 quilted items on display –

With Special guest speaker, Bettina Havig:  
Missouri State Quilter’s Guild founding chairperson & former editor of 

Fons and Porter’s “Quilt Tip of the Day” perpetual calendar.
   Her presentations will include:  Friday at 11am — "Women of the Needle" 
          and Saturday at 11am — "Cheap Tricks"   

Admission:  $5 for 1 day / $8 for 2 days
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Tom Dreasler was born in Quincy, Illinois.  He attended 
Quincy High and Quincy University.  After graduation he 

taught English, History, Constitutional History and Geography 
at Nauvoo-Colusa High School for eight years.  During that 
time he was Yearbook advisor where he developed an interest in 
photography.  In 2000, when photography was undergoing major 
changes, he made the switch to digital photography which was a 
natural for him because of a long standing interest in electronics.

He moved to Keokuk in 1973 
and worked for KOKX as a DJ 
and began taking sports team 
photos.  He obtained his pilot’s 
license which enabled him to take 
aerial photographs.  He married 
Keokuk native Mary Duerkop 
in 1976.  Together, in 1977, they 
established the photography studio 
in their home.  Mary was his 
beloved assistant until her death 
in 1999.  In 1998 they were made 
Grand Marshalls of the Keokuk 
Homecoming parade in recognition 
of their support of the Chiefs.

Tom is very active in the 
Keokuk community having served 
on the Library Board, the Aquatics 
Commission, and the Planning 
Commission.  He plays the clarinet 
and tenor saxophone with the pep 
band at Keokuk and Nauvoo-
Colusa High Schools and Quincy University.  With photography, teaching, and music he keeps 
busy creating every day.

Tom continues to operate the studio as well as teach photography; first at Southeastern 
Community College for four years, and presently at The Keokuk Art Center.  His business 
encompasses all types of photography:  portraits, weddings, Memory Mates and aerial photos.  
The ground floor office in his home is filled with wonderfully artistic pictures.

 Dreasler Photography 
is located at 302 Fulton St. 
in Keokuk. The telephone 
number is 319-524-2035. 
Business hours are: 9 - noon 
and 1-5 pm Monday, Tuesday, 
Thursday and Friday.  
Saturday hours are 9 - noon.

Dreasler Photography
 by Dianne Stanley
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Over the course of a career spanning more 
than 35 years, Tom Dreasler has skillfully 
captured life's special occasions for countless 
families throughout the Tri-State area.  
Pictured below is his home and studio.
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Keokuk's Electric Streetcars
 by Tom Gardner

 
Keokuk got electric streetcars in 1889 as a result of the efforts of J.C. Hubinger. 

He had returned to Keokuk two years earlier after having amassed a fortune in 
New England manufacturing a “cold starch” for use in home laundries. Hubinger called 
this starch “Electric Starch” not because of any significant role that electricity had in its 
manufacture, but because the practical 
uses of electricity were new and exciting. 
Hubinger wished to impart some of that 
excitement to his new product.

In fact, J.C. Hubinger had great 
enthusiasm for all sorts of new 
technologies that were being developed 
in the latter part of the nineteenth 
century. Having established a starch 
factory in Keokuk, he turned next to the 
construction of a power plant at the foot 
of the bluff that overlooks the Mississippi 
River where Twelfth Street ends at 
Grand Avenue. At the top of this bluff 
he built his palatial estate, the grounds a 
beautifully landscaped park surrounding 
an artificial lake fed by artesian wells. The 
overflow from this lake supplied water to 
the power plant below in times when the 
Mississippi River was at low water.

The power plant supplied electricity 
to Keokuk's new streetlights, the next of 
Hubinger's many enterprises. It provided 
more than enough electricity to light up Keokuk's streets (and Hubinger's fine home), so his 
next endeavor was to replace the horse-drawn streetcars that provided public transportation in 
Keokuk with state-of-the-art electric streetcars. This business prospered for the next five or six 
years before beginning to fail, perhaps because of Hubinger's inattention.

A formal, posed photograph of a Keokuk streetcar with a 
conductor at each end.  Unfortunately, their names were not 
recorded at the time.

Continued on Page 13

http://www.hy-vee.com


J.C. Hubinger was generous, enthusiastic and fun-loving. He allowed the public to make 
use of the grounds of his estate, even the artificial lake, which became a favorite fishing spot for 
children. This generosity frustrated his groundskeepers and his family, and was undoubtedly 
a contributing factor to his establishing Hubinger's Pastime Park, across Grand Avenue from 
his home and on up to Rand Park, Keokuk's largest public park. Hubinger's Pastime Park 
featured a beach, complete with sand and sea salt added to two connected lakes, named Venus 
and Apollo, that were fed by artesian wells, and dressing rooms for bathers to change in. One 
lake also featured a “shoot-the-chutes” water slide. Nearby there was a race track, an athletic 

field and the Casino, which was an 
auditorium capable of seating 8,000 
people.

The Pastime Park opened in 1897, 
the same year that Hubinger's streetcar 
business failed.Actually, many of 
Hubinger's business enterprises began to 
fail at about this time. He had invested 
heavily in another new technology, the 
telephone, first in Keokuk, and then 
on up the Mississippi Valley. In just a 
few years he went up against the Bell 
Telephone Company and lost. His 
fortune nearly gone, he moved to a 
boarding house on High Street, where 
he died on January 27, 1908, at the age 
of 57. His Casino was torn down in 
1913; the artificial lakes were allowed to 
dry up; in 1918 the Hubinger mansion 
was also torn down.

The Keokuk Electric & Power 
Company was founded in 1901, 
being a consolidation of several earlier 

companies, including Hubinger's. Albert D. Ayers was its president and general manager. 
The power plant on the Canal Road, just below North 12th Street, was still used to power 
the streetcars. This second electric streetcar company ceased operations on May 15, 1928. It 
was succeeded by the Keokuk Motor Coach Company that same day. Buses, then, dominated 
Keokuk's public transportation system for most of the next thirty years. The Keokuk Motor 
Coach Company went out of business in 1956.

13

A photograph taken when electric streetcars dominated Keokuk's 
public tranportation system.  Altogether, five streetcars are visible on 
or crossing Main Street.

Continued from Page 12

http://www.ksbbank.com
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Lydia Jenkins: This Issue's Mystery Photograph

The mystery of this issue's “mystery photograph” is 
not the identity of the subject. What we have is a news 
service photograph. There are faint lines indicating where 
it should be cropped to fit a single newspaper column and 
a line (or two) has been added—probably with a grease 
pencil—to make the image clearer. A sentence has been 
typed onto a slip of paper that's been glued to the back of 
the photograph. It reads, “If Lydia Jenkins of Keokuk, Iowa, 
were a classical dancer, her pose might more suitably 
labeled, but Lydia is a summer student at Harvard, and 
spends most of her spare time these summer days in the 
cool and refreshing waters of the Charles River."

But who is this Lydia Jenkins? The only online 
reference to a Lydia Jenkins of Keokuk, Iowa, indicates 
that she graduated from Keokuk High School in 1925. The 
photograph is dated 1922, so the young woman dancing 
on a dock sticking out into the Charles River is about 
fifteen years old. The 1925 yearbook for Keokuk High 
School makes no mention of a Lydia Jenkins, nor does it 
provide a confirming senior photo. She appears to have 
been something of a free spirit, a young woman who has 
bobbed her hair at a time when F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote 
about such things shocking the older generation and whose 
bathing outfit seems a bit daring for the early 1920s and 
whose pose in the picture might have been considered 
somewhat scandalous for a properly brought up young 
lady back then. And how many high school students take 
summer courses at Harvard between their freshman and 
sophomore years?

City directories do not ordinarily list minor children 
living with their parents. Keokuk directories for the late 
teens and early 1920s list a physician with the last name 
of Jenkins up until 1924. He 
might have had the sort of 
socioeconomic status to send 
a daughter off to Harvard for 
the summer. If he were to have 
relocated while this daughter is 
in high school, she might have 
been able to graduate with her 
class unlisted and without a 
senior photo by taking classes 
in her new hometown. However, 
all this is idle speculation. We 
are hoping that out among our 
readers there is someone who 
knows of a Lydia Jenkins who 
lived in Keokuk and was most 
likely born in 1907. Perhaps 
from this person we will be able 
to learn—and then share with 
you—"the rest of the story.”

mailto:kjk.attorney@yahoo.com


Love Letters of a Churchwoman
 by an unknown author
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Keokuk, Iowa, Thursday, October 3, 1901

My Own Darling George:

I was almost tempted to run off to New York after all 
and see you on board the ship. The long weary hours 
after you left me were enough to break down a stronger 
heart than your poor Adele’s.  I should be wretched 
indeed were it not for our dear church where we were so 
happy in our work and our love.

There, too, did we meet for the last time when we 
promised to be faithful and true to each other—no 
matter what might happen—and to wait patiently for 
that time when we should be together—never to part 
any more.  How thankful we should be that we know 
the paths of duty and have renounced the frivolities of 
the world!  I shall have so much to tell you of our dear 
church and of all the work we are doing that I shall 
hardly find space for the few little events of outside life.  
Don’t forget that my friend Sally Winder is going over 
with you; you must find her out, she is just a dear girl 
and has an immense fortune coming to her.

Before I close, I must tell you of some of the things 
we have on hand.  Mrs. Foster has cards out for a ball at 
the hotel on the 16th.  Then the Van Meters are to have 
four Tuesdays in November. There will be two or three 
weddings—but you heard all about those before you left.  
I must leave you now, as your friend Tom Bradford has 
just called for me to walk on the Avenue.

Farewell my only love,

Adele

For an editor—and for a publisher—it is always a source of great pleasure to 
discover a talented, hitherto unknown writer.  While clearly quite talented, the 
author of this epistolary short story is still unknown, and likely to remain so.  Her 
short story was originally self-published in a very small edition printed locally, 
its pages bound together by a ribbon tied in a bow.  These are conjectures; indeed, 
we can't even be entirely certain that the author was a woman, but we think this is 
very likely the case, and that she had printed up just enough copies to give to her 
friends and family.  The letters comprising this short story are dated from October 
through December in 1901, and consequently we think the original story must have 
been written within the first few years of the twentieth century.  Finally, we think 
our mysterious, unknown author deserves to be more widely read; we think you'll 
find her an engaging, sophisticated writer!

  Tom Gardner,    Sandy Seabold,
  Editor, The Confluence   Publisher, The Confluence



 

Orders by phone or email are welcome
Contact the Main Street Keokuk, Inc. office 

319-524-5055 or downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net

  

Keokuk Heritage 
Wooden Puzzles...

16

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

          Commissioned 
               by the Keokuk 
          Cultural and 
            Entertainment 
        District

Special
Edition 
Puzzles

$125

Passed Times and 
   Pastimes Editions

                      $75

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

mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
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The Answer
 by Duane Taylor

I lock my arms with laundry from the car
and then glance up, as sprinkled on a cloth
are stars beyond where numbers are.
Not far away, insistent on the screen,
a moth makes dusty music toward the light
and crickets scrape a lovesong on their knees.

I drown myself to silence in the stars.
“Tonight it’s good to drown,” I think—
When sudden the sound from one coyote throat
soars to a start, calls other tones from other tongues
until the timber shimmers with the art,
the ancient chorus tumbling from their lungs . . . 

And then it’s gone.  The last phrase of the song
fades through the tasseling corn to the creek beyond.
I breathe again.  The laundry’s warm and clean.
“What’s new in town?” she asks me at the screen.

Duane Taylor is a retired college 
writing instructor who publishes 
poems and stories from time to 
time.  His currect project is a book 
on the Spencer family murders 
in northeast Missouri in 1877.  
Wife his wife, Joyce, he lives on the 
family farm in rural Warsaw.

Photo by Ed Vinson

http://www.pilotgrovesavingsbank.com
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The Language of  Trees
 by Duane Taylor

The mistake is thinking
them instruments
combining wind and curious
percussion on a whim.
Not so.  These are themselves 
the messengers of grace-
ful breathing, their voices
a chorus of memory, shimmering
their stories in the light and dark.
We all have heard them.
Now stop to listen
for the delicate silver
note of maple, the sonorities
of ash and oak and locust,
each their own soft rattle
in the key of breeze.
Come nightfall
the language of trees declines
its long nouns and conjugates
its one true verb in a single tense:
Live Now.  The past is smoke.
Ahead is simply the path we're always on.
Live Now.  Live Now.

Rand Park Evergreens, Photo by Tom Dreasler

mailto:JuliaLTy@mail.com
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She Sees her Lover as a Lepidopterist
 by Tom Gardner

  
You would mount me like a moth,

a creature incredibly rare and fragile

as elusive as moonlight.

Your hands move carefully, precisely

thrusting this sterile steel pin,

possessing me utterly, 

yet taking carefully that I might not ever be touched.

Displayed under polished glass

Against dark velvet

Growing ragged with time

I am impaled for the admiration of others.

Yet what other choice would you give me?

To be a brief flutter of wings

luminescent and pure

drawn to some dim light

to hover forever

at the dark edge

of your consciousness.

Mere Words
 by  Tom Gardner

  
One description
is no more like the thing itself
than another.

They are all
vehicles, the possible means
to an end

And mean little
if left artifacts, a display
of mere words.

For words
are but poor substitutes
for wants,

And so I hesitate to tell you:
how I want to smell your hair
  (like this)
how I want to curl my hand
  (like this)
and gently follow the curve of your back
  (like this)
and, oh, I could go on and on and on
  (but won't)
For fear that—rejected—I'd be left
with only mere words.
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Country Neighbors
 by Duane Taylor

For Jim and Di

    

S uzanne and I hadn't had much time to socialize with the neighbors since we bought 
the old farmhouse on Reno Road.  We had to find an affordable mobile home for 

one—a used one, as it turned out—and set it up in back of the house.  And then there was 
the four years it took us to transform the old place into a decent colonial.  Meanwhile, we 
were both working, Suzanne as a second-grade teacher at Apex Elementary, and me at Oak 
Hills Community College teaching history part-time.  It took me five years to land a full-
time job there, and then I was teaching a regular five-course load, and one night class and a 
special weekend course for working adults, both overload, in order to pay off the house bills.  
So you can see we were busy.  The house was supposed to take a year and a half, tops.  But 
I got worried about how the north wall of the 
foundation was bowing in, and we decided the 
best thing to do was construct a new foundation 
and basement, which meant jacking up the 
house, et cetera, et cetera.  It was endless.

So we didn't get around to meeting most of 
our country neighbors for seven or eight years, 
about the time new houses—some remarkably 
ugly places—were sprouting on the surrounding 
hillsides within a half-mile or so of our place.  
Tim and Rexann had built a small, cheap ranch 
just off the road to the south and had taken to 
hosting a hog roast in mid-October.  We'd been 
invited in previous years, but couldn't make 
it because of an early Halloween program at 
Suzanne's school, always on a Saturday night, 
but this year the school moved the program to 
Friday, so we were free and eager to go.  

Tim and Rexann's place was fine as far 
as a modern ranch-style goes, but they had invested a lot of time and money on superb 
landscaping.  Little clumps of neighbors were examining the late mum gardens and arbors, 
quaffing cups of Seven-Up punch spiked with vodka as they strolled graveled paths, and 
a group of guys—me among them—were on the brick patio tipping bottles of Bud Light 
and talking about the general unfairness of the county's new house assessments.  About that 
time, Tim hears loud laughter behind him, gets up, and brings over a big rangy guy wearing 
a ten-gallon Western hat like he belongs in Wyoming.  He must have been six-three or –four, 
his face was weathered, and his hands were the size of canned hams.  An interesting blonde 
woman with a soft, permanent smile hung on his arm.

"Steve, I'd like you to meet Marty Fallon," said Tim.  "Marty lives over by Apex, but he 
farms about 300 acres of the Salt Creek valley a couple of miles north of here.  And this is 
his friend Cindy."  

"Hi, Steve," said Cindy, extending her hand languorously.  She had a professional's grip.  
Marty's handshake was hard, like gripping a fencepost, but delicate, too, like he was afraid 
of snapping the stem of a wine glass.  Rexann came over and escorted Cindy to the punch 
bowl, and someone handed Marty a beer, and he settled into a lawn chair.  It came out in 
conversation that Marty owned and operated a number of farms and rented some ground 
as well—a little over 3,000 acres total of corn, beans, and milo.  His cattle operation alone 
covered 200 acres of prime bottomland.  To hear him talk, you'd think he was pure Missouri 
cracker, his twang was so pronounced, yet he was clearly a most successful farmer, maybe 
the biggest in the county, and his eyes were shrewd.

When he lifted himself out of the chair to get another beer, I noticed the big hand gun 
in a black leather holster he wore on his hip.  It was hard not to because it had hooked the 
chair arm and jerked the chair up when he rose.  "Goddamned gun," he said, disentangling 
the holster from the arm.
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Country Life: Continued from Page 20

When we sat down for the pulled pork, I found myself across from Marty.  
Cindy was sitting at the end of the long table, deeply engaged in conversation with 
Suzanne and some woman with copper-colored hair.  Toward the end of the meal, 
the conversation drifted to the subject of marriage, and somebody asked Marty 
why he didn't marry Cindy, seeing that she'd been hooked up with him for a couple 
of years.

"Cain't afford to marry her," he said.  "And I don't mind telling you it's a sad, sad 
story, me and marriage."  Everybody within hearing range perked up.  "Whaddya 
mean, Marty?" asked Tim.  "You don't seem to be hurting."

"Well, some of you fellas know I have a weakness for the ladies," said Marty.  "I 
married my high school steady the weekend after I graduated from high school.  
My dad had died by then and left me the home place, and we got along pretty well 
for the first five years or so.  I had bought the Rankin farm and had three good 
years in a row, when she caught me at a bar over to Keenesburg with a waitress on 
my knee and my hand up her skirt.  That started a year of wrangling.  Ends up she 
not only got the kid, my boy Eric, in the divorce, but a quarter section of the home 
place.  I built her a house and she lives there yet.

"I never married the waitress, though she was a lot of fun and I was thinking 
about it, when I met Debbie at a church supper my mother dragged me to.  She 
was still in college, and we started going out, but I couldn't get familiar with her—if 
you know what I mean—unless I married her.  I had no real objection, and we tied 
the knot in the same Baptist church where we met.  Right off the bat, Debbie was 
upset when I didn't do Sunday service regular, never went on Sunday night, and couldn't imagine why she wasted her time 
on Wednesday nights besides.  After a year or so, I blasphemed so's she could hear once too often, and she packed a bag and 
went home to her folks.  When she came back early one morning a week later, she found our housekeeper in the downstairs 
bathroom brushing her teeth, which might have been all right except she was dressed only in her panties.

"So Debbie's old man hires a lawyer who's a strong Baptist, and she ends up with about 90 acres of my decent timber with 
a good creek and enough money for a nice house, and I'll be a go-to-hell if she don't marry the damn lawyer as soon as the 
divorce is final.  By this time, I'm down 250 acres and a pile of dough.

"I shack up with Aimee the panties housekeeper for a few months until she tells me she's in the family way, and of course 
I do the decent thing and marry her, my third.  This time it's a girl, and Aimee don't want to give me any until the sprout 
is bathroom-broke, and I take to learning line dancing at that country western buffet in Blairsville on Friday nights.  The 
teacher's a big redhead who loves a good time, and one thing leads to another, you know.  I don't make it home one night, and 
Aimee asks around, and the next thing I know, she and the baby are gone and I'm served papers and you can guess the rest.  
That time it costs me the old Spiller place I'd just bought and three of the best tiled fields."

Nobody within hearing at the long table is saying a word by this time, and Marty pauses to light a cigarette.
"I spend the next two years dancing with Crystal, the redheaded dance teacher, until finally nothing would suit her but 

to marry.  I tried to explain that my track record ain't so very good when it comes to wives, but she just laughed and said if 
she caught me fooling around she'd just kill me.  That seemed fair to me at the time, so I married her at the courthouse one 
Tuesday, the same day I closed the deal on the two Barlow farms.

"I was getting along pretty well until Cindy down there came to work at the Savings and Loan and somehow she manages 
to become my banker.  She helps me with a number of deals until one night over drinks in the board room after hours she 
takes my deals to a new level, if you catch my meaning.

"When I get home around four and ease in the front door, there stands Crystal with every gun I own spread over the living 
room furniture, boxes of shells scattered around, trying to load the .357.

 "'You sonovabitch,' she snarls, 'you'd be a dead man by now if I could only get this damn thing loaded.'
"I know a high stakes game when I see one, so I grab the gun, finish loading it, flick off the safety, and hand it back.  'Take 

your best shot,' I say, 'I'm tired of line dancing anyhow.'  She raises the piece with both hands, points the business end at my 
chest, and pulls the trigger.  When it doesn't fire, the look on her face is priceless.  I take the gun and tap her on the head with 
it and she crumples.  Then I call the sheriff.

"What saved me is that she was dropping .22 longs into the Magnum chambers, and I was gambling that they wouldn't fire.  
Her and me are close to the end of our business now, and my blood-sucking lawyer tells me that it'll probably cost me another 
house and 80 acres.  The worst of it is that when I went to the jail to visit the next day, she swore again that she'd kill me one 
way or another, and I've been wearing the .357 ever since."

Marty unsnapped the guard strap, lifted out the gun, and laid it on the table between the remains of the ice 
cream sundaes we'd had for dessert.  "Don't worry," he said, "the safety's on, and unless I'm tragically mistaken, 
Crystal ain't here." 21



Keokuk Cultural & 
  Entertainment 
    District 

Dining in the District

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

Cultural Assets in the District

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

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

9
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July
   1-31 • Photographs by Jewel Gwaltney of Quincy, Illinois, Keokuk Art Center Exhibit,
    Round Room, Keokuk Library
        2  • Professor Fizz Boom, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie,  July 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library 
  • Jones & Company Carnival,  4 - 10 pm, Rand Park
  • DEEZ in Concert, 6 - 10 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
  • Open Mic Night, 6 - 8 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        • Dishing About Books discusses The Prize 
   Winner of Defiance,7:30 - 8:30 pm, 
   Lower Level, Keokuk Library
        3  • Thursday Children's Story Hour, 
   July 3, 10, 24 & 31, 10 - 11 am, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
          • Thursday Farmers' Market, 
   July 3, 10, 17, 24 & 31,
   4:30 - 6:30 pm, Hy-Vee Parking Lot
  • Jones & Company Carnival, noon - 10 pm, Rand Park
  • Rock Steady in Concert, 7 - 9 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
       • The Sandlot, SCC Outdoor Summer Movie Series, dusk, SCC Keokuk Campus     
        4  • July 4th Celebration, Park & Recreation Board, all day activities with 
   fireworks at 9 pm, Rand Park.  Pavilion Line-up: Keosippi Kickers, 11 am - noon; 
   Celtic Storm Irish Dancers, noon - 1 pm; DEEZ, 1 - 3 pm; Country Time, 4 - 6 pm; 
   Nearly Elvis starring Ron Semler, 7 - 9 pm
        5  • Saturday Farmers' Market, July 5, 12, 19 & 26, 7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
          • Jim McCarty in Concert, Pavilion Fundraiser, 7 pm, The Grand
        7  • Game On, Monday afternoon games, July 7, 14, 21 & 28, 2:30 - 4 pm, 
   Children's Area, Keokuk Library 
        9  • Wednesday Children's Story Hour,  July 9, 16 & 30, 
   10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
      10  • Free Movie Night, first run movie every 2nd Thursday of the month, 
   feature TBA, 6 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library,
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation
      11  • Knitting and Needlework Group, July 11, 18 & 25, 1 - 3 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library 
  • Tri-State SummerFest, sponsored by Lake Cooper Foundation,
   featuring Rock Steady, Glitter Salad, & Fivefold, 
   7 pm - midnight, 2598 340th St. (Airport Rd)     
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      12  • Keokuk Cars & Coffee, 8 - 10 am, Southside Boat Club Side Lot
  • Mississippi Rat Pak Car Club Show, Tolmie Park
  • Tri-State SummerFest, sponsored by Lake Cooper Foundation
   featuring Soul Crush, Dark Horse, Caught in the Crypt, Fate Revealed, 
    Jerad Harness & Blackgrass, and Maximus,  noon - midnight, 
   2598 340th St. (Airport Rd)
        • A New York State of Mind, Main Street Keokuk, Inc.'s 
   Summer Fun and Fundraiser, 6:30 - 10 pm, 
   6th and Blondeau
  • Out On Bail, Blues Concert sponsored by the Pavilion 
   Commission, 7:30 - 9:30 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
      13  • History of Main Street, presented by John Cameron, 
   sponsored by the Lee Co. Historical Society, 2 pm, 
   Miller House Museum
      15  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, 7 pm,  
   Art Center, Lower Level, Keokuk Library – Birthday Party
      17 • Lee Co. Conservation Visit, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
  • Shrek, SCC Outdoor Summer Movie Series, dusk, SCC Keokuk Campus
      18  • Doyle Lawson & Quicksilver
    in Concert,  7:30 pm, 
   The Grand
  • Fivefold, Pre-Party, time TBA, 
   L-Treyn's Bar, 1108 Main Street
      19  • Royal Bliss, 7:30 pm, L-Treyn's Bar, 
   1108 Main Street       
      23  • Sound Science with 
   The Grout Museum District,  
   10 - 11 am, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library 
24-26  • Summer Crazy Days, 
   Main Street Retailers
24 —  • Sister Cities Student Exhange to Kai Yamanashi, 
   Japan, return date August 5th
      24  • Let the Lower Lights be Burning,  Mississippi Power 100 & 
   Hancock County Historical Society's Dinner Theatre with 
   Spunky Point Players, 6 pm, Meyers' Courtyard, 
   629 Blondeau     
      25  • Honk,  GRP Summer Theatre, 7:30 pm, The Grand 
      26  • Honk,  GRP Summer Theatre, 7:30 pm, The Grand
      27  • Honk,  GRP Summer Theatre, 2:00 pm, The Grand    
      31  • Open Computer Lab, 5 - 7 pm, ICN Room, Library

Doyle Lawson & Quicksilver - courtesy photo
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August
  1-30  • Mixed Media by Keith Andrew of Ursa, IL, Keokuk Art
   Center Exhibit, Round Room, Keokuk Library  
        1  • Knitting & Needlework Group, August 1, 8, 15 & 22, 1 - 3 pm,
    Round Room, Keokuk Library    
        2  • Saturday Farmers' Market, August 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30, 7 - 11 am, 
   River City Mall Parking Lot  
  • Rock N' the Rails, Keokuk Musicians Concert, 7 - 10 pm, 
   Keokuk Union Depot, Keokuk Riverfront
        4  • Game On, Monday afternoon games, August 4, 11, 18 & 25, 
   2:30 - 4 pm, Children's Area, Keokuk Library
        6  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie,  August 6, 13 & 20, 2:30 - 4 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library          
  • Open Mic Night, 6 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        • Dishing About Books discusses Little Heathens,
   7:30 - 8:30 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library
  • Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye 
   Restaurant, 105 N. Park
        7  • Thursday Farmers' Market, 
   August 7, 14, 21 & 28, 
   4:30 - 6:30 pm, 
   Hy-Vee Parking Lot
          • Zookeeper, SCC Outdoor
   Summer Movie Series, 
   dusk, SCC Keokuk Campus     
        9  • Keokuk Cars & Coffee, 8 - 10 am, 
   Southside Boat Club Side Lot
      10  • Half Breed Tract presented by 
   Sue Olsen, sponsored by the 
   Lee Co. Historical Society, 
   2 pm, Miller House Museum
      14  • Free Movie Night, first run movie every 2nd Thursday of the month, feature TBA, 6 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library, sponsored by the KPL Foundation
      15  • Rollin' on the River Blues Fest: Blues Hounds, 6:30 pm; 
   Kilborn Alley, 8 pm; 
   Frank Bang & the Secret Stash, 9:45 pm, 
   Victory Park
      16  • Mississippi Rat Pak Car Club Cruise, 
   for information call (319) 520-5133  
  • Gil Sargent Memorial Hoopin' on 
   the River 3 on 3, Hubinger Landing
  • Rollin' on the River Blues Fest: 
   Hot Tamale and the Red Hots, 5:45 pm; 
   Out on Bail, 7 pm; Hurricane, 8:15 pm, 
   Billy Branch and the Sons
   of the Blues, 9:45 pm, Victory Park
      19  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, 7 pm, 
   Art Center, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library – Prep for Quilt Show
      22  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild  Workshop, 
   9 am - 9 pm, Art Center, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library 
       • Micro Wrestling Federation, 9 pm, L-Treyn's Bar,
   1108 Main Street
      23 • Keokuk Odd Fellows Wounded Warrior 5 K Run &
   Walk,  7 -11 am
      26  • Paranormal Presentation, sponsored by the Lee Co.
   Historical Society, 7 pm, Miller House Museum
      28  • Open Computer Lab, 5 - 7 pm, ICN Room, Library
      30  • Gonn, Concert sponsored by the Pavilion 
   Commission, 7:30 - 9:30, Rand Park Pavilion   25

Free family fun this summer!
SCC Keokuk Campus - 335 Messenger Road

Movies begin at dusk. 
Concessions will be sold starting at 7:30PM. 

Bring lawn chairs or blankets to sit on.   
Children under the age of 14 must be accompanied by an adult.
SCC is an alcohol and smoke free campus.  Pets are not allowed.

 June 12 July 3 July 17 August 7

For more info contact:  
Abby at 319-313-1929 or Deanna at 319-313-1931

Movies provided by Lights, Camera, Action!, Inc.  
Movie sponsors: Keokuk Campus Student Board & Business Club.

Hot Tamale and the Red Hots - courtesy photo

Frank Bang- courtesy photo
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September
  1-30  • Quilts & Wall Hangings by Mary Grace Cecil of  Des Moines, IA,  
   Keokuk Art Center Exhibit, Round Room, Keokuk Library      
        1  • Keokuk Labor Day Parade, begins at 11 am, Main Street
        3  • Dishing About Books discusses Show & Tell!, 7:30 - 8:30 pm, 
   Lower Level, Keokuk Library
  • Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 
   105 N. Park
        4  • Thursday Farmers' Market, September 4, 11, 18 & 25, 
   4:30 - 6:30 pm, Hy-Vee Parking Lot
        5  • Eye of the Needle Quilt Show - sponsored by the 
   Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild, 9 am - 5 pm,    
   First Christian Church, 3476 Main Street  
  • Knitting & Needlework Group, September 5, 12, 19 & 26, 
   1 - 3 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        6  • Saturday Farmers' Market, September 6, 13, 20 & 27, 
   7 - 11 am, River City Mall Parking Lot  
  • Eye of the Needle Quilt Show - sponsored by the Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild, 
   9 am - 3 pm, First Christian Church, 3476 Main Street 
  • Quilt Lecture and Reception for Mary Grace Cecil, Keokuk Art Center, 2 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
        7  • Bullis-Rutter Big Band, sponsored by the Fine Arts Council,
   2 pm, Rand Park Pavilion 
      11  • Free Movie Night, first run movie every 2nd Thursday 
   of the month, feature TBA, 6 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library, sponsored by the KPL Foundation
      13  • Keokuk Cars & Coffee, 8 - 10 am, 
   Southside Boat Club Side Lot   
  • Carol Montag in Concert, sponsored by KCED, time TBA, 
   Keokuk Union Depot     
      14  • Church at the Rand, Crossview Fellowship Church, 
   10 - 11 am, Rand Park Pavilion
      20  • Mississippi Rat Pak Car Club Cruise, for more information
    call (319) 520-5133
      21  • McNamara's Band (Big Band) & Becca Sutlive (Acoustic), 
   concert sponsored by the Pavilion Commission, 
   1 pm Rand Park Pavilion
  • Keokuk's Parks presented by Tonya Boltz, sponsored by the 
   Lee Co. Historical Society, 2 pm, Miller House Museum 
      25  • Open Computer Lab, 5:30 - 7:30 pm, ICN Room, 
   Keokuk Library

      27  • Wine Over Water, sponsored by Main Street Keokuk, Inc., 2:30 - 5:30 pm, 
   Keokuk/Hamilton Bridge
        • Saving Abel in Concert, 7:30 pm, L-Treyn's Bar, 1108 Main Street
       

In order to add an event to this calendar, contact Carole Betts at carole@courtyardbookstore.com.  
Updates will be made semi-monthly.  To advertise in the Confluence, 
please contact Bill Vandersall at billjudyvan@gmail.com. 
All ads should be approximately 3 x 5 inches in size and may be either vertical or horizontal.  
The cost is $40 per ad.
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Carol Montag - courtesy photo

Table topper - created by the Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild
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Keokuk, Iowa, October 11, 1901

Light of My Life:

How good of you to send me those last lines just as 
you were about to sail.  So like you—always thoughtful 
and trying to make me happy.  And now to think that 
for six days you will be on that tiresome ocean.  How I 
feel for you!

The day Tom Bradford and I went to walk we 
met Margaret Stillman and Bob Forbes.  They were 
in his automobile.  Report has them engaged, and 
I shouldn’t wonder if report is right.  They are a 
splendid looking couple; they ought to be married, 
because they look so well together.  They say he has 
made a fine reputation at the bar.  With her fortune—
which is her real own—they could have no end of a 
career.  Hope to have a short engagement and a long 
honeymoon; people now seem to have them both long.  
I tell you, my dear, this marriage is a very serious thing 
when you come right close to it.  And so many of the 
men are so spoiled!  The first thing the modern man 
wants to know is, can my darling pay her own mess 
bill?  And perhaps mine too?

I have heard rumors of fine doings at the Keokuk 
Club.  They ought to have some pretty good parties as 
so many of the best men in town are its patrons.

I have just time to hurry to the post-office with 
this or it will never reach the steamer.  There seems 
to be so little time for anything so worldly and selfish 
as letter writing.  But do not fear, my loved one shall 
always hear from his promised one by every boat.

Forever thine only,

Adele

Keokuk, Iowa, October 18, 1901

My Incomparable Delight:

Do you know that your letter was detained by a 
heavy storm and I have but this moment read it?  How 
happy you make me when you tell me you are working 
day and night that you may hasten the time when we 
shall once more be together, never—never—to be 
apart again!  I begin to realize what you are to me; 
and life stretches before me, one great blank, until you 
come again.  My eyes are weary with weeping and I 
fear I could not write had I not promised so faithfully 
to keep you in close touch with all we are doing in our 
beloved church.  There is so much to do between now 
and Christmas.  I must stop here and tell you of Mary 
Isham’s luncheon.  Ten of us were there, all women.  
The worst of these luncheons is that we must have 
almost a dinner with the best things left out.  There is 
something so unsatisfactory about them.  At that time 
of day we all want to do something else.  We talk little 
nothings; of course the women don’t take the trouble 
to say their best things to other women.  But it was 
most amusing to listen to Caroline Harding; she has 
three brothers and they just about hold up the club, 
consequently they know every whisper in town.  If you 
ever get up too rocky for anything and want a tonic, 
just send for Caroline, she’ll bring you out all right.

Margaret and Bob Forbes have announced their 
engagement.  He is a Harvard man and made the 
longest jump on record.  How proud she must be of 
him!  Think of having him pointed out everywhere and 
worshiped as he is!  Happy girl!

The Country Club is about closed for the season.  
It was not very lively there last summer—too much 
heat—too much dust—too few people of leisure.

I hear there are to be several new card clubs in 
town.  All the best people go into them.  That is 
something that can be done at all times, and even 
some who wouldn’t be seen dancing won’t refuse to 
come into a quiet little game of poker.

Will send another letter by next steamer.  Until 
then a fond farewell for you—the only light of this sad 
and sorrowful life.

Adele
Continued on Page 28 27
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Keokuk, Iowa, October 25, 1901

My Other Self:

If it were not that I promised to keep you informed 
of all that transpires in our darling church, I could not 
touch my pen this night.

I have just returned from Mrs. Dartan’s dinner 
dance, one of a series she is giving.  And I sit here 
and look out over the sleeping city; the moon in the 
fullness of its glory, shining down over the fast flowing 
river; I turn and behold the unequaled sight of the 
same flood of brightness, an effulgence of liquid light 
resting upon the three beautiful churches, none more 
beautiful than our own.  And I live over again the 
hours we have passed together—passed in the stillness 
and dignity of the hallowed place. Must I return to the 
commonplace of today?

The dinner was excellent. Mrs. Dartan surely has a 
gift for making salad; that we had this evening was so 
deftly compounded that it kept one wondering what 
it was that was trying to assert itself but never quite 
succeeding.  But the wines!  Shades of my ancestors; 
they would come back again for a taste of the same if 
they could.  

Mrs. Montfort went out with Jack Graves and I 
could scarcely eat my dinner because of them.  Such 
barefaced flirtation was enough to make a veteran 
blush.  I tried to gather some of their remarks to tell 
you; but the man who sat next to me was too close to let 
anybody get away from him for a moment.  The dance 
after was fine.  I had every number and three extras.  Of 
course nobody could take your place; and if it were not 
for the peace of mind which I find when it is all over 
and I can sit here with your picture on my desk—telling 
you of it all—it would be but a dreary show.

We are going to have a bazaar early in December 
and try to raise some more money.  I hope I shall have 
time to go.

Good night my beloved.  I am living but for you.

Adele

Keokuk, Iowa, November 4, 1901

My One and Only Darling:

Can I tell you how the hours dragged along while 
waiting for your dear letter?

I am so delighted that you found Sally Winder.  Be 
good to her for my sake, and remind her that she owes 
me a letter.

I dropped in at the Van Meters last Tuesday about 
5 o’clock; things were just buzzing.  Their new house 
is a beauty for entertaining.  All the men were there 
and the good things were really good.  They are most 
hospitable and everybody likes to go there.

I don’t believe I’ve told you one word about the 
new curate.  He has just returned from England. His 
father, Bishop Chip, went over with him and started 
him out well amongst his friends.  He has come home 
a most attractive man and a good solid churchman.  
He likes society and says it is of the utmost importance 
that he meet his people in their own homes.  For that 
reason he will go to everything this season.  I have 
just met him.  His name is Ernest St. Germain.  His 
manner is just that blending of society and ritualism 
which is so charming.  When he spoke, I was struck 
with the deep and tender tones of his voice and I 
would have had as pleasant an evening as I could 
possibly have without you, had not that disagreeable 
Emma Marlow been on his other side.   She is a 
senseless little toy of a woman; I wonder how he 
could listen to her for one moment.  I hope he will 
have sufficient strength of mind to remember that a 
churchman should look after his own people.  We shall 
see.  Advent will soon be upon us.  But my life is so 
quiet all the time that I hardly know what to give up.  I 
may find time to go to 5 o’clock service two or three 
times a week.

A farewell to the one who is to me the only breath 
of life.

Adele

Continued from Page 27
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Keokuk, Iowa, November 12, 1901

My Own:

Do you—can you realize how the time flies?  Here it is 
less than a month until advent and I can but feel that I am 
not nearly prepared for it.  The dear curate has been using 
his personal influence to bring us to a realizing sense of the 
great importance of giving our lives to good works.

They have resumed the meetings of the Monday 
Musical Club.  It was all right last winter; and with all 
the talent in town and the cultivation that talent has 
had it ought to be a great success.  They are doing 
good work and seem to be enjoying it.  The criticisms 
are of so friendly a nature that one longs to hear what 
is said behind the scenes.  I asked Mr. Graham the 
other night if he thought Mrs. Eames was not much 
improved; but he answered me in a charming and 
musical little Congregational whisper, “I think the 
instrument is a trifle out of tune.”

I went down to the bank the other day to deposit 
some funds for our guild.  I happened to step into the 
back room and there was nobody to be seen.  But would 
you believe it, the old desks and chairs were whispering 
state secrets to each other and the mirror laughed softly 
as it sang out, “Look in again!”  There was such an air 
of mystery that I turned and fled.

You needn’t be so worried because I refer to Billy.  
Of course I see him every time I go on Main Street.  
You ought to remember that Billy is Arthur Clark’s 
dog and a fine one he is. His like is not to be found 
about here.

Do you know Sally Winder has not written 
me for the longest time!  I wonder where she is.  
You must hunt her up and send me her address.  
Farewell, my own! 

From your loving,

Adele

Keokuk, Iowa, November 21, 1901

Dearest George:

I don’t know what has happened to the mails, 
but would you believe such a thing possible?  Posty 
brought me nothing from you this morning.  Of 
course you wrote or else you are ill.  If it were not for 
our dear church I could never have strength to stand 
it.  This evening I loitered for a moment after services. 
Ernest—Mr. St. Germain, I should say—saw me, and 
I know his sympathetic soul felt that I was in trouble, 
for he came and spoke to me as one who could read 
my thoughts.  We walked along together and I asked 
him to come in.  There were several other people here 
and we all chatted and had tea.  But before he left he 
promised that he would come often.  I feel sure that I 
can help him in his work—I know you would feel just 
as I do towards him if you could know him.

So many things are happening all the time that 
I can’t tell you the half.  What do you think of that 
dark-eyed widow on the corner marrying that widower 
with his three great sons?  And her only daughter away 
from home!  I guess there’ll be lively times when they 
all get together. Talk of men!  They can’t hold a candle 
to the women!  They say down at the club that there 
are several couples in town who are going to step off 
before long.

Did I tell you the very latest sensation?  One of our 
society girls has turned out to be a very clever palmist.  
It seems she has made a serious study of palmistry.  
Some even say there is gipsy blood in her veins.  She 
took my hand the other night—and she was silent for 
as much as five minutes.  Then she said I was to have 
a career; she said the next part of my life would be 
devoted to one I dearly loved, but I would not marry 
him; I would meet one whose life work was so blended 
with my own that we could only be happy while 
working together.  Of course I laughed at her because 
you know I am going to be married to you when you 
come home.

Caroline had a letter from Sally Winder the other 
day.  She says she is perfectly happy and not one word 
about coming home.  She hasn’t written to me for the 
longest time; but of course I shall hear soon.  I shall 
watch so anxiously for a word from you.

Your unhappy

Adele

Continued from Page 28
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Keokuk, Iowa, December 2, 1901

Your letter never came until the next steamer but 
I was so glad to get it; and it was so good of you to 
tell me all about Sally Winder.  So she is right there 
in London with you!  How very delightful!  I suppose 
you see her very often.  When are you coming home?  
Don’t you begin to feel as if you must be here soon?

Did I tell you they are talking of getting up a horse 
show here next season?  I happened to hear a good 
deal about it the other day when I was out for a walk.  
The span of blacks said, “We won’t go unless we can 
have some new clothes and a little new jewelry.”  Then 
the span of dark bays came along and said, “We have 
good enough things but we know we don’t look as fine 
as we might.  They just never polish our shoes and we 
feel quite shabby.  Then up steps that sorrel and says, 
“I know I don’t look right all alone.  Oh! That I might 
prance along as leader in a tandem!  So not a step will 
I go alone.

You remember that white horse that goes home 
alone?  Well, I heard him say to the iron gray who was 
rather boasting of his fine markings, “You’d better 
look out; I can just remember when I was jet black.  
Oh what a beauty I was!  But now since I’ve turned 
so white and wear rubber shoes and have three gold 
crown teeth, I have lost a good deal of my style.  I 
heard D. say the other day that when the end came 
instead of cremating me he was going to have me 
stuffed and some auto-machinery put inside of me.”

I was coming down the avenue the other night and 
there stood that long team with their yellow wheels 
behind them.  They’ll have to have some safety pins 
to keep those blankets on or they’ll freeze to death.  
They were talking about the horse show.  But they said 
very decidedly that they wouldn’t go. They said they 
hadn’t time; and as I turned away I heard them gently 
singing, “We won’t go home till morning.”

A little further down the avenue there stood 
Moody, the iron gray; and when I said horse show, he 
said, “Neigh! Not until I have a mate; there’s no style 
along the Avenue any more trotting in single harness. 
A mate I will have.” But as I left, I heard him say, “I’ve 
got a trainer now; I can stand without hitching and 
I don’t shy at the steamroller.”  In fact all the horses 
hung their heads and backed out. But my advice to 
horses is:  Better make hay while the sun shines.  It 
won’t be long before they’ll be glad to be asked to any 
kind of an old show.

I shall have to wait until I write again to tell you 
what we are going to do at the bazaar.

Lovingly,

Adele

Keokuk, Iowa, December 6, 1901

Dear George:

Did you think that it would change my feelings the 
least little bit just because you have lost everything?  
Such troubles should but make us dearer to each 
other, and unite more closely in our chosen work.  I 
will not say any more about this now.  But do not be 
discouraged; there is a bright time ahead.

Last night while I was over at the parish house 
preparing for the bazaar which seems to be the one 
interest in life just now, the choir came in for rehearsal; 
there are some very fine voices amongst them, and 
I paused for an instant as listener and critic, when 
suddenly the rich full voices seemed to impress me 
with a deeper pathos than I had ever heard from them 
before.  I left myself imposed drudgery and the noise 
and bustle always accompanying the work of the 
gentle parishioners.  They were singing the dear hymn 
we all love so well and with tearful and almost sobbing 
sounds rolled forth:

O, little town of Keokuk!
How still we see thee lie;
Above the deep and dreamless sleep
The silent stars go by;
Yet in the dark streets  *  *  *

By this time scarcely a sound could be heard and 
we returned to the work of raising money to keep body 
and soul together.  But it occurs to me sometimes 
that I am getting into a sort of a mess this time with 
my work.  If we can only make a little money to help 
things along, we need it so much.  Ernest says his 
heart is too full for utterance when he sees how willing 
we all are to help him in this great work.

Affectionately,

Adele

Continued from Page 29
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Keokuk, Iowa, December 10, 1901

Dear George:

I have just time to send you a line before I go over 
to the bazaar.  Everything is ready and I begin to feel 
as though our labors must be crowned with success.  
Ernest says he has never seen such devoted people as 
in this parish.  When I write again the bazaar will be a 
thing of the past, and I can tell you all about it.

Your last letter was so short but then I know how 
hard you must work now that you have to rely solely 
upon your own exertions.  Perhaps————

You said something in one of your letters about 
the great possibilities of the water power here; I can 
tell you this—that the rapids is the one and only thing 
about here that moves, and that goes right on down 
stream.  It is, however, an assured success.  A small 
sample of the power can be seen at the park, and there 
we all go and swallow it down—and hope for greater 
things.

I begin to feel very nervous over our work.  Perhaps 
I have exerted myself too much.  I will try to rest.

Adieu,

Adele

December 13—A leaf from Adele’s Diary

Went downtown this morning.  Something surely has 
gone wrong; I don’t know what it can be.  Had a letter 
from London this morning telling me George was going 
to marry Sally Winder.  Poor old George; well, she has 
enough money to keep them both. I am so glad I wrote 
him as I did.

December 14

Have found out what was the matter.  It seems I rather 
did make a mess of it at the bazaar. But what do I care 
now?  I am going to marry Ernest just as soon as we can 
get ready.  We are going to live in the parish house—
and—Oh!  Where would we ever find rest and peace and 
seclusion from worldly matters and care except in our dear 
church!  Just to think of it!  Married to Ernest!

Keokuk, Iowa, December 11—Midnight

Dear G:

Here I am home again, the bazaar is all over, 
supper superb, fancy articles to suit all tastes and all 
ages.  Then there were some little asides—sideshows 
some might call them, if they were not strictly church 
work. And so many people!  I suppose a good many 
come just out of curiosity to see Ernest.  Oh; he was 
wonderful! I can’t tell you of half the things he did for 
us.  We don’t know yet just how much money we have 
cleared.  We have taken in a goodly sum; after the bills 
are paid I can tell you just how much we have.  And 
yet, remember, I have an uneasy feeling about the 
evening.  I wonder what I could have done.  I know 
I worked hard and did not save myself one bit.  But 
something has gone wrong—I feel sure of that.  I will 
ask Mr. St. Germain; perhaps he can help me.  Oh; 
what a comfort is one’s church! 

Good night.

Adele

Continued from Page 30
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