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A legacy of artistic expression and volunteerism

Water. Colors.
 Flowing. Puddling. Defining. Suggesting.
  Shapes of color emerging and suddenly becoming 
   reminiscent of flowers, mountains, trees or swans.

Watching colors flow from the brushes of 
Keokuk artist Alice Bowers was a lesson in observation and wonder. The 

Chicago native, who moved to Keokuk in 1946 with her husband Richard, was a 
keen observer of nature, and worked at her art with as much enthusiasm as she 
lived her life.

Although those creative impulses stopped flowing in November, 2009, the 
legacy of her work lives on. Her children enjoy many of her watercolors on their 
walls, as do many Keokuk residents who purchased her work over the years. The 
Keokuk Art Center has her work in the permanent collection. In 1988, Alice 
exhibited her watercolors in Japan with fellow Keokuk artist Rita Noe. Her entire 
show was purchased by viewers who were entranced by her life-affirming subjects 
and colors.

Alice was studying for a Bachelor of Fine Arts degree at the University of Iowa 
when she met Richard. Although she left her studies after two years to work and 
save money for their wedding, she never abandoned her personal journey in the 
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arts. She studied drafting and illustration, and worked as a commercial 
artist for a Chicago advertising firm.  

Once in Keokuk, she and other Keokuk artists formed a “study” group 
at the old YWCA on Fifth and Blondeau streets, which eventually evolved 
into the Keokuk Art Center. Alice, Jane Marion, Dotty Saar and Kathryn 
Hart, along with others, met regularly to paint and teach each other. Their 
lively work and discussion sessions became an inspiration to others, and 
the group continued to grow.

While raising three children, Alice 
continued creating art. “Mother 
surrounded us with her artistic 
self, with drawings, sketches, hand-
made Christmas cards, fancy ballet 
costumes, painted poodle skirts and 
aprons, and wonderful hand-made 
paperdolls,” says daughter Catherine 
Rocca.

A volunteer of the first order, 
Alice unselfishly gave herself to 
community activities, especially in 
the arts and her church, St. John’s 
Episcopal Church. She served as 
president of the Keokuk Art Center 
in addition to serving on the board 
for nearly 50 years, was appointed to 
two terms as a member of the Iowa 
State Arts Council, and was a board 
member of the University of Iowa 
Museum of Art.

With the children grown, Alice and 
Rich began spending their winters 
in Arizona, where Alice further 
honed her skills as a watercolorist. 
She was rewarded with acceptance 
as a juried member of the Arizona 
Watercolor Society. When in Keokuk, 
she continued to paint and study, 
with Wendall Mohr, Jo Myers, and 
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Bowers’ studio in Phoenix, AZ

“Morning on the Nile”
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others at the Art Center. She was also accepted in the Iowa 
Watercolor Society, and won many awards around the state 
and country.

The watercolors of Alice Bowers are light and airy, filled 
with a sense of joy, a reflection of the person who created 

them. Life dealt Alice some pretty 
harsh blows, but her upbeat attitude 
toward life always appeared in her 
paintings.

No matter the subject, first and foremost came 
composition. “Every thing she did was done with 
attention to color and composition, from table 
decorations at holidays to everyday food preparation to 
flower arrangements,” Cathy adds.

  “Mother did all things a certain way including her 
paintings,” daughter Sarah remembers.  “Her framing was precise with double mats and 
simple but professional frames.  She carefully selected the mat colors.  Her signature was 
always woven into the painting and did not shout ‘I’m the artist!’  She titled all her pieces 
creatively playing on words like ‘Swan Lace’ not ‘Swan Lake.’  She didn’t like it when 
paintings were titled ‘Painting I’ or ‘Work 1.’  She felt the title was the sum of the whole.”  

In “Swan Lace,” one of her later 
paintings, the composition provides a 
strong triangular base (usually meant to 
represent stability) for a flurry of activity 
amongst the swans. The curve of the 
lakefront repeats the graceful curves of 
the swans’ necks, while the vertical foliage 
anchors the scene. The overall triangular 
movement is repeated in the shapes of 
the mountains. Rather than painting to 
achieve pure realistic representation, 
Alice consciously adjusted the shapes and 
composition to find the balance between 
stability and frenzy.

The subject matter, medium and style of 
Alice’s paintings could have resulted in a lot 
of “pretty pictures”, but the liveliness of her 
brushstrokes and solid understanding of the 
principles of design, in conjunction with her 
flair for expressing the joy of life, made her 
works more than that. Occasionally, a spirit 
of playfulness crept in, such as her painting 
of a pig accepted in the Iowa PIGasso Show. 
The pink sow had an udder like a cow’s!

Sarah is especially fond of the story involving volunteer work her mother took part in 
during World War II.  Alice apparently spent time at Union Station in Chicago sketching 
portraits of soldiers departing on the trains for military bases.  As Sarah tells it, “I imagined 
this attractive, friendly young woman sitting on her stool with a sketch pad or easel.  A young 
soldier would stop and she would engage him in conversation immediately making him 
feel at ease forgetting, for a few moments, the journey that lay ahead.  She would sketch his 
portrait and when finished, the soldier would disappear in the masses heading for the trains.  
The finished portrait was sent to his mother, wife, lover, or whoever.”

Alice Bowers brightened the worlds of all who knew her. She was compassionate and she 
was passionate. She led an exceptionally full and active life. With characteristic humor in her 
last days, she was fond of reminding her family, “It is better to wear out than rust out.”
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A flair for expressing the joy of life
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I f you think the internet is strictly for geeks who aimlessly surf the social
 network, you are wrong.  It’s also a place where people of all ages can 

seriously connect to any subject they are interested in.  Occasionally, a 
special group comes together on the internet to celebrate memories of a 
certain history.  This has happened for the community of Keokuk, Iowa.

In 2009, KHS graduate Nicholas Sestito created a Facebook page 
called RAISED ON THE URBAN STREETS OF KEOKUK IA.  It 
started as a few folks talking about life in the ol’ town.  Quickly, photos 
and comments were added.  Keokuk friends asked other Keokuk friends 
to join.  With hundreds of new members, URBAN STREETS took off 
into an historical reminisce of memories, pictures and discussion.  Soon 
a core group of Keokuk historians got together and helped organize the 
site.  What they created is the most comprehensive pictorial history of 
Keokuk ever collected.

 RAISED ON THE URBAN STREETS OF KEOKUK IA, 
with 1500+ members, includes 3000+ photos of Keokuk and the 
surrounding area with knowledgeable member commentary 
throughout.  Most photos are from private collections and never 
before seen, with new pictures being added every week.  Using the written 
works of previous Keokuk historians Garrison, Wolf, Williams and 
others, all subjects are covered from the 1840s to 2010, from the dam to bridges, schools to 
churches, Reid’s Addition to Rand Park, baseball fields to street fairs, cornstarch to current 
events.  URBAN STEETS members, with their collection of memories and photos, have 
documented and discussed Keokuk from one end to the other.  There’s even an index to 
help you find specific photos.

When Facebook users find URBAN STREETS they rave:
“I discovered this group on facebook and spent the last two hours totally engrossed in the 

fascinating pictures and historical descriptions you’ve shared. Only made it through the first 200 so 
far but I intend to view every last one!”

“I love this site.  It makes me want to make a visit back to good ol’ Keokuk.  I only have fond 
memories of cruising Main Street and the street fair.  They were very simple times. For all those that 
give their time to this, thank you.”

Do you remember the Keokuk address of the house 
you lived or grew up in?   Look it up on the URBAN 
STREETS index.  You just might see a recent picture of 
the old homestead with historical info included.  What 
schools did you go to?  Find them here—and maybe a class 
picture of you!  Through member photos and research they 
discovered and documented the old wine cellars for the White 
Elk vineyards out on Middle Road, determined that Rand 
Park’s lower lake was located near the tennis courts, and 
confirmed the fact that there really were buffalo at the Rand 
Park Zoo.  URBAN STREETS invites you to “…ask any 
Keokuk question you want. More than likely you’ll get a very 
informative reply.”

That’s not all.  URBAN STREETS has links to 
other Keokuk Facebook sites.  Jefferson, Garfield and 
Washington elementary schools are here, plus “Save the 
Arches,” the Keokuk Public Library, Stan’s Pastries, Courtyard Books and many more.  Roam 
around a bit, visit some of your favorite Keokuk sites, and chat with an old friend or two.

It’s all free.  Join Facebook, search for this site and meet your friends, old and new, that 
were RAISED ON THE URBAN STREETS OF KEOKUK IA.  As Nick Sestito says, 
“If you were born here or not isn’t the question. But if you spent a huge part of your life in 
Keokuk, then come through.”

3000+ Photos of Keokuk
 by Tim Isenmann

Continued on Page 5

The CHIEF MOTEL at 
2701 Main Street has served 
Keokuk for well over 4 decades.  
The Chief would wave his arm 
for travelers to enter.  In its 
earlier days it was a ‘campy’ 
experience with its 
Native American motif.

“Using a 1916 map of 
Keokuk and Google maps, 
this composite (above) shows 
some of the changes on the 
south side in the last century.  
South 7th St was called Reid 
St. and ended at K St..  Bluff 
Park was Reid Park; Rees 
Park wouldn’t be built for a 
few more years.  Tabor Lumber 
Company, one of Keokuk’s long 
time industries, had its main 
facilities along the river front.

http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=2405659946&ref=ts


 Tim Isenmann is happily associated with the following Keokuk historians and 
administrators of RAISED ON THE URBAN STREETS OF KEOKUK IA:

   Damon Cackley 

  Sara Humphrey

  Neoma Hendricksmeyer

  Sally Youngquist

  Joyce Joy

  John Cameron

   Dale A. Fox

  Nicholas L. Sestito
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This composite photo (at right) shows the building 
located at 926 Main Street, Keokuk. It was built by 
the City of Keokuk for Rolla Fire Company No. 2 in 
1867. The all volunteer fire company was organized 
on July 19, 1860. The city took over control of the fire 
department in 1878. The left photo shows the building 
circa 1915, when the Keokuk Fire Department utilized 
the building to house Hose Reel No. 2. The hose reel is 
shown on the right. In the center is the Fire Chief, John 
Anderson (in his buggy), and on the left is Chemical 
No.1. Tom Grogan is shown driving Chemical No. 
1. He died in the line of duty on October 24, 1932 
as a result of injuries sustained fighting a fire at the 
National Carbide Company. The right photo shows the 
building present day, occupied by Great River Gallery. 
Great River Gallery is owned and operated by Angela 
Edwardson and has been open for business since August of 2000.   (Information courtesy of Damon Cackley)

URBAN STREETS has several school photos 
spanning many decades—with more being posted 
all the time.  This photo prompted several lovely 
tributes from classmates for Connie Johnson 
(last row, far right) who recently passed away.

This old landmark (lower right) sat on River Road for many years.  An URBAN STREET user 
commented that “Red” and Mary Ericksen lived there for quite a while when they ran the Grand 
Lunch.  So the conversation instantly turned to chili, 
tenderloins and cheeseburgers.  You never know what 
will come up on URBAN STREETS!

http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100000885304248
http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=612767479
http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100000175663047
http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100000152025861
http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=506341615
http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=1461186269
http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100001145072470
http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=1213095997
http://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=695560733
http://www.facebook.com/group.php?gid=2405659946&ref=ts
http://www.FCB-Keokuk.com
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The weather for Keokuk’s first “Wine over Water” festivities could not be much improved 
upon.  It took place on Saturday, September 18th, a time of year when a bit of weather 

uncertainty is to be expected, but the threatened rain held off until well after the 250 or so 
participants had left the observation deck on Keokuk’s old bridge, a fine place to sample the 
fifty different wines and twelve different beers that were available from seven area wineries 
and two microbreweries.  There was also a variety of cheeses from two local factories as well 
as chocolates and baked goods, all produced in our area and available for sampling.

More substantial fare could be had from the booths set up by two area restaurants—and 
if you wanted a memento beyond a few bottles of wine or the souvenir wine glass given 
to every participant, well, you could stop by the booths operated by the Keokuk Art 
Center and Keokuk’s Cultural & Entertainment 
District.  Or you could listen to the remarkable, 
gifted Jesse Mazzaccoli play his guitar —his music 
a perfect complement to the wine available for 
sampling, just as John Keats, hearing the song of 
the nightingale, wished for just the right wine:

O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been
  Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth,
Tasting of Flora and the country green,
  Dance, and Provencal song, and sunburnt mirth!
O for a beaker full of the warm South,
  Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene,
     With beaded bubbles winking at the brim,
       And purple-stained mouth;
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen,
  And with thee fade away into the forest dim…

Today there are more than 85 wineries in Iowa, a 
number that will probably exceed 100 in the coming 
year.  At present, there is no winery located within 
the city limits of Keokuk, but back in the nineteenth 
century Keokuk was the location of the White Elk Vineyard, one of the earliest and best 
known of Iowa’s wineries. 

*  *  *     *  *  *     *  *  *

It was in 1841 that the attorney Hiram Barney made the first of several trips to Keokuk, 
Iowa.  The basic reason for his visit 
was to represent the interests of 
clients who had invested or who 
wished to invest in land within the 
Half-Breed Tract, but he had also 
come to acquire for himself the 
land that would become the White 
Elk Vineyard.  He was looking here 
for land for a vineyard because 
he was convinced that this part of 
the valley of the Mississippi River 
was capable of being a great wine 
producing region.   He may have 
reached this conclusion through 
conversations or an exchange of 
letters with David W. Kilbourne, 
a friend of his from college who, 

Wine in Keokuk —Now and Then
 by Tom Gardner

Continued on Page 7

Main Street Keokuk, Inc.’s Wine Over Water event being enjoyed 
by many last September.
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along with Isaac Galland, had platted the town of Keokuk just a few years earlier. 
The acquisition of land in the Half-Breed Tract was a highly speculative venture in the 

early 1840s.  This tract of land, 119,000 acres in the southeastern corner of the Territory 
of Iowa, had been originally reserved for the children of white men and Native American 
women, one of those good ideas that turns out to be a very bad idea in practice.  Eastern 
opportunists sought to buy this land for the smallest fraction of its value from individuals 
who had no real concept of land as something one person might own.  Often the sellers 
of the land had neither title nor legitimate claim to what they were selling—and had no 

qualms about selling again and again what strangers 
seemed so eager to buy.  This situation was further 
complicated by settlers or squatters who believed that 
their “sweat equity,” perhaps combined with a dubious 
title, should be decisive in any subsequent question of 
ownership.

The big player in all this controversy, the one with 
the money to pay for attorneys like Hiram Barney or 
Francis Scott Key, was the New York Land Company.  
Needless to say, its agents in the Iowa Territory 

included Isaac Campbell and David W. Kilbourne.  When the territorial legislature passed 
a law that permitted the settlers to occupy the land they claimed until all legal issues had 
been settled, the New York Land Company responded by getting the district court to grant 
a consent decree that divided the land among 101 owners.  No doubt Barney believed that 
this decree, issued May 8, 1841, would prove to be decisive, and that’s what brought him to 
Keokuk the following October, ready to invest on his own account.

However, Barney, who was to become famous as a political operative 
as well as an attorney, wished to strengthen his title to the land he was 
acquiring by being adopted into the united Sac and Fox tribes.  He 
concluded that this might be accomplished by a visit to Chief Keokuk, 
who was then living near what is today Agency, Iowa, and was then the 
location of the Indian agent for the united tribes.

Back then, the 130+ mile trip to Keokuk’s encampment and back 
would have been a substantial journey.  Barney’s party would have 
traveled across open prairie and dubious roads, most likely following 
the Des Moines River most of the way.  When they reached the 
encampment, Keokuk and the lesser chiefs received them with great 
ceremony and the kind of princely hospitality that requires a visit 
stretching across several days.  At some point during this visit Barney 
would have made his request, which Keokuk apparently needed some 
time to consider.  When Barney and his party were preparing to leave, 
Keokuk was unavailable.  However, they had gone no more than a mile 
when Na-She-Kus-Kuk, one of those lesser chiefs, along with fifty 
mounted warriors, caught up with them.  Na-She-Kus-Kuk announced 
that he had been sent by Keokuk to perform the ceremony of tribal 
adoption.  Hiram Barney responded by saying how gratified he was by 
this great honor, whereupon Na-She-Kus-Kuk raised his arms and said 
“Wa-Be-Me-Shi-Wa,” Barney’s tribal name, which translates as “White 
Elk.”  It was for this reason that Barney chose to name his vineyard the 
White Elk Vineyard.

Unfortunately, very little more was done to advance Hiram Barney’s 
plans for a vineyard until the late 1860s, over twenty-five years later.  
The next dozen or so years were filled with conflict that pitted the 
decree men, mostly living in southeastern Iowa’s fast growing towns, 
against the anti-decree settlers who lived out on the farms they were 
continuing to develop.  On numerous occasions men from these 
two sides formed up into “vigilante committees” that met in armed 

confrontations.  Indeed, as the historian Timothy Mahoney notes, “so deep did the rift 
between Keokuk and its hinterland become that crossing out into the tract, the county, or 
even farther into the ‘hairy nation’ of Davis County became, for townsmen, a dramatic act 
fraught with political significance.”

In 1851, Hiram Barney’s older brother, Dr. Lowery Barney, 
treated Major Thomas J. Jackson.  Jackson, who was from 
what is now West Virginia, fought for the Confederacy, 
acquiring the nickname “Stonewall” at the First Battle of 
Bull Run.

Continued from Page 6

Continued on Page 8

Hiram Barney at the time he was 
Collector for the Port of New York.
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During that next dozen or so years Hiram Barney typically could be found safely back in 
New York City, raising a family and developing his law practice.  He and his first wife Susan 
were to have six children together—and during these years he was also to become a person 
of wealth and influence.  In politics, he was firmly committed to the abolition of slavery, 
being nominated for a seat in Congress by the Anti-Slavery Party in 1840, and served as a 
presidential elector for the Free Soil Party in 1848.  In 1856 he was a delegate to the first 
Republican National Convention, supporting Charles Sumner rather than the eventual 
nominee, John C. Fremont.  By 1860 he was a supporter of 
Salmon P. Chase, though he was clearly also impressed by 
Abraham Lincoln.

Lincoln and Barney first met when Lincoln came to New 
York to give his famous Cooper Union speech, the speech 
that resulted in him being perceived as a candidate of national 
stature.  Indeed, right after this speech it was Hiram Barney 
and Charles C. Nott who took Lincoln out to dinner at the 
Athenaeum Club on Fifth Avenue.  Three months later, at the 
Republican National Convention in Chicago, Barney switched 
his support from Chase to Lincoln just as soon as it was clear that Chase would not get the 
nomination.  In the months that followed, he raised $35,000 for Lincoln’s campaign.

In December of 1860 Lincoln told Thurlow Weed, the political boss of New York City, 
that he had decided to appoint Barney to the position of Collector of Customs for the 
Port of New York.  Weed said he didn’t know Barney that well but indicated his acceptance 
of this decision.  How could he do otherwise?  Weed had been a supporter of New York’s 
William H. Seward at the convention until he too, no longer had a chance at winning.  Both 
Chase of Ohio and Seward of New York were rivals of each other even more than they were 
of Lincoln, and Lincoln appointed both to his cabinet, Chase becoming Secretary of the 
Treasury and Seward becoming Secretary of State.

This meant that Barney had enemies all around him and had been appointed to a 
position that had more opportunities for corruption than any other in the United States.  He 
was directly supervising 580 employees with a payroll of $715,995.  More significantly, he 
was supervising five-sixths of the foreign commerce of the United States.  One of the great 
scandals during his time in office concerned one of his deputies, Henry B. Stanton.  In 1863, 
Stanton (whose wife was the much better known feminist Elizabeth Cady Stanton) was 
accused of accepting bribes to cancel bonds that were securities against an illicit shipment of 
goods. In fact, the person who had done this was apparently the Stantons’ oldest son, Neil.  
The father denied any personal wrongdoing, 
but later that same year he either resigned or 
was fired.

Hiram Barney’s political influence continued 
to grow as the Port of New York’s Collector of 
Customs.  He was, for instance, in Washington 
on September 5, 1862, and met with Lincoln 
at the Navy Department.  According to a story 
Barney didn’t tell until some fifteen years later, 
Lincoln took from his pocket a document written 
in his own hand.  It was an early draft of the 
Emancipation Proclamation.  He read it to 
Barney, and they discussed it.  Lincoln adopted 
a change Barney suggested.  A preliminary 
version was issued on September 22nd, some 
two and a half weeks later.

Of course, the New York Custom House 
was a huge source of revenue for the federal 
government and a regular hotbed of corruption 
at this time.  Hiram Barney was undoubtedly 
guilty of some practices that today would be considered corrupt, but there were also many 
false accusations made against him.  He continued to enjoy the support of Salmon P. Chase, 
but then he had lent Chase $5000.  Would Chase have felt free to do otherwise?  Furthermore, 
both Lincoln and Chase wanted to be the Republican candidate for President in 1864, and 

Hiram Barney’s father-in-law (by his first wife) was Lewis Tappan, 
a prominent American abolitionist, notable for his role in 
the Amistad case before the Supreme Court (1840-1841). He 
also created the first viable credit rating agency in the United 
States, which later became part of Dun & Bradstreet.

STRENGTH
You Can Bank On!!

Since 1868
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both expected his loyalty.  Finally, in 1864, after Chase himself had resigned his position as 
Secretary of the Treasury, Barney was asked to resign.  Lincoln had to win New York if he 

were to be re-elected, and he could not do this unless Barney left.  He did so, 
returning to the practice of law and remaining loyal to Salmon P. Chase 
until the latter man’s death in 1873.  Chase, of course, ran against Lincoln 
for the 1864 nomination and lost, but then in December, less than two 
months after the general election, Lincoln nominated him to be Chief 
Justice of the Supreme Court, the position Chase held the rest of his life.

Needless, to say, Hiram Barney had not much of an opportunity to think 
about the land he owned just outside of Keokuk, Iowa, until the war ended 
and he needed to help his son, Lewis T. Barney, find suitable employment.

 Hiram Barney’s son Lewis began his Civil War service while a private in 
the 7th New York State Militia regiment, but was soon commissioned a first 
lieutenant in the 68th New York Volunteer Infantry. After a time with his unit 
he was made part of the staff of Brigadier General Rufus Saxtion, serving 
as an assistant adjutant general.  He was given two opportunities to lead 
regiments, being named colonel of the 180th New York Volunteer Infantry.  
On March 13, 1865, he was brevetted both brigadier general and major 
general of U.S. volunteers for “gallant and meritorious services during the 
war.”  This was less than a week before his twenty-first birthday, and he had 
become the youngest brevet brigadier general in the Union Army.

Being brevetted to a rank this late in the war was largely a mechanism 
for recognition, not the basis for a military career.  Besides, the younger 
Barney had been injured in combat, the lasting injury being complete 
deafness in one ear and significant deafness in the other.  Hiram Barney 

recalled his dream of a vineyard just a couple of miles upriver from Keokuk and sent his son 
to Keokuk to develop and manage the White Elk Vineyard.  Lewis T. Barney first shows up in 
city directories in the late 1860s, his occupation listed as “Major General.”  Within a couple 
of years, though, this changes to “Manager, White Elk Vineyard.”  His residence was given as 
630 Grand Avenue, the house having just been built and still owned by his father.

Within ten years, the 
White Elk Vineyard was 
producing from 15,000 
to 30,000 gallons per year 
and winning prizes at 
agricultural exhibitions.  Its 
wines were being sold as 
far south as New Orleans 
and as far west as Denver.  
However, Hiram Barney 
was approaching seventy 
and foresaw the need to 
incorporate the White Elk 
Vineyard.  He did this, 
naming the following 
officers:  The Honorable 
John H. Craig, president; 
General Lewis T. Barney, 
vice president; and the 
Honorable Edward Jaeger, 
secretary and treasurer.  The 
corporation’s additional 
directors were listed as Mr. 
Hambden Buel and the 
Honorable Hiram Barney. 

Hiram Barney’s first wife Susan had passed away by this time, though exactly when 
and how is uncertain.  She was the daughter of the abolitionist Louis Tappan.  In 1864 he 
wrote a letter to a friend in England in which he reported that she had been confined to the 
Philadelphia Insane Asylum some six months earlier.
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Stock certificate for the White Elk Vineyard dated March, 1880

Lewis T. Barney as an officer 
during the Civil War.



By the late 1870s Barney decided to remarry.  He 
began courting Harriet Kilbourne, the granddaughter 
of his old friend David W. Kilbourne.  When they 
married in August of 1880, he was sixty-nine and she 
was twenty-two, truly a May-December wedding.  (But 
this was not the only May-December marriage in the 
Kilbourne family.  In 1891, Harriet’s sister Georgia 
married General John Schofield.  She was in her mid-
twenties, while he was in his early sixties.)  By all 
accounts, this second marriage was quite successful.  In 
addition to the six children that Hiram Barney had with 
his first wife, Susan, he had two with Harriet.  He died 
at Spuyten Duyvil, a neighborhood in New York City, on 
May 18, 1895, at the age of 84.

 It is hard to say exactly when Lewis T. Barney stopped managing—or owning—the 
White Elk Vineyard.  We do know that he was living in Los Angeles, California, with his wife 
Mary in the early years of the twentieth century.  He died there on December 19, 1904.  He 
had been walking down a street, reading a newspaper.  Because of his deafness, he did not 
hear the horse and wagon that ran him down.

The last owner or operator 
of the White Elk Vineyard before 
it finally closed down about ten 
years after Lewis T. Barney’s 
death was Chester P. Cory, 
who purchased it in 1903.  He 
was a teetotaler who produced 
grape juice, not wine, though he 
apparently sold juice to a local 
patent medicine firm that made 
an “elixir of life” with it.  We all 
owe a real debt of gratitude to 
Corey, too, because he is said 
to have refused to sell any of 
his land to the firm building the 
dam at Keokuk until it agreed 
to rebuild the river road from 
Keokuk to Montrose above the 
dam’s reservoir.

Ruins of the 
White Elk Vineyard 
as it appears today

Continued from Page 9
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Preamble to the Great Adventure

This is the first of a series of articles that will appear in the Gate City over the next three 
years, culminating in June, 2013, to tell the story of  an amazing event in the history of 

not only the tri-state area, but of the world—the building of our very own dam and 
powerhouse.  Because it has always been here,  nobody remembers what life was like before 
the dam was built.  Indeed, probably nothing in history has changed everyday life in our 
area as much as it has.

These articles will give a history of the Mississippi River, starting from a few million 
years ago, when it flowed west of where Keokuk is now located, up to the beginning of the 
twentieth century.  We will tell of the survey by Army Lt. Robert E. Lee, from 1835 to 1837, 
that originally defined the future eastern boundary of southeast Iowa prior to the territory’s 
being opened for settlement.  This will be followed by the story of the canal that was built 
thirty years later to overcome the obstructions to navigation on the Mississippi River 
resulting from the Des Moines Rapids, which was located between and north of Keokuk 
and Hamilton.

Keokuk’s early development before the completion of the canal was as a commercial 
and railroad hub.  Because packet boats could not reliably transport cargo north of Keokuk, 
Keokuk became a railroad center to move the goods, offloaded here, north and west to the 

westward-moving front of settlement and civilization.  Eventually, 
five major railroads either originated here or started major 
branch routes out of here to fill this need.  With this readily-
available market open to Keokuk, many businesses were created 
to distribute consumer goods to feed this market.  With such a 
large market at their doorstep, over the next forty years of the 
nineteenth century, Keokuk businessmen opened wholesale 
grocers and patent medicine manufacturers as well as furniture 
and stove manufacturers, a pork packing plant, lumber mills, the 
Huiskamp Bros. shoe factory and Irwin-Phillips, manufacturer 
and distributor of what later became known as Big Dam Pants.  
All of these businesses were created before the advent of reliable, 
commercially-available electric power.

Until about 1890, electricity did not exist outside of large 
urban areas.  At the time, Keokuk was at its first prime as an 
important commercial center in the Midwest. The local fathers 
of business and industry, aware of the developments going on in 
Europe and  the eastern United States, wanted to bring electrical 
generation to the tri-state area so that they could expand into 
large-scale manufacturing and bring to the communities all the 
modern opportunities of the “Age of Electricity” as envisioned by 
the press of the day.

Fortunately for us, these businessmen were mostly self-
made entrepreneurs who believed that if they could conceive 
of something, surely they could find a way to do it.  Their 
idea started grand enough and over a period of years grew 
to something that became the largest, privately-financed 
construction project in the history of the modern world up to 
that time.   Only the Panama Canal, which was finished 13 and a 
half months later (and was financed by the US government), was 

larger.  However, the Panama Canal was not the technological wonder that the envisioned 
water power project between Keokuk, IA and Hamilton, IL proved to be.  Luckily, 
the group of Hamilton and Keokuk businessmen did not include any engineers, since 
engineers probably would have believed it to be technologically impossible and  
unsupportable from a financial point of view. 11

The Des Moines Rapids
 by Jack Smith and Ed Keidaisch

Continued on Page 12
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The story that will unfold over the next 36 months will attempt to bring into focus, for 
the first time since its completion, the incredible “miracle on the Mississippi”  that took place 
over a period of about fifteen years from 1898 to 1913.

By early 1910, the project had been discussed off and on for over ten years, but nothing 
had actually been done other than to draw up plans.  Indeed, the scope of the project was not 
finalized until months before the start of construction.  It was considered 
so important by the engineering world of the day that two of our oldest 
and most-respected science/technology magazines, Scientific American 
and Popular Science, devoted monthly sections to progress stories for the 
entire time of its construction.  Indeed, this project was one of the first 
uses of a large public-relations department simply to promote the actual 
construction and  the cornucopia of wondrous economic developments 
that the dam could offer to the entire center of the country.  The primary 
target of this PR machine was a circle that extended to Minneapolis, 
Milwaukee, Chicago, Indianapolis, Memphis, Kansas City, and Omaha.  
The contractor employed a staff of writers and the finest photographer 
in this region.  Besides regular press releases, they published quarterly 
construction progress reports during the actual construction.  These 
bulletins were an absolutely-no-holds-barred effort at economic 
development and were mailed to developers and industrialists all over 
the country, but particularly the Midwest.  Their production values 
were of the absolute highest available at the time.  Each report’s cover 
was devoted to a piece of original artwork, in full  color—a real rarity at 
the time.  The 32-page reports were printed on the finest, heavy, glossy 
paper and included not only text but dozens of the photographs that 
were taken constantly throughout the duration of the project.  Besides the 
reports, other original works of art were commissioned for color inserts 
in national magazines and newspapers, promoting the wonders to be 
available at the confluence of the Des Moines and Mississippi Rivers.

It is one of the many lasting legacies of this project that we still have 
more than a thousand large prints of these pictures, each numbered, 
dated, and the subject matter identified.  There may be no construction 
project before or since recorded in such painstaking detail.

Besides the articles about the geological history of the Keokuk region, 
the survey of the rapids, and the old canal, future articles will tell of the 
“founding fathers” original dream and their formation of a self-financed, 
local committee that successfully wrote, and lobbied Congress to pass, 
legislation to permit the damming of an important federal waterway for private development.  
We will also address many of the forgotten but important tasks that went into the year 1910 to 
prepare for the technological masterpiece that rose from the limestone bed of the Mississippi 
River between Keokuk, IA, and Hamilton, IL.  As we share all of this, we will attempt to impart 
an understanding of the gulf between what was known to be possible in 1910 and what had to 
be accomplished by June, 1913.

One of the most-amazing accomplishments of this project was the fact that it was 
completed on time, came in under budget, and met all production guarantees within the 
first twelve years of operation.  (The only reasons all production guarantees were not met 
immediately are 1. Electrical demand had to be constructed to use all the power and 2. 
Because this is a “run of river” hydroelectric plant, it cannot generate power if there is 
not enough rain.)  For these same reasons, the plant has continued to set new production 
records over the years as rainfall has aligned with demand, without any important 
modifications to its original design.

Another staggering accomplishment, and one that almost seems impossible today, is 
that the entire actual construction time was less than 30 months.  The “new” Keokuk lock 
that was constructed in the mid-1950’s took over three years.  The most-recent Corps of 
Engineers lock and dam projects have each taken approximately ten years to construct and 
are not such large projects.  How can it be that what “can’t be done today” with modern 
technology was done a hundred years “before mechanization”?  Part of the answer is that it 
wasn’t “before mechanization”—but just barely. 12
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The project was completed in such an unbelievable time and under budget because of, 
in large part, two major strategies.  Hugh L. Cooper, the entrepreneur/engineer who took 
the contract to build the project, developed entirely new project organization strategies and 
literally invented, designed and built several very-special, huge, material-handling cranes 

to speed productivity. In addition, 
he employed as much (1910) state-
of-the-art mechanization as possible.  
Later, he literally wrote the first 
important book on construction project 
management, based on what he learned 
and accomplished here.  This is but 
part of the reason he is one of the early 
engineers to be honored with induction 
into the Civil Engineering Hall of Fame.

Those of us preparing these articles 
are researching as much original 
documentation as we can find, and 
we encourage readers that may have 
old letters, photographs or family 
lore about the project to share their 
treasures with us.  All we want are 
copies.  We have been researching 
the  special collections libraries at the 
University of Iowa in Iowa City, and 
at Western Illinois University, where 
John Halwas, who wrote “Keokuk and 
the Great Dam,” filed all his research 
materials.  We are also scouring the 
city libraries in Keokuk, Hamilton and 
Carthage, the files of the Lee County 
Iowa Historical Society and Ameren 
UE, and the personal collections of 
former Ameren UE employees.

When this remembrance project is complete we hope to have an electronic, publicly-
accessible database that contains copies of all data we have found.  This should help in the 
furthering of research by anyone that is interested in this vastly underrated turning point in 
America’s economic/technological development.

The Geology

As we begin our journey through the years of the development and construction of the 
 Keokuk-Hamilton dam and powerhouse, albeit 100 years after the fact, we can probably 

agree that the saga ends around June 10, 1913, when the first river vessels passed through 
the new locks.  But, when did our story begin?  Some might say it was in 1910 when the 
construction work started.  Others would pick September 15, 1905 when the engineer Hugh 
Cooper agreed to take on the project; or perhaps it was February 9, 1905 when the statute, 
which had been passed by the U.S. Congress, was signed by President Roosevelt approving 
the request for authority to build the dam; or maybe on April 27, 1900 when the Keokuk-
Hamilton Power Company was formed; or as far back as 1837 when Lt. Robert E. Lee 
surveyed the limestone chute that we now call the Des Moines rapids.  

Actually, it is our belief that it all started quite a long time before these events, somewhere 
around the beginning of the second ice age.  At that time in our history, the limestone gorge 
that separates what are now Keokuk and Hamilton was dry.  The Mississippi River ran along 
what is called the “Gordon Channel,” which was to the west of its present course.  Its path is 
shown on the Iowa Geological & Water Survey portion of the Iowa Department of 

This photo shows the Keokuk Dam Project well underway.  A large area of the 
Mississippi River is dewatered in the foreground.  Five cement mixers provide a focus of 
interest.  In the distance, the Iowa bluffs provide a familiar visual element it you can just 
figure out which house is which!

13
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Natural Resources website, which is shown at right (Fig. 1).   A cross-section of the bedrock 
showing the old course of the river and the current path was included in the 1883 volume 
of “Geology of Lee County.”  It shows the cross-section of bed 
rock (and fill) along a line from Sonora, IL, to Argyle, IA.  The 
original river bed was located in the wider, deeper channel just east 
of Argyle (Fig. 2).  The river, at that time, proceeded west just 
north of Montrose and flowed through this wide and deep channel 
in the area near Argyle and down toward St. Francisville.  The river 
then moved back toward the east to its present location. As glaciers 
spread ice and debris over the areas, which included Southeast 
Iowa and West Central Illinois, they deposited a substantial amount 
of matter in the original river bed.  As Frank Leverett, in his 
1898 article titled “The Lower Rapids of the Mississippi River,” put 
it, “There is little doubt, therefore, that during the deposition of this till, 
the Kewatin ice field was sufficiently extensive to force the Mississippi out of 
its pre-glacial channel, which passes west of the Lower Rapids.”  While it appears 
uncertain as to whether the river moved immediately into the area of the Des Moines 
Rapids, eventually it was forced into the channel.  

Glaciers have a central role in the dam’s existence because they were responsible for 
moving the Mississippi River from its original course to its current location thus causing 
it to flow down this gorge between rock cliffs and over a descending limestone ledge.  This 
limestone ledge formed the bottom of what was to become the new route of the Mississippi 
River.  It started just south of Montrose and declined steeply as it progressed to the South 
so that the water of the Mississippi, which ultimately passed over it, dropped some 24 feet 
in just the 11-mile distance from Galland to Keokuk.  This limestone chute became known 
as the Des Moines 
Rapids.  It was this 
unusual drop of 
the waters of the 
Mississippi as it passed 
over the Rapids that 
made the production of 
electric power possible.  
This great outcropping 
of limestone, which is located between Keokuk and Hamilton and to the North between 
Hancock County and Lee County, was as surely a natural resource as oil, coal, or natural gas.  
Like those, it could be the source of the generation of electric power once the mechanism was 
developed to capture it.  The difference between this natural resource and the others is that 
the electric power that it creates is clean, perpetual, and incredibly inexpensive.  According 
to the Federal Energy Regulatory Commision Form 1, filed under the name “Union Electric 
Company” for the year 2009, this natural resource generated approximately 949,900,000 
kilowatt hours of power in that year.  Its production expenses for that year totaled $4,899,092.  
So, the cost of production for each kilowatt hour was only $0.0052 (just over one-half of one 
cent).  So, one of the things that we will celebrate in June of 2013 will be the existence of this 
unusual rock formation that we call the Des Moines Rapids. 

The Obstruction

The Des Moines Rapids constituted a serious disruption to navigation up and down the 
Mississippi River through the 19th Century.  A letter to the Editor appearing in the Gate 

City observed that in 1850 a Swedish novelist, Fredrika Bremer, was taking a trip down the 
Mississippi from St. Paul.  On November 3, 1850 she reached the head of the Des Moines 
Rapids (just South of Montrose) whereupon she noted:

“We have lain still for several hours.  The river has here a dangerous, sharp, rocky  
bottom, and, as the water is low, the passage is dangerous.  They wait for the wind  14
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FIGURE 1.  This map is 
from the Natural Resources 
Georaphic Information 
System Library.  The lowest 
bedrock elevations are in 
southeast-most Iowa, in 
the Gordon Channel (an 
ancestral Mississippi River 
channel) where rock lies just 
400 feet above sea level.
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becoming perfectly still, that they may discern the places where the stream is rippled by  
the rocks.  It is already so calm that I can scarcely imagine how it can be calmer.  The  
Mississippi glances like a mirror in the sunshine, merely here and there furrowed by the  
stream.  It is now quite as warm as summer and I am patient at lying quiet in the heat and  
the strong sunshine.  The bed of the Mississippi has not been cleared, and it is a sign that  
the government of the United States has its deficiencies and its shallows, when they can  
tolerate such impediments on a great river where there is such constant traffic.  But it is  
not agreed as to whether the government or the people ought to do the work; therefore it  
remains undone to the great detriment of the traffic of the river.

We shall now proceed on our way, but by land, and not by water.  Our heavily laden  
vessel cannot pass the shallows. It must be unloaded here. The passengers must proceed 
by carriages about fifteen or sixteen miles along the Iowa shore to a little city where they 
may take a fresh steamer and where there are no longer any impediments in the river.”

The rapids resulted from a flat limestone shelf spanning the full width of the river.  It 
was crossed by four distinct “chains” which are areas where sharp rocks jutted through 
the surface of the river bottom.  Lt. Robert E. Lee’s Survey of the Des Moines Rapids, 
prepared in September of 1838, shows the areas of the “chains”.  (Sketch #1)  The most 
northerly was the “Upper Chain” which was just down river from Montrose.   Then 
came the “Lamallees Chain” which was in the vicinity of Galland.  The third was the 
“English Chain” in the neighborhood of Sandusky.  And, finally the “Lower Chain” which 
extended from just north of the present dam to about Price’s creek.  In 1837, Robert E. 
Lee, a West Point graduate, had been assigned to the Office of the Chief of Engineer in 
Washington.  He found Washington dull and requested a reassignment to an area where 
he would use his engineering training.  His commanding general assigned him and an 
assistant, 2nd Lieutenant Montgomery C. Meigs, to St. Louis, with a $40,000 appropriation 
to improve the navigation on the upper Mississippi, which included the elimination of 
the obstruction created by the Des Moines Rapids.  Twenty-seven years later Lee would 

be the Commanding General of the 
Confederate Army and Meigs would be 
Quartermaster General for the Union.  
It would be Montgomery Meigs who 
was the principal instigator in the 
effort to cause the War Department 
to designate the front yard of Lee’s 
family estate for a Union cemetery.  
That area is now the Arlington 
National Cemetery.  Still, back in 
1837, Lee and Meigs worked together 
to attempt to find a way to allow 
navigation to pass over the Des Moines 
Rapids.  According to Robert E. Lee’s 
calculations, the distance from the head 
to the foot of the rapids was 11.005 
miles and the entire fall of the river 
between these points was 24.015 feet 
(Sketch #2).  Lee and Meigs completed 

a survey of the rapids in 1838.  They recommended that a channel be excavated in the 
rock bottom of the rapids.  The estimated cost, according to Lee, would be $189,622.00.  
After some improvement work had been completed, in 1840, Congress discontinued the 
appropriations and the work stopped.  

After the Civil War, in 1866, Congress again took up the project of neutralizing the 
obstruction created by the Des Moines Rapids.  Lt. Colonel James H. Wilson was sent to find 
a solution.  He also conducted a survey of the rapids which included 40,000 soundings.  His 
recommendation was that a canal be constructed along the Iowa shore, a plan, incidentally, 
which had been suggested by a Keokuk resident and engineer, Samuel R. Curtis, back in 1848.  
It was Col Wilson’s plan that was pursued by congress beginning in 1866.

 © Keokuk Area Community Foundation, 2010 15
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Classes at Hy-Vee - 3111 Main Street, Keokuk, Iowa

Set aside the second Tuesday of each month for an evening at Keokuk’s HyVee as Liz Clark 
 gives you a very special 3-course dinner—complete with wines and an appetizer cheese 

& bread tasting. You’ll receive all the recipes plus a one-day only discount on the ingredients 
we use in class. All classes will begin at 4:30 pm and are limited to 12 participants. The cost 

is $25/person. To sign up please call Hy-Vee 319-524-9535 or stop by 
the Hy-Vee Courtesy Counter.

Banishing Winter Chills:  Tues., Jan. 11.  Chicken & Dumplings, 
Caesar Salad, and Poached Apples with Custard Sauce

Valentine Dinner:  Tues., Feb. 8.  Steak Diane, Spinach Salad, and 
Chocolate Mousse/Raspberries

Mardi Gras:  Tues., March 8.  Shrimp & Sausage Gumbo, Blue 
Cheese Cole Slaw, Bananas Foster and Bread Pudding with Caramel 
Sauce

Classes at 1460 Walnut Street, Hamilton, Illinois 
Winter Breads and Soups: Sat., Jan. 22, 9:30 am. $49.  Winter-warmers 
using ingredients that are easily kept on hand. Your pantry and freezer 
are your best friends on a cold day. Real Chicken Noodle Soup, Duck 
Soup/Barley & Dried Mushrooms, and Old Fashioned Beef/Vegetable 
Soup.  French Loaves, Burgundian Walnut Bread and Cheddar/Onion 
Loaves will come straight from the oven as accompaniments.

Cassoulet – De-Mystifying the Legend: Sun., Jan. 23, 1:30 pm. $49.  
One of France’s most mythical dishes, cassoulet is both affordable 
and doable. This hearty, soul-warming dish is easily put together and 
makes the backbone of a great dinner party. We’ll toss a crisp salad with 
home-made vinaigrette and make an Apple Gratin to accompany it. The 
perfect cold weather and do-ahead dinner.

Dried Pastas: Sat., Feb. 19, 9:30 am. $49.  Quick meals with shelf-
ready ingredients. Yes, the Italians do 
use factory pasta. Every shape has its 
purpose. Orecchiette with Cauliflower, 
Shells with Tuna & Chick Peas, Orzo 
with Scallops & Basil, Egg Noodles 
with Prosciutto, Mushrooms & 
Cream, and Rigatoni with Duck, 
Broccoli & Olives.

Spices – A Workshop: Sun., Feb. 20, 
1:30 pm. $49.  Looking at all of those 
canisters on your shelf that you only 
use at Thanksgiving? Either throw 
them out after six months or let Liz 
show you all the possibilities. Roast 
Chicken with Cinnamon/Green 
Peppercorns Rub, Real Homemade 
Chili/Ground Pork & Spices, Mustard 
Potato Salad, and Pears Poached in 
White Wine & Spices.

All New Cooking with Liz - Winter 2011 
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Anticipating Spring - Growing & Cooking With Herbs: Sat., March 19, 9:30 am. $49.  
An entire workshop full of fresh flavors, tips and recipes. From soup to sorbet, Liz will 
give you tips on growing, cooking with and preserving herbs. She’ll also send you home 
with seeds for some herbs you have never tried before. A Chance to taste freshness at 
its best.

Anticipating Spring – The First Vegetables, A Workshop:  Sun., March 20, 1:30 pm. 
$49.  Never planted broccoli rabe or arugula? Come find out how delicious, healthy and 
easy some of these strand sounding vegetables can be. Plus, you can grow them yourself. 
From spring to frost – supply yourself with Kale, Swiss Shard, Mustard and Beet Greens. 
Too good & too healthy to resist.

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

Continued from Page 16
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Pictured preparing pasta during one of last season’s classes are, from the left:  Liz 
Clark; Elysia McGill and Rachel Adams of Falls City, Nebraska; Janet Smith and 
Bob Woodburn of both Keokuk, Iowa and Boston, Massachusetts; and Ann Smith,
a resident of Salem, Nebraska.

“Life is a 
combination
of magic 
and pasta.”

Federico Fellini
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I t’s cold outside—bone-chilling cold.  You want to go 
home—really home. Remember sitting in front of the 

fire with a big bowl of popcorn, the smells emanating from 
the kitchen so comforting that they travel the years 
unchanged? Yes, Thomas Wolfe, you can go home 
again, and you can do it tonight. Simple, inexpensive 
ingredients, a big Dutch oven, and a minimum of 
culinary skills can transport you far more quickly than 
any airline ticket. Buy the best roasting or stewing 
chicken you can find, cut up some basic root vegetables 
and put the pot on to simmer. Make real popcorn with 
real butter; light the fire. Let the snow fall and the 
wind blow. You’re safely home.

Old-Fashioned Chicken and Dumplings
Poached Chicken

1 large (preferably free-range) chicken
4 carrots, peeled and cut into 3-inch julienne
3 ribs of celery cut into 3-inch julienne
2 large yellow onions, peeled and diced
3 bay leaves
6 sprigs parsley
12 whole black peppercorns
2 Tbsp. chopped fresh Thyme (1 Tbsp. dried)
Enough fresh or good quality canned chicken  
stock to cover  (about 3 quarts)

 
Remove neck and giblets from chicken cavity.  Reserve 
liver for another purpose.  Place neck, giblets, and all 
prepared vegetables on the bottom of a heavy cast 
iron enameled casserole.  (An oval Dutch oven just 
large enough to hold the chicken is ideal.)
 
Place the chicken atop the giblets and vegetables.  
Distribute the herbs and spices around the chicken.  
Pour the stock over the bird, making sure that it is 
basically covered. Place the lid on the casserole and 
bring the liquid to a boil.  Reduce heat to simmer, and 
cook for 1-1/2 hours.
 
Remove chicken and vegetables to a serving platter 
and keep warm.
        

Dumplings
(A slight variation on James Beard’s Classic Recipe)

2 cups unbleached flour
1 Tbsp. baking powder
1 tsp. salt
1/2 tsp. freshly ground black pepper
1/4 cup chopped parsley
2 eggs
2/3 cup milk

Put all dry ingredients in a bowl and mix vigorously 
with a whisk.  Add parsley and mix again.  Whisk in 
eggs and milk.
 
Make sure that the poaching stock is merely simmering.  
Drop the dumpling mixture by tablespoons into the 
stock.  Immediately cover the pan and do not remove 
the lid for at least 15 minutes. (The dumplings are 
best, and lightest, if the heat is turned off and they 
remain covered for another 15 minutes.) Remove the 
dumplings with a slotted spoon; add to the platter of 
chicken and vegetables.     
             (Serves 6)

©Elizabeth M. Clark 1991

At home cooking
 by Elizabeth Clark
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Janet Smith and Bob Woodburn hang 
their pasta creations up to dry.
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Street Fair Puzzle: 8¼  x 13”, 268 pieces
. $75 ,

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

Now available at
the Main Street Keokuk, Inc. office

and Courtyard Books

Proceeds benefit KCED  

Keokuk 
Heritage 
Puzzles

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

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

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

 manufactured by Liberty Puzzles

http://www.conncommunications.com


T               here is a sign up by where I work that reads “ROAD CLOSED.” On that sign someone 
has spray painted the word “not” between “ROAD” and CLOSED.” Every day I look at 

this sign and think about what a waste of canvas it is. I like graffiti because it’s not censored 
or commercialized. The rebel canvas interests me as well. Most of the time, however, graffiti 
is considered vandalism. So, to risk 
the legal consequences in order to say 
nothing of importance isn’t just wasteful, 
it’s stupid.

All around the world, from the Keokuk 
riverfront to Mumbai, India, graffiti is a 
preferred method of expression for the 
poor and the persecuted; it immortalizes 
the struggles of the common man and of 
the people’s artists.

If you want to know how a city and 
its underground really tick, then you 
should evaluate its graffiti. It is important 
to understand the subtle nuances of the 
social, political, personal, and cultural 
movements that occur with each new 
generation. Graffiti is frequently an 
illustration of these movements, not just 
the mindless mischief of feckless youth.

The word “graffiti” comes from the 
plural form of the Italian word graffito, 
which means “scratched.” It refers to the 
inscriptions found in the Catacombs of Rome and the ruins of Pompeii. It has been used for 
centuries as a valuable way for a less powerful group to communicate among themselves—
or to those who are in power. Often, this means a younger generation communicating with 
an older generation, seeking to inspire change and foreshadow social movement.

A city’s leadership is wise to channel this energy, to remember the close relationship 
between “community” and “communication.”  The St. Louis Graffiti wall is a mile long. 
Scrawled across it are murals, words, logos, and miscellaneous symbols. When you look at it, 
you get a sense of the nitty-gritty of St. Louis. However, since the year 2000, the campaign 
that brought the festival of artists to paint this wall has atrophied under new political figures 
and new political agendas. The people of St. Louis have had to carry on without this source 
of freshness and originality, without the voices of the dispossessed.  Think about how much 
the world has changed since 2000—and consider how important communication is for those 
who are receiving the message as well as for those who are sending it. 

In Mumbai, there are walls that say things like “I woke up this morning on the wrong side of 
capitalism.” With India’s current population and economic circumstance it is easy to see why it 
was painted and what it means. This graffiti may have been painted by just one artist, but it’s also 
quite possible that it was copied by several artists in several locations to be seen more effectively. 
In grassroots movements this is what might be labeled “a public awareness call.”

Anyone who can “read the writing on the wall” can see why graffiti is important. You 
can easily see why it is popular in grassroots movements as a form of communication. You 
might even come to see how it can beautify and rejuvenate a neighborhood.  But both sides 
do have obligations.  The kid with the can of spray paint needs to rise above mere vandalism.  
He or she needs to think clearly about the content and form of the message. Put big ideas on 
big canvases and, as with all things, do it with responsibility.
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The Rogue Canvas
 by Emily Seabold
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Editor’s  Note:  This piece is 
an edited version of Emily’s 
submission.  The Confluence 
in no way condones vandalism 
to public or private property, 
though there certainly can be 
artistic merit to some graffiti, 
and the possibility of providing 
a “graffiti wall” for artists 
and writers to use is worth 
discussing further.



I.

“The nurse left work at five o’clock,” were the last words to come from the radio before
 John Marcher reached out and punched the button that filled the car with the kind of 

silence that only a luxury automobile can provide when the two people in it are reluctant to 
talk.  Seated beside him, May Bartrum sighed her disappointment so softly she doubted John 
would hear.

In fact, John heard her plaintive sigh but chose not to acknowledge it.  “One mustn’t 
become unduly troubled by trivialities” he thought once more—by now such a frequent 
thought that one might say he had adopted it as his motto.  John possessed the certain 
conviction that life held out for him some great promise of a special destiny.  He had no idea 
what that special destiny was and often thought of it in a self-deprecating, almost cartoonish 
fashion, as if he were Calvin arriving home to find Hobbes, his own special tiger, lurking in 
his bedroom, poised and ready to spring.  Sometimes he even wondered whether his “special 
destiny” would prove to be a real tiger, symbolically speaking, or just whatever symbolic 
meaning could be derived from a stuffed animal.

May sighed because she could see in the progression of John’s thinking an ever more 
comprehensive alienation from the ordinary fabric of daily life.  When they began seeing 
each other she had expressed her willingness to “wait with him” and be a witness to his all-
consuming destiny, a willingness based on her conviction that she knew exactly what John’s 
special destiny was, and that with several modest improvements he, too, might come to see 
the world as she did.  Instead, with each passing day John seemed to be more self-absorbed, 
less able to understand those simple requirements that gave her life stability.

The radio offered one small illustration of John’s growing inability to accommodate 
her simplest needs.  Whenever May traveled by car, she wanted to listen to National 
Public Radio.  John did not.  He preferred silence—or worse.  There were those times May 
discovered the radio had been tuned to the darker recesses of the AM dial where crude men 
spoke in blunt, smug words and ready-made, jingoistic phrases of their desire to be rid of 
everything that did not mirror their own limited world view.  John wanted tigers, and NPR 
did not much satisfy this desire.  May could remember countless “driveway moments” 
cut back to mere seconds as John prematurely turned off the radio, then the car, and then 
proceeded on into the house, leaving May alone and dissatisfied.

Lately this had grown worse.  Just now, John had turned off the radio in mid-story 
even though they had miles of heavy traffic before they would reach their cross-town 
destination.  May sighed again, more deeply, a sigh John could not ignore.  Harsh words and 
recriminations followed, the heretofore pent-up emotions of irreconcilable differences.

Such a quarrel, you might think, could hardly preoccupy driver or passenger, but at stake 
was nothing less than one’s future and identity, concerns that permit little opportunity to 
contemplate what might be coming at one from the left or the right in the form of a vehicle 
whose driver thought his claim to the right of way preeminent.  The resulting accident had 
inevitability written all over it, like the words on a crime scene tape.  Their vehicle utterly 
destroyed, John and May survived only because an off-duty nurse arrived mere seconds after 
the collision.  A second accident, really, for this was the first time in a month that she had 
been able to leave work promptly at five o’clock.

II.

Some people swore that the house was haunted.  Though it had stood empty for over sixty
 years, they claimed to hear strange noises in several of its long disused rooms.  I knew 

better.  What old house doesn’t make strange noises?  And this one, well, I had been in it as 
a kid, over thirty years ago.  I was in high school then, and my visit was the result of a dare.  
Sure, I heard strange noises, but then I also saw the familiar critters that made them.
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Loquacious Losers
 byTom Gardner

Continued on Page 22



I thought I’d never need to go back to that house, the one that others called haunted, but 
several weeks ago I got tired of hearing that I should start dating again, so I asked the new 
social studies teacher at the high school out for dinner and a movie.  This was more difficult 
than you might think, even if you knew that I was a middle aged widower who had gotten 
used to working ten to twelve hours a day.  I own and operate the best restaurant, actually 
a café, in our small town, so this meant either taking Susan—the teacher—to my own place 
or taking her to another restaurant twenty miles away and then to a movie.  I opted for 
the twenty-mile drive to a nearby college town, which meant the movie turned out to be a 
surprise:  a horror film featuring the unquiet dead seeking a rather unappealing combination 
of sex and revenge.  

Both Susan and I were dissatisfied 
with the movie, but for different reasons.  
Susan said they got it all wrong, that 
she had been in several haunted houses, 
that she was what the popular media call 
a ghost hunter, that she belonged to a 
group of similarly inclined people, and 
that I would be welcome to join them as 
they tried to contact the ghosts haunting the very house I had last visited as a teenager.  My 
dissatisfaction was similar, but not something I thought it would be wise to share with Susan.

It’s not houses that are haunted—it’s people.  Shortly after my wife died, I began to hear 
her voice, late at night when the house was utterly quiet.  Usually her voice was reassuring.  
She rarely told me to do something, and when that happened it was just a reminder to do 
something like get the trash out or change the sheets.  Lately, though, she’s been saying that 
we both needed to move on.  In fact, she’s the one who told me to start dating again.

So, my second date with Susan was at that haunted house, with sandwiches I supplied 
from the café, not just for the two of us, but for three of Susan’s friends, too.  I thought that 
at least I’d have some time alone with her in a darkened room, but instead we each got our 
own room to watch and listen in.  Susan gave me a gift:  an inexpensive cell phone with 
some pre-paid minutes loaded in.  With my work and life, it was something I had thought 
I could live without, but we needed to communicate from room to room without shouting.  
Our phones were set to vibrate.

Within fifteen minutes I got restless sitting on the floor in that cold, dark room.  When 
I started to get up, though, I dropped the phone and it went skittering off into a floor grate 
and down into the house’s duct work.  I didn’t want to tell Susan I’d lost her gift, so I stepped 
down the hall to her room and told her I was driving over to a convenience store to use the 
rest room.  That’s where I bought another phone.  I thought I could use it to find the other 
phone by calling it. When I got back and tried out my plan, I found that the phone vibrating 
against the sheet metal of the duct work filled the whole house with this unworldly noise.  At 
the same time, my new friends found their ghost.

It turns out that ghost 
hunting has become quite 
popular.  Even though their 
rooms are often empty at 
night, the two motels in my 
little town are frequently 
full—and business at my café 
has never been better.  I told 
my wife about all this, and 
she just laughed and laughed.  
I’ve had to buy two more of 
those throw-away phones.  
For my town and for me, 
dropping that phone had a lot 
of unintended consequences.  
In fact, nothing was ever the 
same again after that.
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Continued from Page 21

It’s not houses that are haunted—
       it’s people.
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Fathering all the years
 by Rex Muston
                            All the years spill in toward the center,
flat on a bulletin board 
in a summer quiet classroom.

I look at it all,
stepping back with thumbtacks and reminiscence 
to focus on meaning from behind the lenses
on the days I captured the frozen smile,
the new child,
Mount Washburn, crayfish boils, 
a Grand Cayman sunset
the getting away
the coming together
and the things that continue to tug at my heart.

She will always be my little girl 
in ponies with shoes on the wrong feet,
He will always be my first born hero 
teaching me what defines a man and a father, 
And the trickster middle son
a humor gladiator in shin guards and Burger King crown.

There are candy wrapper moments,
old costumes and newborn cries,
hospital stays, hay fields, snowmen 
and stained glass silhouettes.

I can pivot in a swivel chair,
look at a back wall,
and see priceless,
see all the years.

Together
 by Michaela Wilson
                            

Many bridges and roads
We’ve crossed,

Coming together holds
A lot of love lost.

For the students and our community
As a leader and as a team

We represent many opportunities 
Nobody else can see.

Through thick and thin
We will stand proud
Determined to win 

We will not back down.
I’ve got you

And you’ve got me
Remember this my iJAG group

There is no “I” in team.
We shall work together

Build our bonds
Make our world better

And keep our students strong.
This team becomes a family

Leaving footprints
And touching hearts

We will hold our heads high
Even when

Good times fall apart.
Happiness and success

Is what we hope to achieve
As we strive to be the best
Together, we will believe.

Michaela is an 11th grader at Keokuk 
High School and a member of iJAG.  
Her poem Together recently won 

2nd place in the JAG
(Jobs for America’s Graduates) 

National 30th Anniversary 
Poetry Competition
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Yellowstone October
 by Rex Muston

Secure in a sleeping stillness,
the elks bugling comes in from a distance
eerie resonance punctuate the mist
hovering in reluctance over the cold water stream.

From night black punctured by stars
dark bleeds into a lighter hue of darker blue,
a dawn settled, unbroken till more resilient sunlight
brings late morning thaws,
the popping of kindled pine in restoked hearths.

A sliver of water runs from the sink spigot
in the quiet of a government trailer kitchen,
staining a rusty ring on the porcelain basin,
keeping the cracking freeze from nesting in hidden pipes
while the absent ranger takes advantage of new light.

Trickster coyote sheds lazy meandering scavenging
for greater daring, loping routes snake 
closer to shelters, and campsites
where grease drippings hang congealed
from wrought iron cooking grates
over dead fires of previous nights.

What few tourists remain within the boundaries
walk with a sense of muffled sanctification
tentative against winter’s numbing approach,
easier agendas and urban quirks
call a crisp cold reminder upon those without routine
to return to the familiar, less threatening,
less majestic than high country snows.

Ghostly sentinels, great bearded monoliths
step measured with a conservative edge
shrouded in the sulphuric steam of the Upper Basin
dark frontier principalities in heavy umber coats
sense the slowing that comes as necessity
with the still more frequent snows.

In late afternoon, as if remembering,
winter revives within a gentle gravity,
biting fingers and frosting expirations
as snowflakes tuck the landscape in,
the returning blue deepens fuller,
more formidable on the margin of night
welcomed by the chimney’s drifting scent of security,
controlled heat flickering within,
warming,
and the light begins to bleed into the night
from behind curtained panes
as if embered portals of a sleeping dragon,
tempered in timber and stone
secure and distant.

Nature’s Revenge 
 for Long Life
 by June Odell
 

Photo by Rex Muston



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

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

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

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

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

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

   KCED 
   329 Main Street
   Keokuk, IA 52632
 

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

Grand Ave.

Orleans Ave.
Franklin St.

Fulton St.
Morgan St.

High St.
Concert St.

Blondeau St.
Main Street

Johnson St.

10th Street

9th Street

8th Street

7th Street

6th Street

5th Street

4th Street

3rd Street

2nd Street

River City Mall

P

P

P

Lock & Dam 19
G

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

P

P

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

N

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

LEGEND

Historical/Cultural Asset

Restaurant

Cultural Facilities

Entertainment Facilities 

Parking

1

3

5

to Illinois  U.S. 136

2

4

6

7/8

9

P
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January
      5  • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
      6  • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
      7   • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     11  • Banishing Winter Chills, Liz Clark Cooking School, 4:30 pm, Keokuk Hy-Vee
     13  • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • “Inception,” Free Movie Night, 6:00 pm, Keokuk Library Round  Rm,
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation
     14   • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, 
   C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     15  • Bald Eagle Appreciation Days, 
   8:30 am - 4:30 pm at the Riverfront & 
    10 am - 5 pm at the River City Mall
  • Woodcarvers Show, 9 am - 5 pm, 
   Holiday Inn Express
     16  • Bald Eagle Appreciation Days, 
   8:30 am - 4:30 pm at the  Riverfront &  
   11 am - 4 pm at the River City Mall
  • Woodcarvers Show, 9 am - 5 pm, 
   Holiday Inn Express
     19   • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     20  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm  
     21  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     22  • Winter Breads & Soups, Liz Clark Cooking 
   School, 9:30 am, 1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL
     23  • Cassoulet: De-mystifying the Legend, Liz Clark
   Cooking School, 1:30 pm, 1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL  
     26   • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     27  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Public Library Round Rm 
     28  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
      29 • Dueling Pianos, doors open at 7:00, show at 8:00, Knights of Columbus Hall     

February
      2  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
      3  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm 
      4  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
      8  • Valentine Dinner, Liz Clark Cooking School, 4:30 pm, Keokuk Hy-Vee
      9  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     10  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, 
   Keokuk Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk
   Library Round Rm 
  • Free Movie Night, 6:00 pm, Keokuk Library
    Round Rm, sponsored by
   the KPL Foundation
     14  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, 
   C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     16  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, 
   Keokuk Library Round Rm
     17  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, 
   Keokuk Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk 
   Library Round Rm
  • Redhead Express, Keokuk Concert Assoc.,  7:30 pm,  Grand Theatre
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     18  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     19  • Dried Pastas, Liz Clark Cooking School, 9:30 pm,1460 Walnut St., 
   Hamilton, IL
     20  • Spices: A Workshop, Liz Clark Cooking School, 1:30 pm, 
   1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL     
     23  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     24  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     25  • “The Golden Boys”, Great River Players, 8:00 pm, Grand Theatre
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main
     26  • “The Golden Boys”, Great River Players, 8:00 pm, Grand Theatre
     27   • “The Golden Boys”, Great River Players, 2:00 pm, Grand Theatre    
     30  • Daily Gate City Bridal Fair, River City Mall
  

March
       2   • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
       3  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm  
       4  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
       8  • Mardi Gras Menu, Liz Clark Cooking School, 4:30 pm, Keokuk Hy-Vee
  • Wells Carey & George Washington 5th grade St. Patrick’s Program, 7:00 pm, 
   The Grand Theatre
       9  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     10  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm 
  • Free Movie Night, 6:00 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm, 
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation
  • Ilya Yakushev Pianist, Keokuk Concert Association, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
     11  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     13   • McNamara’s Band - St. Patrick’s Day Concert, TBD, The Grand Theatre
     15  • KHS Pops Concert, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
     16  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     17  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Room    
     18  • Fallon O’Connor Irish Dancers’ Extravaganza, 7:00 pm, Grand Theatre
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. 
   Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     19  • Growing and Cooking with Herbs, Liz Clark 
   Cooking School, 9:30 pm, 1460 Walnut St., 
   Hamilton, IL
     20  • The First Vegetables of Spring, Liz Clark Cooking  
   School, 1:30 pm, 1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL   
     23  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk 
   Library Round Room
     24  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk 
   Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library 
   Round Rm 
  • Keokuk High School Spring Play, 7:30 pm, 
   Grand Theatre
     25  • Keokuk High School Spring Play, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre 
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     30  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • Air Force Band Concert,  The Grand Theatre
     31  • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
   • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm 

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

Shoppers at last 
yeat’s Bridal Fair
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Ilya Yakushev,
pianist

The Fallon O’Connor
Irish Dancers
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