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Where the Arts, Culture & History flow together 

Both Emma Messer and 
Dayton Carroll were born 

and grew up in Keokuk, meeting 
each other and becoming friends 
while still in high school.  In high 
school both began to think that 
a career in the arts of one sort or 
another was what would make 
them happy and so began to look 
for colleges that would prepare 
them for careers that would offer 
them opportunities to be creative 
and artistic.  In coming to this 
conclusion both of them are still 
very grateful to Dave Wendt, 
who was for each of them a teacher, guidance counselor, mentor and friend.

After Dayton graduated from Keokuk High School he continued his 
education at the University of Northern Iowa, planning to major in theater 
arts.  While still in high school, Emma found in Erika Wolfe another mentor of 
great importance—and undoubtedly the one artist who has most influenced 
Emma as an artist.  She not only taught Emma to think of jewelry making as 
art, but also taught her to demand of herself the highest standard of work, with 
uncompromising attention to detail.  Emma thought that the university with 
a program in metalsmithing that would prepare her for her chosen career was 
Montana State University in Bozeman, Montana. 

Through the next couple of years Emma and Dayton remained good friends, 
but each of them separately reached the conclusion that the universities they 
were attending were no longer good matches for their artistic and career 
intentions.  For both of them there was a broadening in the scope of their desire 
to learn about the arts.  Dayton decided to transfer to University of Iowa where 
he focused on the fine arts, with course work in drawing, painting, etc.  He also 
became interested in the culinary arts.  He worked at Atlas, an Iowa City fine 
dining establishment.  He also worked for Bob Braverman at Friendly Farms, 
learning the value of fresh, local, high quality ingredients, as well as food 
preparation and presentation.

  Continued on Page 3
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Editor's Notes
Welcome to the first issue of our ninth year of the Confluence, an online 

publication of Keokuk's Cultural and Entertainment District.  When we first began 
to produce the Confluence, back in 2006, we had no idea that we'd be able to keep 
it going for as long as we have.  Indeed, more than once we'd finish an issue half 
wondering where we'd get what was needed to fill out the next issue.  Within the next 
month, though, we knew there would easily be enough new articles, stories, images 
and poems.  This is partly due to the fact that Keokuk not only has had a fascinating 
and diverse history, stretching back to well before Iowa became a state, but that it also 
is still today a place where imaginative, thoughtful people, artists, poets, writers and 
musicians, create works of lasting value for us to write about or include in issue after 
issue.  For this we are profoundly grateful to our many contributors and to you, our 
readers, the ultimate reason that we have a Confluence. 

Unfortunately, there have been a few things that slipped between the cracks of 
our nine-year history.  In 2006 we started as a print publication, switching in 2010 
to an online publication for financial reasons.  The Confluence has also undergone 
changes in personnel, with a new editor, publisher, designer and several new writers 
being added to the mix.  Someplace along the way, as all these changes came about, the 
electronic copies of most—if not all—of the early paper issues disappeared.  We have 
retained an incomplete run of these paper issues, and so badly need to borrow or have 
donated the following back issues:

Volume I, issues #1 & #2
Volume II, issue #3
Volume III, issue #4
Volume IV, issues  #3 & #4
Volume V, issue #4

If you can help with any one or several of these back issues, we would be most grateful.

On a different note, it turns out that the Keokuk Union Depot essay and coloring 
contests announced in our last issue simply couldn't be put together in time for their 
planned time slot.  We're hoping that it can be rescheduled for the start of the 2015-2016 
school year.

mailto:artworks1221@gmail.com
mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com
mailto:artworks1221@gmail.com
http://www.vigenmemorialhome.com


Meanwhile, Emma also transferred to the 
University of Iowa, where she began to study art 
more broadly, while still maintaining a primary 
interest in metalsmithing.  For her, the phrase 
“artistic vision” became not just how a person sees 
her latest art project, but a way of seeing the world, 
including its most mundane and practical objects.

Even as a clearer conception of their life goals 
caused both Emma and Dayton to transfer from 
the universities they had been attending to the 
University of Iowa, it also led them to see each 
other as more than the friends they had been.  
This friendship, which had been important to 
them since high school, deepened into love—and 
a desire to share their lives together.  They got 
married here in Keokuk in July of 2003, just prior 
to their senior year.

During their next year at Iowa, Emma and 
Dayton also shared a desire to see more of the 
world than Iowa, as well as a shared conviction 
that their lives, no matter where they lived, should 
be focused on creativity and art.  They decided 
to try living abroad—in Germany—and began 
preparing for this adventure by taking German 
together.  Their German language skills improved 
with a semester abroad and then they achieved 
fluency by continuing to live in Dusseldorf for a 
total of six years. 

While they were living in Dusseldorf, Dayton 
continued to learn about all aspects of food 
preparation and presentation, working for Jurgen 
Fehrenbach, Robert's Bistro (under Rolf Peters in the 
cold kitchen) and for Bos Food, which, with 150 employees is Germany's second largest 
food distributor, although still family owned.  Emma pursued her master's degree at the 
University of Applied Arts and Sciences, Dusseldorf, one of the finest schools of its type 
in the world.  She learned the value of the design process, with its extensive research, 
preparing prototypes, thorough documentation and meticulous attention to detail.
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Continued from Page 1

Dayton at work in Germany

Continued on Page 4
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Clockwise from near 
right, Dayton serves up 
a Derby Day lunch at 
the Lake Cooper Event 
Center; Urban Accessories 
from Emma's Master 
thesis include rain gear that unfolds from a backpack (models 
Lara Shamin and Marko Cib); wood, plastic, and leather bag; and 
armbands that turn into gloves (model Marko Cib).

Continued from Page 3

It was in Germany that Emma and Dayton had 
their first child, Grace, who is now five.  Both have 
nothing but good things to say about the support 
the German government and German people give to 
new mothers and their babies.  They now have two 
children, Grace and Josefine, who is not quite two 
years old.  The family moved back to Keokuk just 
three weeks after Emma received her master's degree.  
It was time, they decided, to get back to their families 
and friends and familiar surroundings. 

 Dayton is now Chef Dayton, employed at both 
Hy-Vee and at the Lake Cooper Event Center.  
Emma has been working 
as an adjunct instructor 
at nearby colleges.  She 
continues to pursue art 
projects independently 
as well, but now sees 
her career as most likely 
taking place within an 
academic setting.  They 
see themselves staying in 
Keokuk at least until both 
children are in school— 
and, if their careers permit 
it, being a part of our 
community much, 
much longer.

4

Ph
ot

o b
y P

at
ric

k T
ied

ka
Ph

ot
o b

y P
at

ric
k T

ied
ka

http://www.hy-vee.com


Ar
t i

n 
th

e D
ist

ri
ct

5

Lynn Lee of Santa Fe, New 
Mexico, recently donated 

two Laura Van Pappelendam 
paintings to the Keokuk Art 
Center.  Lynn was a long time 
resident of Keokuk before moving 
to Santa Fe with her family.

One of the paintings is a 
pastel painting of a house in 
West Keokuk.  The other is a 
Southwestern landscape in 
oil.  Both are well worth a close 
examination by anyone interested 
in the art of one of Keokuk’s most 
gifted artists.

The following biography of Miss Van Pappelendam is from the Christine Schwartz 
Collections website and is used with its permission:

Laura Van Pappelendam (1883–1974)

Laura Peternellie van Pappelendam grew up in Keokuk, Iowa, with an ambition to 
be an artist.  She enrolled in the Art Institute of Chicago’s school in 1904 and graduated 
five years later from its teacher training department.  Van Pappelendam soon began her 
half-century of teaching at the school, and she later also taught in the summer school 
of Illinois State Normal University (now Illinois State University) and at the University 
of Chicago.  Meanwhile she continued her own studies.  Her most influential mentors 
included Spanish impressionist painter Joaquín Sorolla, Russian artist Nicholas Roerich, 
and Ashcan School affiliate George Bellows, all of whom served as popular guest 
instructors at the Art Institute in the 1910s.  In 1916, she worked in the important artists’ 
colony in Provincetown, Massachusetts, under portrait painter Charles W. Hawthorne.

Van Pappelendam began exhibiting in the Art Institute’s various annual exhibitions 
in 1917.  The following year she won the Goodman prize in the Art Students’ League of 

New Items for the Art Center's Permanent Collection
 by Sandy Seabold

Continued on Page 6

Pastel painting by Laura Van Pappelendam

mailto:kjk.attorney@yahoo.com
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Chicago show, the first of many significant honors.  She 
exhibited her work in numerous other venues both in 
Chicago and nationally, particularly between the mid-
1920s and the early 1940s.

Notwithstanding her abundant studies in portrait 
and figure painting, van Pappelendam worked 
almost from the first in landscape, favoring scenes 
that incorporated architectural settings.  Her loosely 
painted, brightly colored images often featured gardens, 
patios, porches, and courtyards adjacent to rustic or 
village buildings.  When she included figures in her 
paintings, they are unobtrusive, simply lending touches 
of local life to her impressions of ordinary places that 
are charming in their unassuming authenticity.  Van 
Pappelendam also made still-life images.  She worked 
in a variety of painting media, including watercolor, as 
well as in pastel and charcoal.

The artist found her subjects on travels to a variety 
of locales popular with American artists.  In the 1920s 
she made repeated trips to Santa Fe, New Mexico.  In 
1930, she visited Cuernavaca, Mexico, to study with 
renowned muralist Diego Rivera, and in the following 
decade she traveled to a range of Mexican destinations 
to paint in rural villages.  Under Rivera’s influence, 
van Pappelendam’s style evolved from a decorative 
impressionism to a more expressionist mode.  In the late 
1930s and 1940s, she spent summers in her hometown 
of Keokuk with her ailing stepmother and her aunt, and 
in the 1950s she visited Dublin and Galway, Ireland.  
Never married, “Miss Van” was a devoted teacher with 
a reputation for encouraging young artists.  She died in 
1974, on her ninety-first birthday.

Continued from Page 5

Oil painting by Laura Van Pappelendam

http://www.riverhillsvillage.com
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   by Julia Logan

The weekend of January 17th and 18th will mark the 31st anniversary of Keokuk's Bald 
Eagle Appreciation Days.  This annual event is sponsored by the Keokuk Area Convention 

& Tourism Bureau Foundation along with the Lee Country Conservation Board.  What began as 
an opportunity to view eagles in their natural habitat and learn a bit about our nation's bird has 
continued to grow over the years and strives to keep bringing visitors back again and again.

Breakfast at the Southside Boat club kicks things off on Saturday with food served from 8:00 
until 11:00 am.   Both Saturday and Sunday, from 8:30 am until 4:00 pm, personnel from the Lee 
County Iowa Conservation Board, Iowa Department of Natural Resources and the US Army 
Corps of Engineers will staff viewing points along the Mississippi Riverfront at Victory Park and 
Southside Boat Club.  Spotting scopes will be available free of charge and all local eagles have 
been instructed to put on a great show.

Indoor activities are scheduled both days from 9:00 am to 4:00 pm. Raptor Awareness 
programs will take place on the hour in the River City Mall Plaza Cinema, while an assortment 
of other indoor activities will be taking place throughout the rest of the building.  Wildlife, 
conservation and environmental exhibits will be featured—including the Iowa State University 
Insect Zoo.  This traveling menagerie comes complete with hissing cockroaches, tarantulas, 
beetles, scorpions and millipedes.  A Native American cultural area will be coordinated by the 
Thunderbird Society and, new this year, the National Czech and Slovak Museum of Cedar Rapids 
will provide an historical display.  Saturday only, Nauvoo on the Road will lead children in a 
variety of pioneer activities, and three special seminars will be offered: 11:00 am - Invasive Plants 
of the Tri-State Area; 1:00 pm - Goats on the Go!; and 3:00 pm - Butterflies of Iowa.

Just across Main Street, at the Baymont Inn, members of the Keokuk Woodcarvers Club will 
once again be displaying their outstanding and amazing works of art.  The show will be open 
Saturday, 8:30 am - 4:30 pm and Sunday, 9:00 am - 4:30 pm.  Don't miss the wood-carving contest 
Saturday at 1:30 followed by an auction at 2:30.  

Saturday evening provides another new opportunity.  After a nap and something to eat, you'll 
want to make your way to the Knights of Columbus Hall, located upstairs at 11 N. 6th Street.  
Having developed a new understanding of Czech and Slovak cultures earlier in the day, you'll 
be ready to polka!  The Czech Plus Band, established in 1978 and based in Cedar Rapids, will 
perform true, traditional quality Czech band music from 7:30 until 10:00 pm.

This year's event truly offers something for everyone.  Plan to spend a day — or two —
and discover eagles, as well as a whole lot more!

The Czech Plus Band will be playing predominantly polkas, waltzes, schottisches, 
tangos and similar ethnic dances for your listening and dancing pleasure.

http://www.eventbrite.com
http://www.RandParkPavilion.com
http://www.keokuk.lib.ia.us
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the Keokuk Public Library
 

Winter doldrums are a thing of the past once you've discovered all that's going on 
at the Keokuk Public Library.  Aside from the regularly scheduled story hours, 

movie viewings, and book club meetings a wide array of special guest speakers can be 
found there throughout the month of January...

Continued on Page 9



 
Each of these presentations will take place in the Library's Round Room and be offered 

to the public free of charge.  For additional information, or to learn even more about what 
the Keokuk Library has to offer,  call (319) 524-1483 or visit www.keokuk.lib.ia.us.  
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Most people have heard of Jackie Robinson, some have heard of Satchel Paige,
 many have heard of the Kansas City Monarchs but few know how 

connected they were to the local community.  
In honor of the 90th Anniversary of the Monarchs' 

first World's Championship in 1924, author 
Phil S. Dixon will be returning to 90 cities 
where they played to present the team's 

unique history as well as discuss the history
of African-American ball players from our

community who participated in the Negro Leagues.

Continued from Page 8

http://www.keokuk.lib.ia.us
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Keokuk High School's 3rd Annual Singin' for My Supper Soup Cook-Off took 
place December 13th in the middle school gym and was a tremendous success.  

In order to accommodate the growing number of attendees, tickets were sold for two 
show times. The Keokuk Middle School Choir and the high school's two show choirs, 
Vibrations and Purple Harmony, performed twice — first at 5:30 and again at 7:30— 
each time to a crowd of nearly 500.  The general concensus of those in attendance was 
that Keokuk's show choirs are bound for another year of well deserved awards.  In 
the course of last year’s competitions, Purple Harmony received one 1st Runner-Up, 
three Outstanding Soloist, two 3A First Place, two Best Band, one Best Choreography, 
and one Best Vocals Awards, as well as three Grand Championships.  They finished the 
season ranked 37th in the nation according to www.nationalshowchoirrankings.com.   

The Power City Classic, Keokuk's annual Show Choir Invitational, is scheduled 
for Saturday, February 14th at the KHS Fieldhouse. This all day competition will bring 
more than 18 show choirs, from around the midwest, to town .  Toward the end of 
the day, you'll have a chance to be entertained by our own two groups as they give 
exhibition performances. The enthusiasm and talent they display are not to be missed!

Show Choir Season is in Full Swing at KHS
     Photos by Joy Kite and David  Quach

mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
http://www.mainstreetkeokuk.com
mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net
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Inaugural Organ Festival March 20 - 21, 2015
 by Dev Kiedaisch

Keokuk has nurtured, educated, and launched into the world many talented 
inventors, chefs, entrepreneurs, authors, and musicians.   They have all been 

artists in their respective fields.   Three of these, Kyler Brown, Arlene Lindner Small, 
and Michael Lindner, are highly regarded, accomplished organists.  Living in New York, 
Texas, and Chicago, they’ve agreed to come home to Keokuk to assist in the inaugural 
Keokuk Organ Festival.

The Festival is designed to showcase the life-enriching options the arts 
can provide and the role the arts can play in community development.  On 
Friday, March 20, 2015, Kyler Brown opens the Festival with a concert at 
the United Presbyterian Church on the Casavant Freres Ltee. Opus 2828 
organ built in 1965.  Recognized as both a conductor and organist, Kyler 
Brown is the Founder/Artistic Director/Conductor of The Virgin Consort 
and is Director of Music Ministries and Organist at the Church of St. Jean 
Baptiste.  Mr. Brown made his Lincoln Center debut in 1992 conducting in a 
performance of Handel's Messiah.  As an organist, he has presented recitals 
throughout the United States.  His recent recordings of the Great Organs 
of New York City (Bischof & Vitacco Records) and Masterpieces from the 
Church of St. Mary the Virgin (Gothic Records) have been hailed by critics.  
Mr. Brown is also Adjunct Organist at Columbia University.  His website 
is www.kylerbrown.com.  Following the concert a reception will be held at 
Keokuk’s historic Union Depot, designed by Burnham and Root.  Tours of 
the building will be offered.  

Saturday morning Kyler Brown and Michael Lindner will offer seminars.  
Mr. Lindner will present “Pipe Organ Encounters for Children” from 
9-10 am and “Pianist Stuck as Organist” from 10:30-11:30 am at the First 
Christian Church on the Henry Pilcher’s Sons Opus 944 organ built in 1917.  
Mr. Brown will present “Master Class of Improvisation Theory” from 10-11 
am at the United Presbyterian Church.  

Saturday afternoon at St. John’s Episcopal Church, Suzanne Messer, 
art instructor at Southeastern Community College, will give a tour of the 
Tiffany windows and architecture of the church from 2:45-3:15 pm, and 
Arlene Lindner Small will be in concert from 3:30-4:30 pm on the Pilcher 

Brothers Opus 104 organ built in 1867.  Ms. Small’s concert will include vocal, bagpipe, 
and hand bell accompaniment.

Saturday evening’s concert will be at Saints Peter and Paul Catholic Church in 
Nauvoo, Illinois, on the E. and 
G.G. Hook and Hastings Opus 779 
organ built in 1874.  Phillip Hoenig 
will begin the evening from 7:30-8 
pm with a presentation about his 
rebuilding of this organ in 2009.  
Michael Lindner will present his 
concert from 8-9 pm.  A reception 
will follow.

Plans are still in progress for 
a possible concert early Saturday 
afternoon.  We are hoping to arrange 
for an organist to accompany a silent 
film at the First Christian Church.

The community is very excited 
about showcasing these fine organists, 
excellent organs and the history of 
our area.     

Kyler Brown - professional 
conductor and organist.
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In 1890, five railroads serving Keokuk joined forces to form the Keokuk Union 
Depot Company:

the Keokuk & Western Railroad
the St. Louis, Keokuk & Northwestern Railroad
the Chicago, Rock Island & Pacific Railroad
the Toledo, Peoria & Western Railway
the Wabash Railroad 

Today, Keokuk is served by only two railroads: the BNSF Railway and the Keokuk 
Junction Railway (a part of Pioneer Railcorp).  How did five railroads get reduced to 
two? We'll take up the story, railroad by railroad.

The Keokuk & Western Railroad 
AND 

The St. Louis, Keokuk & Northwestern Railroad
Both of these lines were absorbed into the parent Chicago, 

Burlington & Quincy Railroad ("Burlington Route") in 1901, giving 
the CB&Q two-fifths ownership of the Keokuk Union Depot 
Company.  In 1970 the CB&Q combined with the Great Northern 
Railway, the Northern Pacific Railway and the Spokane, Portland & 
Seattle Railway to form the Burlington Northern Railroad.  In 1996, 
BN merged with the Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Railway ("Santa 
Fe") as the Burlington Northern and Santa Fe Railway, which was 
renamed the BNSF Railway in 2005.

The Chicago, Rock Island & Pacific Railroad
The "Rock Island," once the "mighty fine line" of song and story, 

served few markets not served by other railroads.  Its last profitable 
year was 1964.  In 1980, crippled by strikes and a poorly maintained 
physical plant, it ceased operations.  Parts of it not taken over by 
other railroads were abandoned, including the branch from Eldon, 
Iowa, to Keokuk.  The Keokuk Junction Railway was formed to take 
over the Rock Island's industrial switching operations in Keokuk.

The Toledo, Peoria & Western Railway
The TP&W was absorbed into the Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe 

Railway in 1983.  In 1986 the Keokuk Junction Railway acquired the line 
from Keokuk to La Harpe.   In 1989 the TP&W became independent of 
the Santa Fe, and is today part of the Genesee & Wyoming family of 
short line railroads, but it no longer operates to Keokuk.

The Wabash Railroad
The Wabash served Keokuk with a line through Carthage, Illinois, which connected 

with the TP&W at Elvaston, and ran into Keokuk on trackage rights over the TP&W.  In 
1964 the Wabash was taken over by the Norfolk & Western Railway.  In 1978 the N&W 
abandoned the line to Elvaston and the trackage rights to Keokuk.  In 1982 the N&W 
combined with the Southern Railway to form the Norfolk Southern Railway.  The NS 
has a haulage agreement over BNSF through Keokuk to reach a disconnected line to 
Des Moines, but the trains are operated by BNSF and NS has never served Keokuk.

Keokuk Junction Railway (KJRY)
The KJRY was established in 1980 to operate abandoned CRI&P trackage in Keokuk, 

switching the Hubinger Co. (Roquette America in 1991) and other industries.  In 1981, 

How Five Keokuk Railroads Were Reduced to Two
           by Richard Leonard

Continued on Page 13

http://www.conncommunications.com


the KJRY took ownership of the Keokuk Union Depot Company.  In 1986 the KJRY 
acquired former TP&W trackage between Keokuk and La Harpe (technically, only on 
the Illinois side because the railway bridge is owned by the City of Keokuk), and later 
operated by rights over other TP&W trackage.  In 1996 the KJRY was sold to Pioneer 
Railcorp.  In 2005 Pioneer Railcorp (KJRY) acquired the entire "West End" of the TP&W, 
reaching the Peoria area.

Before 1880 the TP&W was called the Toledo, Peoria & Warsaw.  The line between 
Hamilton and Warsaw was included in the Santa Fe's 1986 sale to KJRY.  Whether it 
subsequently saw any revenue service is uncertain; it has been severed at the Warsaw 
Road crossing, but most trackage is still in place and, apparently, it has never been 
officially abandoned.

The Keokuk Union Depot Company (not to be confused with the building) is still 
legally owned by Pioneer Railcorp and is listed in its inventory of short lines, although it 
exists only on paper.

Information about events at the 
Depot and further information about the 
architectural and historical significance 
of the Depot can be found at www.
keokukuniondepot.org.  Information about 
the Depot 125 capital campaign can be 
found at: www.depot125.org. 

Donations received before September 
30, 2017 will count toward the Jeffris 
Family Foundation 2-for-1 match for the 
roof restoration project and may be mailed 
to the Keokuk Union Depot Foundation, 
PO. Box 463, Keokuk, IA 52632.  Please 
accompany donations with a gift/pledge 
form available at www.depot125.org.
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Rendition of restored Keokuk Union Depot by Mathew Martin
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One of only seven 
designated historic 

theaters in the State of Iowa, 
Keokuk's Grand Theatre 
stands proudly at 26 North 
Sixth Street, as it has for 
nearly ninety years.  Indeed, 
the continued existence of 
the Grand Theatre is due 
to a long line of dedicated 
caretakers who have taken 
on the responsibility for 
maintaining and restoring 
it, while making sure that 
it continues to provide a 
wide variety of first-rate 
theatrical experiences.  
For all of those involved 
in this endeavor, it is a 
labor of love.

Built in 1924 from the ashes of the former Keokuk Opera House, it had its “Grand” 
opening on January 26, 1925.  Keokuk businessman Merle Baker was responsible for the 
speedy re-birth of a theater on the site of the Grand.  He was determined to provide a 
community theater that would present vaudeville and music shows to Keokuk.  

According to the January 23, 1925 edition of the Daily Gate City, “the new Grand is a 
real gem, combining the latest in beauty of design both interior and exterior, with the latest 
devices for safety and newest in ventilation and lighting systems. There are twice as many 
exits as the old building and the balcony exits have fire escapes with counterbalances.  
The stage is 69 feet wide, 30 feet deep and 56 feet high, permitting the appearance of any 
traveling group with ample room.”   Many famous feet of the time strode the boards at 
the Grand, including Al Jolson and the Barrymores.  However, within two years of its 
construction “talking pictures” came out and this signaled the end of vaudeville and the 
decline of live traveling stage shows.

The Grand Theatre
 by Dianne Stanley
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Sally Weisenburg and Don Berbaum most recently 
played outside the Grand during MSKI's 2014 
Summer Fun and Fundraiser.

Continued on Page 15

http://www.pilotgrovesavingsbank.com


Continued from Page 14

In 1936 the Grand was purchased by Frisina Theaters, a 
Springfield, Illinois, company.  Over the years it has been 
closed from time to time.  Most notably, it was closed from 
1957 until 1965 when it reopened to present My Fair Lady 
starring Rex Harrison and Audrey Hepburn.  For this 
reopening, the theater had been completely repainted and its 
gold leaf redone.  In 1976 the Grand was entirely renovated 
with new reclining seats, a 40 foot screen and new carpeting.

The Frisina chain closed the Grand Theatre in 1984.  It was 
reopened in 1985 by a group of civic-minded businessmen who 
each donated $5,000.00 to purchase the theater.  Although they 
were forced to close a year later, it was through their efforts that 
the Grand was saved from destruction.  In 1987 the Grand Theatre 
was purchased from a local bank by the Grace Bott-Milar Trust 
and donated to the City of Keokuk with the condition that it be maintained 
without taxpayer monies.

The Grand Theatre is now managed for the city by the Grand Theatre 
Commission, consisting of 15 members appointed by the city council.  
They then hire a manager who issues contracts and collects the monies for 
the rental of the theater as well as overseeing the janitorial services and 
composing the marquee.

The Grand Theatre Commission is partially supported by the Grand 
Theater Foundation.  It provides for capital improvements, as do other local 
groups and generous businesses and citizens.  The dressing rooms have 
been decorated by several Keokuk service organizations.  They are presently 
in the process of being refurbished.

Over the past 25 years many renovations and updates have been 
accomplished by the Commission.  The marquee was replaced in 1989.  
The intervening years have seen new carpeting, new seats (currently 
it seats 750), updates in lighting and sound.  The year 2014 saw the 
tuck-pointing of one side of the building. With each of these many 
improvements, the Grand Theatre Commission has striven to maintain the 
original Art Deco design of the theater.

It is extremely gratifying to receive the accolades of the performers who 
come to the Grand Theater.  They are struck by the beauty of the house 
and by its excellent acoustics.  First timers are typically amazed by all that 
our theater provides.  If you have not recently visited the Grand perhaps 
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Art Deco details are 
present throughout the 
theater, from the 
foyer chandelier (top 
photo) to the ornate 
screens located above 
the box seats.

Continued on Page 16
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Dear Tri-State Resident,

Have you attended an event at the Grand Theatre?  Is so, you know what a wonderful building it is, both 
structurally and historically.  We are very fortunate to have this architectural gem in our midst, but to maintain it 
requires much work, time and money.  Our "Remember The Grand" campaign which has a goal of $15,000 will help 
us keep this important part of downtown Keokuk viable, so that it can continue to provide the many services that it 
has in the past.

The Grand Theatre hosts a myriad of events including area and national performers, dance recitals, concerts, 
meetings, classes, commencements... the list goes on.  It is truly a Community Center.  However the rental income 
from the variety of users throughout the year only meets approximately half of our operating costs.  For the last 27 
years, the balance of needed funds has been derived from grants and the generosity of donors such as yourself.

This fund-raising effort will continue through January 31, 2015.  We thank you for any tax-deductable gift you 
might donate to support the operation of the theatre.

   Please fill out the following form and send it to: Grand Theatre
           P.O. Box 1024
           Keokuk, IA 52632
 
Make checks payable to:  Grand Theatre Commission/Grand Theatre Foundation

NAME: ____________________________________________________________________________

ADDRESS:  ________________________________________________________________________

EMAIL: ____________________________________________________________________________

I would like to help support the operation of the Grand Theatre with the following contribution

   $25 __________   $50 __________    $100 __________    Other __________

   The Grand Theatre Foundation is a 501(c)3 organization.
   The Grand Theatre Commission is grateful for any and all donations.

your group might like to arrange a tour.  Our 
Commission members or Friends of the Grand 
would love to give interested groups “The 
Grand Tour.”

The commission continues to keep the rental 
fees of the Grand affordable for local schools and 
groups.  Its rates are far lower than other historic 
theaters in the Main Street Iowa group.  It is 
important to commission members that the Grand 
provide a quality venue to the citizens of the 
Tri-State area.  The Grand Theatre Commission is 
presently conducting a campaign to raise money 
for the continuing upkeep of the theater.

In the city of Keokuk we have many lovely 
historic buildings and homes.  The Grand 
Theater is truly a jewel among them!

Continued from Page 14

Members of the current Grand Theatre Commission include, 
from left to right, Bob Soule, Chuck Abell, Becky Crenshaw, 
Pat Kemp, Jerry Herr, Susan Rogers, Diane Kearns, Kathy 
Joyce, Bill Vandersall and Jim Wolff.
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Boxing in Keokuk
 by Shane Etter

One of the earliest and most important events in the history of boxing in Keokuk was the 
match where Archie Moore defeated Murray Allen on September 30, 1936.  It was held at 

Harrington's Hi-Life Gardens, which was located at the corner of South Third and Johnson Streets, 
where the River City Mall is located today.  This was Moore's fifth professional fight.  It had 
originally been scheduled to take 
place in Quincy, but the Illinois 
Boxing Commission had refused 
to sanction it, so it was moved to 
Keokuk in Iowa.

Moore went on to win 185 fights 
altogether, 131 by a knockout, 
more than any other boxer in the 
history of the sport, and is widely 
recognized as one of the two 
greatest light heavyweight boxers 
in the history of  boxing.  (The other 
is Ezzard Charles, who did not win 
nearly as many bouts as Moore, 
but did defeat him three times.)  
Moore also had one of the longest 
careers in the history of boxing, the 
only boxer who boxed in the era 
of Joe Louis, Rocky Marciano and 
Muhammad Ali.

Of course, most of the history 
of boxing in Keokuk takes place at 
the amateur level.  Apparently, the 
Friendly House, an organization 
and facility in Keokuk that was 
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Ralph Thornton, left, mixes it up with Rodney Krome  Continued on Page 18

http://www.tyloganlaw.com


devoted to helping underprivileged children, offered boxing among its many activities 
for local youth.  One of the most successful amateur boxers to come out of this program 
was Ralph Thornton.  There is a mention in the Keokuk Daily Gate City that on January 
30, 1941, “Ralph Thornton of the Friendly House, trained by Floyd Griffith, wins his first 
two bouts in the novice division at the Burlington Golden Gloves.” In 1942 he fought in 

the welterweight division of the Golden 
Gloves Tournament of Champions, which 
was being held in Chicago, Illinois.

Thornton kept boxing while he 
served in the Navy during World War 
II.  He won two base titles, one in the 
welterweight division and one in the 
middleweight division.  When the war 
ended, he returned to Keokuk, becoming 
the program director at the YMCA while 
attending Carthage College in Carthage, 
Illinois.  He competed in Iowa's Golden 
Gloves Tournament from 1947 through 
1949, becoming the Iowa champion 
in 1948 and 1949.  In both those years 
he was not able to win the national 
championship, losing in 1948 to the 
international champion Alvin Williams 
and in 1949 by decision.  In 1948 he won 
boxing's most prestigious Tony Zale 
Award for Sportsmanship.

In 1949, at the age of twenty-five, 
Ralph Thornton had compiled an 
amateur record of 53 wins and eight 
losses.  He decided to turn pro and 
won all three of his professional bouts 
before retiring later that year.  In 1952 
he lost once again to Alvin Williams 
at the Olympic trials.  Williams was 
then beaten by Floyd Patterson, who 
went on to win the gold medal in the 
middleweight division at the Helsinki 
Olympics.  Patterson then turned pro and 
moved up to the heavyweight division at 
about the same time as Rocky Marciano, 
the heavyweight champion, retired.  
On November 30, 1956, Patterson 
defeated Archie Moore for the World 
Heavyweight Championship.

Meanwhile, Ralph Thornton returned 
to Keokuk, where he would continue 
as a boxing coach at the YMCA for 
another year.  In 1953 he left Keokuk 
for Billings, Montana, where he was 
the youth director at its YMCA until 
1960.  Then he went on to become the 
executive director at the Grand Forks, 
North Dakota, YMCA from 1960 until 
1969.  He finished his career as the 
executive director of the Charles City, 
Iowa, YMCA, retiring in 1988.
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In 1948, at the start of Keokuk YMCA boxing, Ralph Thornton served 
as physical director and coach.

Spoiling for a fight is this group of five young YMCA 
boxers: (left to right) Eugene Brookhart, Charles 
Cheese Davis, Don Glasgow, Phil Weiny and Jerry 
Dains (1950).



Several other names loom large in the history of boxing in Keokuk.  
There's Don Glasgow who was the Iowa Golden Gloves champion in the 
118 pounds class in 1950 and the state champion in the 126 pounds class 
in 1951 and 1957.  Glasgow was in the grocery and fabric business in 
Keokuk for more than fifty years.  He was well known as a coach as well 
as a boxer.

Keokuk's other Iowa Golden Gloves champions include George 
Weiny, who won in the 147 pounds class in 1950 and Rodney Krome, 
who won in this same class in 1952.  Charles Davis also won in 1952, 
in the 175 pounds class.  Fred Burrell also won in the 175 pounds class 
just one year later, in 1953.  Ralph Thornton's victories in 1948 and 1949 
bring the total number of Keokuk boxers who won at the Iowa Golden 
Gloves Tournament to six.  Two other names worth remembering are 
Jack Eaves, who ran the Lee County Boxing Club out of Fort Madison, 
and who, with the help of Eddie Nelson, tried to keep a boxing club 
going in Keokuk for about a year.

Here are the other Keokuk boxers that I know about, but have not 
otherwise mentioned yet:  Jim Allen, Brandon Ames, Leo Azinger, 
Don Baum, Bob Boltz, Gary Briscoe, Eugene Brookhart, Jack Cady, 
Byron Clayton, Joe Coop, Joe Corvaia, Jerry Dains, Ray Dains, Dick 
Davis, Larry Davis, Tommy Dennison, Bob Dougherty, Jack Eckland, 
Bruce Geltz, Don Gibson, John Grogan, Larry Griffith, Don Harmon, 
Tom Hoenes, Tom Holmes, Dave Inman, Joe Inman, Gary Krenmeyer, 
Brent Lindeman, Nathan Lindeman, Leo Longshore, Mike Mahoney, 
Rick Marlin, Leo Martin, Ray Martin, Bill McManis, Don McMurray, 
Bob Mecum, Harold Miller, Tony Miller, H. Monroe, Frank Moore, 
Max Myers, Rick O'Shea, Troy O'Shea, Martin Otto, Dick Potter, Paul 
Protsman, Orville Radel, Dick Stephenson, Gary Steeples, Ralph Slutts, 
Jim Taylor, Jerry Vahle, J.C. Walker, Phil Weiny, Ward Welch, Gene 
Wilson and Billy Wirtz.  This list is probably not complete.  If you 
know of any Keokuk boxers I've left out, please let me know.

Above, a poster promoting 
a big fight to be held at the 
high school gym.  Left, Don 
Glasgow manages to catch 
a much needed nap between 
bouts.
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Orders by phone or email are welcome
Contact the Main Street Keokuk, Inc. office 

319-524-5055 or downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net

  

Keokuk Heritage 
Wooden Puzzles...

20

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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 by C.S. Mitchell

I climb the stairs in the worn old house,
When the lights are out, in quick dark November.
Nine o'clock, farm time for slumber, almanac
Of days, hours, minutes strung in amber and enduring.
My time pulses like a filament of honey, curls into me.
The pillow and the lamp are soft, the book is easy.

Now the clouds roll low in winter arcs.
Now the sky goes black around the stars.
Now twigs touch at the window, tack up shadows.
The room is cold, the fire out; ease under eider down,
Eyes drift.  A passing moon drops light around
Single sleep.  Away, beyond the sound of real sound,
Water stitches a quilt of ice and sings
a brittle warble in its bed.

A photo of the eagle nebula, residing at our galactic center in the Milky Way.
Sun and moon were joined here in the new moon at winter solstice.
And to think the Milky Way is a small collection of stars,
vastly outnumbered by Andromeda, the closest galaxy!
Andromeda is said to number between 200 and 400 billion stars. 

What a misplaced ego, for man to think of himself as large,
sometimes as the center of the universe.
        John Evans
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Would You Have Chosen Life?  (If  You'd Known)
 by Erin Anderson

Did you know what you were fighting for?
Did you realize everyone was staring eyes opened wide?
Did you think it was all just lies?
Did you think the whispering was only in your mind?
Did you know what you were choosing?

If you'd known it was real, would you have chosen life?
I was the one whispering in your ear.
I was there all along; this wasn't just a lie.
If you'd known it was real, would you have chosen life—
Would you have fought to live?

Or would you have closed your eyes and given up?
If you'd known that love was there all the time,
If you'd known that Hope was still alive, would you have chosen life?
If only you could see the hurt in your little girl's eyes
When she found out you had given up.

Sometimes she cries out in her sleep "Daddy, Daddy, oh why?"
In a minute everything that she had been fighting for she gave up.
You closed your eyes, you gave Hope a reason to believe
Everything you'd told her was just lies.
Would you have chosen life if Hope had been there by your bed that day?

It's the middle of winter and the only thing anyone can say
Is how could you have given up on Hope?
You closed your eyes,
And all her dreams slipped away
When they put your body in the ground today.

So, I have to ask, for her sake, if you knew
What you were fighting for, would you have chosen life?
If you had known her dreams would slip away
Once you were gone, would you have chosen life?
For Hope’s sake, would you have lived today?
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Consolatio Philosophiae
 by Tom Gardner

Once again

I've made a mess of my life.

It is small consolation

That only in failure

Can you really develop

A sense of alternatives:

To the victor go the spoils.

Prime Pattern
 by Tom Gardner

Only now can I see

The pattern of my life.

It is like the casual

Near random repetition of prime numbers

Growing ever more dissipated

Through the infinity

Of positive integers.

Photo by Erin Anderson
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The Taste of Justice
 by Tom Gardner

I.
 

It wasn't the first time I'd woken up hung over and wondering where I was.  Ever 
since I'd decided to drink myself to death four or five months earlier, there had 

been several mornings like this, mornings characterized by dehydration, nausea, aches 
and shakes—and the wish I was already dead.  I had humiliated my family, both before 
and after I'd started drinking, and so had started drinking my way west.  I got as far 
as the railroads ran back then, and then I started walking or begging 
a ride on a passing wagon.  I was in no particular hurry; 
whiskey was plentiful all across the broad valley of 
the Mississippi.  I remember getting finally to the 
river itself the day before and gazing across 
it to what I was told was the southeastern 
corner of the new state of Iowa.  I could see a 
town climbing the hill on the Iowa side, the 
sort of place where it would be easy to find a 
drink, or even a lot of drinks, and then sweet 
oblivion and this time possibly even the end of 
my guilt and regret and humiliation.

Instead, I awoke to a morning filled with 
the dry air and thin sunshine of a day in early 
autumn, the kind of day that filled me with 
sadness even before I started drinking.  So 
I swung my feet down to a cold stone floor 
and looked around me, hoping to find a drink 
handy and then realizing I was in for some 
hours of excruciating sobriety at the very 
least.  I was in jail.  The floor and two walls all 
seemed to be made of the same cold stones, 
while the ceiling was constructed from 
substantial oak planks.  My little room was 
one corner of a larger room, separated from it 
by iron bars. That larger room was occupied by a desk, a chair and an oil lamp.
A Franklin stove was behind the desk and chair, and two chairs and a table were on 
the far side of the stove.  An open staircase ran up the side of the far wall, leading to 
an upper floor.

The man at the desk was reading, but when he heard me stirring, he turned and 
looked up at me.  I am quite sure that he was the biggest, ugliest man I had ever seen.  
When he got to his feet, after first putting his book in the desk's one drawer, I guessed 
his height at three or four inches above six feet, well over six inches above my own, 
and yet he was shaped like a barrel, with massive arms and legs so big that his shirt 
and trousers were stretched tight against them and stopped nearly two inches short of 
where a tailor would have intended they end. He had the kind of face you might see 
in a nightmare or functioning as an ornamental waterspout on a medieval cathedral.  
Even the badge he wore seemed crudely made and asymmetrical, the words “TOWN 
MARSHALL” stamped into it letter by letter.    

He got up from his desk and walked over to my cell, bent over and smiled like a 
pumpkin on Halloween.  I shuddered involuntarily.  Noting my apprehension, he said, 
“I am told that a man even bigger and uglier than I am works as an attorney over in 
Springfield, Illinois.”  Then, if possible, his smile widened.  “But then, 'life is progress 
from want to want, not from enjoyment to enjoyment.'”

"Click" to continue on Page 29

... a town climbing the hill on the Iowa side,



Keokuk Cultural & 
  Entertainment 
    District 

Dining in the District
• Anji’s Kitchen- 412 Main St.
• Casa 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 -
 18 S. 5th St.
• Los Tapatios - 706 Main 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 • The Lost Canvas Gallery
  9 • Plaza Cinemas
10 • 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.
• Lake Cooper Event Center- 
 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
10

8

River 
   City 
      Mall➙
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January
        2  • Friday Needlework Group, Jan. 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30, 1 - 4 pm, Lower Level, Library        
        3  • Glitter Salad and Wet Cigarette, performing 9 pm - 1 am, Dr. Getwell's, 1100 Main St.
        5  • Game On, Monday afternoon games, Jan. 5, 12, 19 & 26, 3:30 - 5 pm,
   Children's Area, Keokuk Library
  •  Young Artists Studio - Registration Jan. 5 - 24, intended for ages 8 - 11,  
   sponsored by the Keokuk Library and the Keokuk Art Center.  
   For more information call the Library at 524-1483.
        7  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
         • B-Y-O Book Club discusses Landline by Rainbow Rowell, 7:30 pm, 
   Beef, Bread & Brew, 2601 Main St. 
  • Stage 1 Karaoke, Every Wednesday, 8:30 pm - 12:30 am, Dr. Getwell's, 1100 Main St.
        8  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, Jan. 8, 15, 22 & 29, 10 - 11 am, Round Room,  Library 
          • The Poetry Games: Poetry Writing Workshop, 6 - 7 pm, ICN Room, Keokuk Library
          • Free Movie Night featuring The Jersey Boys, 6 pm, Round Room, 
   Keokuk Library, sponsored by the KPL Foundation 
      12  • Lego Robotics Classes Registration begins - Registration Jan. 12 - 30, intended   
   for grades 2 - 6, space limited.  Classes meet one evening per month beginning
   in February.  For more information call the Keokuk Library at 524-1483.
      13   • Monthly Meal Planning with Julie Claus, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library     
      14  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour,  Jan. 14, 21 & 28, 10 - 11 am, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library  
  • Wednesday Book Club discusses Snow 
   by Orlan Pamuk, 1 pm, 
   Lower Level, Keokuk Library     
      17  • Southside Boat Club Breakfast, 8 - 11 am, 
   Southside Boat Club
  • 31st Annual Bald Eagle Appreciation Days, 
   9 am - 4 pm, River City Mall
  • Keokuk Woodcarvers Club Show, 
   8:30 am - 4:30 pm, Baymont Inn & Suites
  • The Czech Plus Band - Polka Music and 
   Dance, 7:30 - 10 pm, KC Hall, 11 N. 6th St., Free Admission, Cash Bar  
      18  • 31st Annual Bald Eagle Appreciation Days, 9 am - 4 pm, River City Mall 
  • Keokuk Woodcarvers Club Show, 9 am - 4:30 pm, Baymont Inn & Suites  
      19  • Winter Reading Program,  Begins Jan. 19 and runs through Feb. 27,
   sign up at the Keokuk Library 
  • Iowa's Hidden Treasures with Dan Kaercher, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library      
      20  • Pajama Story Time, 6:30 - 7:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library  
  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, 7 pm, Art Center, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library – Digital Embroidery Demo 
      21  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
      24 • Learn to Knit a Sweater (Beginner), a CBIZ course, Jan. 24 & Feb. 7, 9 am - 1 pm, 
   SCC Keokuk Campus. To register call 319-208-5375
  • Wet Cigarette, 10 pm - 2 am, Patches Bar, 914 Main St.
      26  • Kansas City Monarchs in Keokuk with Phil S. Dixon, 
   6:30 - 8:30 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library  
      29  • Open Computer Lab, 5:30 - 7:30 pm, 
   ICN Room, Keokuk Library     
      31  • Out On a Limb with Angela Gates, 10 am - noon, 
   ICN Room, Keokuk LibraryCa
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February
        • Keokuk Sister Cities International Dinner, date and time TBA 
        2  • Cake Decorating Buttercream Basics, a CBIZ course, Feb. 2, 9, 16 & 23, 
   6 - 8 pm, SCC Keokuk Campus, to register call 319-208-5375          
          • Game On, Monday afternoon games, Feb. 2, 9, 16 & 23, 
   3:30 - 5 pm, Children's Area, Keokuk Library  
        4  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour,  Feb. 4, 11, 18 & 25, 10 - 11 am, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
        • B-Y-O Book Club discusses Mr. Penumbra's 24-Hour Bookstore
   by Robin Sloan, 7:30 pm, Beef, Bread & Brew, 2601 Main St.
  • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 
   8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park St.
  • Stage 1 Karaoke, Every Wednesday, 8:30 pm - 12:30 am, 
   Dr. Getwell's, 1100 Main St.
        5  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, Feb. 5, 12, 19 & 26, 10 - 11 am, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        6  • Friday Needlework Group, Feb. 6, 13, 20 & 27, 1 - 3 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library 
      11  • Wednesday Book Club discusses Far From the Madding Crowd
   by Thomas Hardy, 1 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library
      12  • Free Movie Night featuring Gone Girl, 6 pm, Round Room,
   Keokuk Library, sponsored by the KPL Foundation
          • The Poetry Games: Poetry Writing Workshop, 6 - 7 pm, 
   ICN Room, Keokuk Library
      13  • Godspell, Great River Players, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
      14  • Power City Classic - 
   KHS Show Choir Invitational,
    all day, KHS Wright Fieldhouse
       • Godspell, Great River Players, 
   7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
      15  • Godspell, Great River Players, 
   2 pm, Grand Theatre
      17  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild 
   meeting, 7 pm,  Art Center, 
   Lower Level, Library – 
   Smash Your Stash Challenge
      18  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm,
    Round Room, Library
      19  • Stepping Stones by Crystal McGee, Keokuk Garden Club,
    1 pm, Lower Level, Library
      21  • Winter Knitting Retreat (All Levels), a CBIZ course, 9 am - 5 pm, 
   Wilson Lake Park, to register call 319-208-5375
      24  • Rebecca & Kuba, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre, sponsored by the 
   Keokuk Concert Association
      26  • Open Computer Lab, 5:30 - 7:30 pm, ICN Room, Library 
      28  • Work Accepted for the Fine Arts Council's Annual H.S. Art
   Competition & Exhibit, Round Room, Library
  • Wet Cigarette, 10 pm - 2 am, Patches Bar, 914 Main St. 27
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March
   1-30  • Portraits from Peru - Digigraphs by Rita Noe, Lost Canvas Gallery, 719 Main St.
   2-22  • Fine Arts Council's Annual High School Art Competion and Exhibit, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library 
        2  • Game On, Monday afternoon games, March 2, 9, 16, 23 & 30, 3:30 - 5 pm, Children's Area, Keokuk Library
        4  • Wednesday Pre-School Story Hour,  March 4, 11, 18 & 25, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library
  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library
        • B-Y-O Book Club discusses The Blackhouse by Peter May, 7:30 pm, Beef, Bread & Brew, 2601 Main St.
  • First Wednesday Jazz with the Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 8 - 10 pm, Hawkeye Restaurant, 105 N. Park St.
  • Stage 1 Karaoke, Every Wednesday, 8:30 pm - 12:30 am, Dr. Getwell's, 1100 Main St.
        5  • Thursday Pre-School Story Hour, March 5, 12, 19 & 26, 10 - 11 am, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
  • Open Mic Night, 6:30 - 8 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
  • KHS Pops Concert, 7:30 pm, The Grand
        6  • Friday Needlework Group, March 6, 13, 20 & 27, 1 - 3 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
       8  • U.S.S. Keokuk, a Sunday Special presentation sponsored by the Lee Co. IA Historical Society, 
   2 pm, Miller House, 318 N. 5th St.
      11  • Wednesday Book Club discusses Flight Behavior by Barbara Kingsolver, 1 pm, Lower Level, Keokuk Library               
      12  • Free Movie Night featuring Boyhood, 6 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library, 
   sponsored by the KPL Foundation
          • The Poetry Games: Poetry Writing Workshop, 6 - 7 pm, ICN Room, Keokuk Library
  • All City Band Festival, Keokuk Schools, Wright Fieldhouse
      13  • Celtic Storm Irish Dance Program, time TBA, Grand Theatre
      17  • Tri-State Modern Quilt Guild meeting, 7 pm, Art Center, Lower Level, 
   Keokuk Library – National Quilt Month
      18  • Wednesday Afternoon Movie, 2:30 - 4 pm, Round Room, Keokuk Library 
 20/21  • Keokuk Organ Festival & Symposium, Cultural and Entertainment 
   District, Various Locations
      22  • Annual High School Art Competition Awards and Reception, 2 pm, 
   Round Room, Keokuk Library, sponsored by the Keokuk 
   Fine Arts Council 
      24 • Small Garden Spaces, a CBIZ course, 6 - 9 pm, SCC Keokuk Campus, 
   to register call 319-208-5375 
      26  • Open Computer Lab, 5:30 - 7:30 pm, ICN Room, Keokuk Library
      27  • Young Frankenstein the Musical, SCC student production, 7:30 pm, 
   Grand Theatre
      28  • Day Trip to Cedar Rapids: National Czech and Slovak Museum 
   and Library, a CBIZ course, 8 am - 6 pm, pick-up at SCC Keokuk Campus Center, 
   to register call 319-208-5375      
  • Young Frankenstein the Musical, SCC student production, 7:30 pm, Grand Theatre
      29  • Young Frankenstein the Musical, SCC student production, 2 pm, Grand Theatre

28

In order to add an event to this calendar, contact Carole Betts at 
carole@courtyardbookstore.com.  

To advertise in the Confluence, please contact Sandy Seabold
at artworks1221@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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“I suppose it is, typically,” I said.  “And I suppose, too, 
that I know of this Springfield attorney.  Not conventionally 
handsome to be sure, but he compels ones attention as soon 
as he enters a room—and compels ones admiration as soon 
as he speaks.”

“As do I, as do I,” the big man replied.  “At least 
with respect to the 'compelled attention.'  On many 
occasions I have entered any of the dozen or more 
drinking establishments that grace this town only to have 
a hushed silence acknowledge my entering and then a 
scraping of furniture as those attending to me recall a 
sudden appointment elsewhere.  Oh well, 'human life is 
everywhere a state in which 
much is to be endured and 
little to be enjoyed.'”

So that was the second 
time this odd looking and 
even odder speaking officer 
of the law had made a 
statement that concluded with 
a quotation.  It more than a little puzzled me, though the 
original source of these words did not.  My formal education 
in the days before my disgrace had included attendance 
at one of America's most venerable and distinguished 
institutions of higher education.

“Samuel Johnson?” I said, though there really wasn't 
that much of a question in my voice.

“Samuel Jackson, actually” the big man said, thrusting 
his huge right hand through the bars to be shaken by mine. 
“And do you know Samuel Johnson, then, the great English 
lexicographer, essayist, philosopher and poet?” he asked.

Thinking it might hasten my release from jail, so I could 
get back to my drinking, I said, “Yes, indeed I do... A real 
favorite back in my college days.

“Say, listen—I'm sober now, tragically and utterly 
sober,” I went on.  “I don't suppose you could next release 
me from this jail cell?”

“Jail cell?” he said.  “I am reminded that 'being in a ship 
is being in a jail, with the chance of being drowned.'”

“So true,” I replied, “but really all I want to do now is 
drown my sorrows, something I cannot do here.”

“This is true,” he replied, “and I can see where turning 
you loose on one or another of our many drinking 
establishments would positively benefit the community, 
you being such a quiet and peaceful man when under the 
influence of spirituous liquors, and the town so in need of 
fine monies incurred for public drunkenness, but there is 
the small matter of your paying that fine for yesterday's 
entertainment."

“How much?” I interrupted, hoping to be spared 
another lengthy quotation from the great lexicographer.

 “Ah, well, let me see,” Marshall Jackson muttered as 
he withdrew a scrap of paper and a stub of a pencil from 
a coat pocket.  “There's court costs and the, uh, the jail per 
diem, as well as the fine, so, carry the three...  It looks like 
your total is thirty-six dollars and, uh, fifty cents.”

“What!” I cried.  “Why that's more than an honest 
workman can earn in a month!” 29
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“Yes, but do you see any honest workmen sharing the 
cell with you?” he mildly replied.

I gave thought to this—and to my need for a drink to 
stop what felt like a hundred honest workmen hammering 
on the inside of my skull, and allowed as how I might 
easily come up with the money in a week or two if I wrote 
back east to my family for it.  They would gladly pay 
this amount and more—much more—so long as I kept 
at least a half a continent between us.  The marshal and I 
discussed this two week interval at some length, he initially 
proposing that I remain in jail, with costs continuing to 
accrue until such time as the money arrived.

But then he said, “Look here, young man, as it happens 
I could use a smart young 
fellow to accompany me on 
my rounds and take down 
all the clever things that I 
say and do, a sort of Boswell 
to my Johnson, if you will.  
There is no place in our fair 
city's budget for a Boswell, 

so officially you'll be my deputy.  If you agree to accept 
this position, you'll receive, oh, two or three meals a day 
here at the jail and will sleep here at the jail, but not in that 
cell.  It will be needed for others.  The city will also pay you 
three dollars a week, which should cover your drinking 
expenses.”

So, I would have some time for drinking, apparently, 
and maybe someone would shoot me.  Of course, I 
accepted the offer.

II.
Your typical dime novel provides a somewhat 

exaggerated notion of the excitement in law enforcement on 
the American frontier.  A few days after I began my duties 
recording the memorable utterances of Marshal Jackson, 
he unlocked a cabinet that was bolted to the wall near his 
desk while quizzing me on my experience with firearms.  
After acknowledging my utter lack of familiarity with any 
type of firearm whatsoever, he took two from his arsenal 
and explained their uses to me.  The long gun, which he 
called a scattergun, was an excellent defensive weapon.  
He explained that it lacked the range of a rifle but did not 
require much expertise to be used with deadly effectiveness.  
The revolver, he explained, was a Colt Navy Revolver, also 
useful if the man you intend to kill is not much farther 
away than the other side of the street—or the other side 
of a barroom.  “And which is your preference?” I asked 
him.”Ah, my preference,” he said, “has always been to grab 
a miscreant by the scruff of the neck and bang his head up 
against the head of another miscreant whom I have similarly 
lifted just a bit off the floor.”

If I had had any doubts about his ability to do this, 
they were quickly laid to rest that very same evening and 
then every two or three evenings in the weeks that 

So, I would have some time for drinking, 
apparently, and maybe someone would 

shoot me.  Of course, I accepted the offer.



followed.  It was a feat requiring both strength and skill, for, 
as he explained, he had no wish even to addle them, just 
have them regret their recent behavior.

In addition to breaking up barroom brawls, Marshal 
Jackson and I found ourselves dealing with the occasional 
theft, most often of some item of personal property or of 
agricultural produce, actual money being in short supply, and 
of course, domestic disputes, which more often than not, had 
their origin in that same short supply of actual money.

There is one domestic dispute that remains especially 
vivid in my memory.  Down on the riverfront there was a 
very old and decrepit building that, until a fire damaged 
it back in 1849, had been an interconnected row of cabins 
called Rat Row.  The oldest building in town, it had 
started its existence as a fur trading establishment but had 
become in later years marginal housing and then a place 
where “soiled doves” plied their ancient profession. One 
cabin had been saved from the fire and was subsequently 
occupied by a no-account day laborer and wife-beater 
named Simkins.  He was seldom employed because he 
always had to be paired up with another worker in order to 
keep him working and keep him from stealing.  The other 
worker never cared much for these extra duties.

Simkins' wife was a sad, thin woman who stood up for 
him and was the main reason he still got work from time 
to time.  Each time I saw her, her face seemed to express 
conflicting, complicated emotions, some combination of 
dismay, despair and desperate dignity.  Marshal Jackson 
and I visited the Simkins' cabin once or twice each week, 
and each time we came, I had to wince at the new injuries 
her husband had inflicted on Mrs. Simkins.  They were 
both sickening to look at and likely to result in permanent 
damage.  She had started walking with a limp and seemed 
to be hard of hearing—if not deaf—in one ear.  She was not 
yet thirty.

Each time we were called to the Simkins' cabin, it was my 
job to write down the appearance of each of them as well as 
what they said and what Marshall Jackson said.  Sometimes 
Simkins had passed out by the time we arrived, and without 
exception he was drunk.  He always protested his innocence 
or blamed the drink and the misfortunes of his life for his 
wife's injuries.  She always blamed herself, promising to 
change her behavior so that he would no longer have cause 
to hit her.  Marshal Jackson always spoke to her in a soft, 
caring tone of voice that I rarely heard him use otherwise; he 
spoke to Simkins in a voice that would scrape barnacles from 
a ship, looking the man in the eye by holding him against a 
cabin wall several inches from the floor.

Walking back to the jail after my first visit to Rat 
Row I couldn't help but exclaim, “That man is utterly 
contemptible!  Why didn't you at least throw him in jail?” 
leaving unsaid the phrase “the way you did me.”

Not that he missed the implication.  “Ah, no doubt you 
are recalling your own circumstances not so long ago,” he 
said.  “As I recall, on that occasion you were sleeping in 
the street where a horse might have stepped on you.  Mr. 
Simkins gets drunk at home—or manages to get home 
before I get there.”
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“And that is where he beats his wife,” I said.  “Surely he 
can be jailed for that?”

“Surely, he should be, but I cannot act without the 
cooperation of Mrs. Simkins.  The one small scrap of 
dignity she clings to is the fiction that his mistreatment of 
her is private, between her husband and herself.  She can 
still hold her head up in public, even if battered, even as 
she begs a possible employer to hire her husband again.”

I looked at him hesitantly and said, “Perhaps you 
should hold him a bit higher and then let him slip from 
your grip a few times ....”

“It is a thought I have entertained more than once,” he 
replied.  “However, as that inestimable scholar himself has 
said, 'The law is the last result of human wisdom acting 
upon human experience for the benefit of the public.'  I'll 
not break the law to enforce the law.”

When we returned to the jail, Marshal Jackson stepped 
over to his desk to retrieve a small parcel. “This came for 
you,” he said, handing it to me. It was a thick envelope 
from my brother with the words “As requested” written on 
the flap.  Inside there were three blank sheets of paper, and 
inside them, two twenty dollar notes issued by Boston's 
most solid and substantial bank.  I returned the bank notes 
and the paper to their envelope and handed it all to him.

“Here,” I said.  “I believe my debt to the city is now paid 
in full.”

“Indeed,” he replied. “Are you determined to keep 
traveling west yet today?”

“No.  I would like to stay, at least for a while—that is, if 
my position is still available to me.”

“It is,” he said, adding with a smile, “'He is no wise man 
who will quit a certainty for an uncertainty.'”

“Quite true,” I murmured, “but the only certainty is death.”

III.
Another week or two passed before someone stopped 

us on the street to let the marshal and me know that 
Simkins was drunk and threatening to kill his wife.  It 
was a Saturday evening in January, our busiest evening 
of the week, so Marshal Jackson and I were walking from 
one drinking establishment to another, not drinking (to 
my regret) but just standing around, engaging in a bit of 
conversation here and there and being seen by one and all, 
which seemed to have a calming effect on those feeling a 
need to express their frustrations in impulsive violence.

Marshal Jackson turned to me and said, “I'll hurry on 
down to the riverfront while you work your way back to 
the jail where we'll meet for a final tour of Main Street.  Try 
to limit your drinking along the way.”

However, I had no sooner reached the jail than a 
man who had been refreshing himself in a drinking 
establishment located at the most remote western end 
of town came running in saying that the “Hairy Nation” 
had arrived with the intention of drinking their way from 
saloon to saloon, busting up each place before 
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relocating to the next saloon to the east.  There would 
be terrible devastation, and the marshal needed to do 
whatever he could to stop them.  “Wait a minute,” I said.  
“I think you lost me back at the west end of town with 
the words “Hairy Nation.”  With persistent questioning I 
learned that there were men living a county or two to the 
west whose circumstances dictated that they rarely saw a 
barber, rarely shaved and rarely bathed, thus coming to be 
known as the “Hairy Nation.”  They were widely looked 
upon as barely civilized, hard drinking men who had no 
respect for the property or 
the lives of others.
I said that I would leave to 
confront these men in just 
a minute, and that if he 
returned in time, the marshal 
and I would come together.  
Next I used the key he had 
given me to open the gun cabinet and put on the holstered 
Colt Navy Revolver, and then I went to his desk and took 
from it a badge that read “DEPUTY.”  
I had never worn either before.

As I walked toward the west end of town, I thought 
about the likelihood of my survival—and then I thought 
about the book I had found in the desk drawer next to the 
badge I now wore.  It was a book I had watched Marshal 
Jackson read from on numerous occasions, but never 
close enough to read the title.  That title was Familiar 
Quotations, written by a man named John Bartlett.  Back 
east I knew Mr. Bartlett, a brilliant man with a remarkable 
memory who owned the university bookstore in 
Cambridge.  And now I also knew Marshal Jackson's great 
secret, that he was a self-educated man who had never 
had the opportunity to read any more of Dr. Johnson's 
works than the quotations John Bartlett had selected to 
represent him.

And then I was entering the drinking establishment 
where the Hairy Nation waited, no doubt eager to kill me 
and tear up the town. 

The three men I saw standing at the far end of the bar 
looked somewhat less intimidating than I had been led to 
believe.  Yes, they were long haired and bearded, and, yes, 
they had not bothered to bathe since the weather turned 
cold.  They were, all three of them, armed.  In sum, they 
looked little different than many of the men I'd met since 
I had started traveling west several months ago.  Still, 
when one of them saw me, he said loudly “The fun has 
arrived!” and smiled the way I rather imagine a fox might 
smile upon learning that chicken is on the menu.

“Gentlemen,” I said, “I am truly pleased that you 
have traveled to our fair city to have some fun, for we are 
undoubtedly a fun-loving city.  Might I ask what it is you 
like to do for fun?”

“Drinking!” said one.  “Fighting!” said another.  The 
third man nodded, adding “Drinking and fighting.”

“Admirable choices,” I said.  “In fact, I am here to 
guarantee that you will be able to engage in one of these 
two pursuits.

"If it is fighting you want, then I am here to fight with 
you.  I should, however, point out that I am armed, as 
you see, with this Colt Navy Revolver.”  I said this as I 
withdrew the weapon from its holster.  It was, I might add, 
the first time I had ever held it.  “No doubt at least one 
of you should consider how he wants to live the last few 
minutes of his life.  All of you should consider the fact that 
I am clearly a desperate man who will not in the least mind 
dying along with one or two—or even all three of you.

“If, however, it is drinking you want, why then I am 
here to drink with you.  We drink by my rules, though.  

Quiet conversation will 
accompany each round of 
drinks, and I must have the 
honor of buying the first 
round.”

“Okay, let's drink,” 
said one.  “Yeah, we can 
fight later,” said another.  

“Drinking and fighting!” said the third, nodding 
appreciatively.

“And talking,” I said, returning the revolver to its 
holster as the four of us moved to a nearby table and sat 
down.  Each man, as it turned out, had more than one 
interesting story to tell.  None of them, however, had my 
capacity for hard liquor.  After all, drinking had been the 
center of my life for several months, while for them it had 
been merely a brief escape from the drudgery of their lives.

IV.

The story of my evening with the Hairy Nation reached 
Marshal Jackson the next day before I even woke up.  He 
had a good laugh at my unconventional method of law 
enforcement, expressing his preference for knocking heads 
together, but readily conceded that my solution had also 
been effective. He added that he had been strongly tempted 
to knock Simkins' smirking head off, for it seemed as if 
the man was deliberately taunting him with his remarks 
about “correcting” his wife's unsatisfactory behavior. We 
discussed what legal remedies we might resort to but 
concluded that, within the law as written, there were none.

Then, within a day or two, winter came on with a 
vengeance, leaving us with little to do.  Crime, it would 
appear, is positively discouraged by a foot of snow on 
the ground.  Marshal Jackson had the opportunity to get 
caught up on his reading.  I found myself wondering which 
great man's more quotable utterances he would memorize 
next, but with me he still preferred to quote Samuel 
Johnson and still insisted that I record his own more 
quotable statements.  Even so, I found time to take on a bit 
of extra work for pay.  As I had a neat hand and something 
of a reputation for recording what others said, the local 
attorneys began to hire me to transcribe documents.

I also found that I was drinking a bit less than I had 
been, or at least no longer drinking with the object of 
achieving oblivion.  Don't get me wrong:  there 
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were still times, occurring at frequent intervals, when 
I found myself too sad to stay entirely sober.  I began 
carrying a flask that, in turn, would carry me through 
those rough patches of remembered loss combined with 
revulsion at my failure to maintain my family's standards.  
I now wanted to live, but to live in the present only, with no 
memories of who I had been and no hopes regarding who I 
might become.

And then there came an early thaw.  Snow turned to 
slush that refroze at night. A season's load of dog and horse 
droppings reappeared on the streets.  The poorly insulated 
buildings of town—that is to say, most buildings—grew 
enormous icicles as the snow on their roofs went through 
repeated freeze and thaw cycles.  The sky was a dreary 
gray, and I suspect I was not the only person in town 
burdened by persistent sadness.

One morning in early March a ticket agent for one 
of the Mississippi River packet companies with an 
office along the waterfront burst into the outer jail area 
where Marshal Jackson sat reading while I copied out a 
document.  Breathlessly he announced that Simkins was 
dead—murdered!  “Ah, you mean Mrs. Simkins,” Jackson 
responded.  “No, no, it's Mr. Simkins,” the clerk said.  “You 
need to come right away!”

Simkins' body lay just outside the doorway to the 
remnant of Rat Row that had been his residence.  His head 
had been bashed in by a blunt object of substantial size that 
struck him with considerable force.  That blunt object lay 
nearby in the snow:  an icicle of considerable size that had 
been broken off from an eave near the doorway.  The door 
was open at least six inches, and inside we could see Mrs. 
Simkins rocking back and forth and sobbing as she sat in a 
chair next to a rickety looking table.

Marshal Jackson entered ahead of me, knelt beside Mrs. 
Simkins' good ear and spoke softly to her.  I couldn't hear 
what he said, but I heard her reply:  “This is all my fault; I 
did it.” Then he said in a voice loud enough for me to hear, 
“Of course, madam, you have done many things, some of 
which you no doubt regret, but right now I have a mystery 
to solve, and to do so I shall require quiet.”

“But sir,” Mrs. Simkins said, “I am the one who....”
“Madam!” thundered the marshal. “The good people of 

this town have hired me to keep the peace and to see that 
justice prevails when a crime is committed!  How can I do 
this with you caterwauling about who knows what?”

And then to me he said, “I saw a large icicle outside, 
just to the left of the doorway.  Bring it in here to me, if you 
would, please.”

I did as he asked, setting it before him on the table for 
his inspection.  It was still heavily begrimed with the blood 
and strands of hair from the head of the late Mr. Simkins.  
Mrs. Simkins shrank back, shaking her head furiously and 
weeping when she saw it.  Marshal Jackson acted as if she 
weren't even there.

To me he said, “This terrible crime will require us both 
to be steady, calm and attentive to even the most subtle 
clues.  Have you your flask?”

I said that I did, and produced it from the coat pocket 

where I kept it.
“Madam, we will require two glasses,” he said.  “With a 

drink to settle our nerves, the solution to this crime will no 
doubt come to us quickly.”

I agreed, welcoming the possibility of a drink but 
doubting its necessity. 

From me Marshal Jackson took my flask and from Mrs. 
Simkins he took two glass, and into each glass poured a 
generous measure of whiskey.  Then from his own pocket 
he took a large jackknife and said, “It is my preference to 
drink whiskey with a bit of ice.  Will you join me?” and 
then he began chipping away at the massive icicle I had 
brought in.

Both Mrs. Simkins and I looked on in horror as he added 
chips of ice, still slathered with gore, to the two glasses.  “It 
would appear that you will not,” he said, looking at me 
with a smile that seemed somehow sadder even than Mrs. 
Simkins' sobbing, and then he drained the glass nearer to 
him in one great swallow.  Then he smacked his lips and 
said softly, “Justice.  It is an acquired taste.”

Then he turned to Mrs. Simkins and inquired, “Have 
you family living nearby?”  She did not answer at first, 
lost in her sorrow, though her sobbing had nearly stopped.  
“No sir,” she said.  “I have a sister in Saint Louis.”

“Saint Louis will do very well,” said the marshal.  “Let 
us all walk together.  I can now tell you both that I have 
solved this heinous crime, alone, I might add....”and then he 
nodded toward my still unemptied glass.  “Though you, sir, 
will have the honor of recording my solution to this crime.”

We were outside, and Mrs. Simkins and I both turned 
to walk up the hill toward the jail.  “Again I say, let us all 
walk together,” Marshal Jackson repeated as he started 
walking parallel with the Mississippi in a downriver 
direction.  We fell into step with him, listening closely as 
he presented his analysis.

“I have concluded that Mr. Simkins was waylaid at his 
doorstep by a person or persons unknown.  Mr. Simkins 
was known to drink to excess and he was, I believe, a 
man given to other vices, such as gambling.  No doubt 
he became involved with evil companions.  Perhaps he 
cheated in a game of cards.  Perhaps he was all too briefly 
lucky, and won a substantial sum of money.  In any event, 
he was followed home, struck on the head and robbed.”

“Sir,” I said, “can this be the only or best explanation?”
He looked at me and asked, “Did we find any money on 

the man?”
“No, but Simkins rarely....”
The marshal raised a hand for silence.  “What more 

proof could you want?”
By this time we had come to the nearest packet office.  

Marshal Jackson ushered Mrs. Simkins and me through 
the door where the same ticket agent that reported the 
murder sat with a puzzled look on his face.  “This lady 
requires passage to Saint Louis," the marshal said.  "When 
will the next packet be leaving?”  When he was told that 
the scheduled departure was in three and a half hours, 
he added, “She will need to wait here.  See that she is 
undisturbed.”

Continued on Page 33



Then the marshal took from a coat pocket a well 
worn envelope and extracted from it a twenty dollar bill.  
Standing beside him, I could see written on the envelope 
the two words:  “As requested.” He took the ticket, the 
change from the twenty and a second twenty and handed 
all this to Mrs. Simkins.  “Madam,” he said softly while 
leaning in toward her good ear, “for your expenses 
until you are settled in with your sister.  My profound 
sympathies for your loss, and my best wishes for your 
future.  Please believe me that I will see to the disposal of 
your former residence and will provide your late husband 
with a proper burial.”  We left her sitting on a bench in the 
ladies' waiting room, looking out at the river.

V.

A month and a half later Fort Sumter was fired on 
and the war began.  Two or three months later Marshal 
Jackson became Sergeant Jackson, joining Iowa's Seventh 
Infantry Regiment.  Then the city fathers decided it needed 
a regular police force with a chief and several officers.  I 
chose to go to work for one of the town's attorneys full 
time as his clerk, a position I held until the attorney was 
offered an important position in Washington the following 
July.  A month or so later I learned then that a “temperance 
regiment” was forming at a camp near Muscatine and went 
upriver to join it, having stopped drinking the day that 
Simkins was murdered.

It wasn't until later that I learned what happened to 
Sergeant Jackson in the war.  He served with distinction 
at Belmont and at Donelson.  At Shiloh he was in the 
very middle of the battle, at a place that came to be 
called the Hornet's Nest.  He was a big man, and the 
sunken road his regiment fought from offered little 
enough protection even for someone much smaller.  He 
was killed late in the afternoon of April 6th, his body 
subsequently offering some greater protection to several 
of the men who survived.

My own record in the war was less distinguished, 
though I was commissioned an officer and saw action at 
Port Gibson, Champion's Hill and Vicksburg—and then 
later at Sabine Crossroads and then finally at Winchester, 
Fisher's Hill and Cedar Creek.  I was in Savannah when 
the war ended, and on a whim I traveled north to visit the 
home I had left in disgrace so many years before.  There 
I discovered that I had been forgiven by my family, all of 
whom had thought me dead, and that the one I had loved 
so unwisely as to be the cause of my disgrace was dead, a 
victim of cholera.

The war has been over for many years now, and I 
am an old man.  I never married.  When I was young, I 
thought that my beloved's image would always be before 
me, a pale face of accusation.  Instead, that image has 
faded into the shadows; I can no longer see it clearly.  
Instead, when I dream at night it is of that small town in 
Iowa where I lived for most of a year before the war and 
where I learned that I wanted to live.
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