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“So what’s the catch?” I asked.
“No catch.  And nothing illegal, either.”  Boy, I didn’t like 

the way he laughed when he said this.  “Oh, yeah.  You’re 
going to have to relocate, though.”

“Relocate?  Where to?”  I had not been much further west 
than the Hudson River at the time.  The Midwest sounded 
about as strange and foreign to me as the Mideast.

“Hey, you’ll like it,” Frank said.  “It’s a little town just 
outside of Memphis.”

It wasn’t until much later that I learned the Memphis 
Frank was talking about was in Missouri and that the “little 
town” was across the border in one of those Midwestern 
states with all the vowels, nestled on the banks of the 
Mississippi River.

I traveled to this small town in my aging Toyota—and it 
was the trip of at least two lifetimes, especially that final day, 
driving across the endless flatness of central Illinois.  I crossed 
the Mississippi River on a bridge too narrow for me to be 
nervously looking over my right shoulder, but I couldn’t help 
it.  There was this huge dam just upriver from the bridge, and 
I kept picturing it bursting open suddenly, my battered and 
lifeless body being washed all the way down to New Orleans.

Once on solid ground again, my first task was to find the 
store front on Main Street and introduce myself to Emma 
Johnson, the office manager.  Frank told me she’d be working 
for me, but that I was never even to hint at this fact, “Emma 
being kind of a touchy old bat, you know.”  Much later on, 
after Emma and I got to where we could trust each other, we 
discovered that we had each been told the same thing, that she 
had been told I’d be working for her and that she should be 
sure never to mention it.  Another of Frank’s little jokes.

Frank also told me that Emma would fill me in on just 
exactly what kind of business I was getting myself into.  All 
he’d say was that it was a banking services firm, emphasizing 
again that it was “nothing illegal—just low profile.”  I never 
knew anyone else who could laugh so easily at his own jokes, 
jokes that no one else got.

When I walked through the door of the storefront and 
first saw Emma, she looked 
at me appraisingly and said, 
“Good morning, sir.  Are you 
here to make a deposit?”  Her 
look seemed to be saying that 
I probably lacked the means 
to do this.  When I replied, 
“Uh no, I haven’t yet opened 
an account,” I saw the barest 
flicker of a smile play across her 
face.  Then I added, “In fact, 
I’m Dennis Graham.  You must 
be Emma Johnson.  I am, uh, to 
work here.”

“Oh yes,” she said.  “I 
remember Francis phoning me 
about you.  Are you ready to 
start now?”

“Well, yes, I guess I could be, though I’m really going to 
need to find a place to live, get unpacked, all that sort of thing.”
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“There is an efficiency unit upstairs.  Francis told me to 
tell you that it goes with the job.”

“Yes, about that, the job I mean.  I don’t suppose you 
could tell me a bit more about what I… about my duties, I 
mean… and, well, the business.”

“We are equipped to accept deposits here, though most 
of them are shipped in.  As you might expect, recipients are 
scattered all over the country.  The business model Francis 
used is very much like the one used at FedEx.  We’re the 
hub.”

“Hub?  FedEx?  Recipient?  I thought this was some king 
of banking services business.”

“Why, yes, I suppose you might describe it that way.  We 
are one of the larger discount sperm banks in the Midwest, 
though our client list is international.”

“Wait a minute.  What kind of bank did you say this is?”
Well, dear,” Emma said, her smile now considerably 

broader.  “This is a sperm bank, you know, for when a couple 
want to but he can’t…”

“Yes,” I said.  “I get the picture.”

The next day, the baby grand arrived, an entirely suitable 
practice instrument.  The movers put it right in the front 
window, and all of a sudden I found it easy to spend six to 
eight hours a day at work.

I was always the first one to get to work, work being just 
downstairs from the efficiency apartment that did, indeed, 
turn out to be all that I needed or wanted. I’d dress, stroll 
downstairs, check the settings on the large, walk-in freezer, 
start the office coffee pot and bring in the morning paper.  
Emma would arrive about this time and we’d have a cup of 
coffee together.  Then I’d walk down to the post office, get 
the day’s mail and maybe stop for a couple of pastries on 
the way back.  By the time I was back, Emma would be at 
her computer.  Most business correspondence came to us 
electronically or by U.S. Mail, but our shipments in or out 
were packed in dry ice and were shipped through FedEx.  
Emma maintained all our records on the computer; my job 
was to manage the actual physical inventory.
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All in all, it was a pleasant routine.  I still have fond 
memories of those hours in the latter part of the morning 
or the early part of the afternoon when I would be at the 
piano and Emma at the computer.  She always left by mid-
afternoon because she had to look after her grandchildren 
after they got home from school.  That’s when I took a long 
walk before returning to practice alone until early evening.  
When the weather was nice, we’d leave the front door open 
and the music would attract the occasional listener.  But 
no one ever came in. I mentioned this to Frank, not that 
I was looking for any more work, and he pointed out that 
the women—or couples—that were typically our customers 
always wanted the genetic father to be college educated.  Our 
small town had a community college, but somehow putting 
that word “community” into the ad copy managed to make it 
less effective.

“So why didn’t you locate this facility in a college or 
university town?” I asked Frank, but after a short burst of 
laughter, all he’d say was “Sometimes it’s better to be a bit 
harder to find.”

I realized why it was good to be harder to find when 
Emma showed me Frank’s latest ad copy:

	    YOU can have Elvis’s love child! 
Yes, the King himself used to visit our fair small town, 
not far from Memphis, to rest and recuperate after a particularly
vigorous recording session or long weeks on the road. 
While here, he used to visit our fine facility, persuaded that 
more than his music should be shared with posterity.  
His instructions were that this “final gift” to humanity
should not be made available until at least 
twenty-five years after his passing… 

“Look, you can’t get away with this!” I shouted at Frank 
when I finally got him on the phone.  “Every word of is a 
blatant falsehood.  You’ll be sued for everything you’ve got!”

“Dennis, Dennis, you don’t think I’d put this out there 
without running it by legal, do you?  There are lots of people 
named Elvis.  If necessary, our argument will be that genius is 
not genetically transmitted anyway.  But it won’t get that far.  
You need to remember the demographic we’re going after.  
They aren’t college educated; they don’t expect the fathers 
of their children to be college educated; and they don’t go to 
lawyers to settle disputes.”

“So what do they do to settle disputes?  Aren’t you even a 
little worried about THAT?”

“That, Dennis, is why you’re located where you’re located.  
You’re nowhere near the place everyone thinks of when they 
hear the word ‘Memphis.’”

It was less than two weeks later that Darla Faye showed up.
She wore tight blue jeans, the kind of western shirt that 

uses pearlescent snaps rather than buttons, boots made from 
the hide of some exotic creature, and what-is-it-they-call-it, 
a scrunchie to keep her light brown hair in a ponytail.  She 
looked like the kind of girl you’d like to look at again except 
she’s going to have four muscular older brothers and a daddy 
with a shotgun.

It was Emma who interviewed her while I tried to look 
quietly busy, listening to every word but obviously too 

engaged in whatever I was doing to join the conversation.  
Darla Faye told Emma that she had pretty much given up on 
men, but she wanted to be a mama and she also wanted to 
support herself and her baby with her singing.  She wanted to 
arrange for the late, great Elvis to be the daddy and she was 
going to name the baby Elvis if a boy and Elvira if a girl.  In 
other words, she represented just about everything for which 
I have an unaffected scorn, and, I must say, I was shocked to 
see Emma nodding and smiling and agreeing with everything 
Darla Faye said.

“You see,” Darla Faye concluded, “I have been saving 
everything I can from my job at the Piggly Wiggly for the last 
two years to get me started on a singing career in Memphis, 
but I want to have Elvis’s love child, so how much is it going 
to cost me?”

“Well, my dear,” Emma replied, “just how much have you 
managed to save up?”

“When I started looking for this place, I had a little over 
five hundred dollars,” Darla Faye said.  “Some of that’s gone 
now.  I also own my guitar and the pickup truck you see 
parked out front.”

“Let me see…  As it happens, you have much more 
money than you’ll need to become the mother of Elvis’s love 
child.  You see, the King said he wanted his part in all of this 
to be a gift of love, but we have certain administrative and, 
uh, refrigeration costs, so the cost to you will be, um,” and 
she looked at her computer screen as if the answer were on it 
if she squinted hard enough, “Yes, here it is… The cost will be 
$49.95.”

Then Emma sent me back “to take care of the lab work” 
while she filled out all the necessary forms and gave Emma 
some further instructions about becoming pregnant.

Imagine my surprise when I went down to open up the 
next morning and found Darla Faye’s truck still parked 
out front and she waiting on the doorstep.  I invited her in, 
poured her a cup of coffee and told her I’d bring her a pastry 
when I came back from picking up the mail.  She told me that 
she was sticking close by until she was sure the procedure had 
worked.  “You think I’m going to give you fifty of my hard-
earned dollars and not be sure I’m carrying Elvis’s baby, why 
you got another think coming!” she exclaimed.

That’s when Emma arrived, so I left them chatting 
together while I went out for mail and pastries.  When I got 
back, they were still talking, so I brought them each a cup of 
coffee and a cinnamon roll and went over to the piano.  Most 
of an hour later, Darla Faye joined me at the piano.  “Emma 
says she needs to talk to you,” she said.  “Do you mind if I 
play?”

It was not Bach, Beethoven or Brahms I heard as I walked 
back to Emma’s desk, but I have to admit it was played 
competently.  Then Darla Faye began to sing, not Schubert, 
but with a purity of tone and an attention to phrasing that 
made me look back at her again.

Emma told me that she suspected that Darla Faye had 
considerably less than the five hundred dollars she started out 
with, that she knew Darla Faye had spent the night trying to 
sleep in her truck, and that Darla Faye needed a place to stay 
while she had her baby.

“Had her baby!” I exclaimed.  “We just got her pregnant 
yesterday.  She’ll be here for at least nine months!  And just 
what do you mean by ‘a place to stay?’” 24Continued on Page 25
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unsmiling, wearing my old tux, and Darla Faye managing to 
look glamorous even after her pregnancy became obvious.

So I was more than a little startled when Darla Faye 
announced to the crowd at the tavern that this evening’s 
performance would be her last.  She explained that her baby 
was due shortly and that as soon afterwards as possible she 
and little Elvis (the baby’s sex having been determined) 
would be “paying their respects to his daddy” and that then 
she would be continuing her career “right there in Memphis.”

I hadn’t realized that she’d actually be leaving soon.  I had 
come to enjoy my routine, even the part that took me into this 
rather seedy tavern.  I didn’t tell her this when we got back to 
our place on Main Street, but I did ask her if I might come 
along with her, as her accompanist.

“Mr. Graham,” she said rather frostily, “I have been alone 
in the world for some time now, and I’ve gotten to be pretty 

good at taking care of 
myself.  I overheard 
what you told Emma, 
and you’re right:  I 
have no daddy with a 
shotgun, and I have no 
big brothers to protect 
me.  But this has not left 
me without principles.  
I would not dream of 
being accompanied 
across state lines by 
a man that I am not 
married to—or at least 
engaged to.”

I didn’t know whether 
to explain that I meant 
only to accompany 
her on the piano or to 

apologize to her for that crack about her lack of a father or 
brothers.  Then I noticed her smile and thought about her 
words and asked her a question instead.

Elvis was born two weeks later, but before he was born 
Darla Faye and I were married.  Within a month, the three 
of us were on our way to Memphis—that is, the big one at 
the western edge of Tennessee.  Darla Faye has been even 
more successful that we had dared hope.  Even my own 
career hopes have been surpassed in ways I would have 
never expected.  I am still Darla Faye’s accompanist, sitting 
at my piano in my well-worn tuxedo, trying hard not to 
smile.  My look of solemnity has become an expected part 
of our act.  Darla Faye’s bright smile and ready laugh are big 
enough for both of us.  Also, having become somewhat better 
known, I am now receiving many more invitations to play 
classical music with regional orchestras and at colleges and 
universities.

You know, back when I was in college I had a roommate 
who was Jewish.  He once told me that to be considered a Jew 
you had to have a mother who was a Jew.  Your father could 
be Jewish or not, but if your mother was a Jew, then you were 
a Jew.  It was a matter of certainty, he concluded.  Well, our 
modern technology has turned this principle on its head.  
Darla Faye thinks that her baby is Elvis’s love child, but I 
know he is not.  I am his father.
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“I have already offered her a part-time job, covering the 
phone during the late afternoon when I’m gone.  Francis 
has given his approval.  There’s a sofa in the break room in 
the back, and a sink.  The EPA said we needed a shower in 
the lab, even though nobody ever mixes any chemicals, so 
we have one.  Of course, these accommodations are hardly 
suitable for a young lady, but…”  And then she looked at me 
expectantly.

I moved out of the efficiency apartment later that same 
afternoon, and Darla Faye moved in.

And so I settled into yet another daily routine. 
I was no longer the first one up and about at our facility.  

Darla Faye had gotten herself a job at the pastry shop, so she 
was always up at some ungodly hour and then off to work 
well before dawn.  I would still get up fairly early, but now 
from that lumpy old 
couch in the back room 
that no one had been 
using anyway.  I also still 
made the morning run 
to the post office, and 
then stopped for pastries 
on the way back.  Darla 
Faye always smiled 
broadly when I came into 
the shop, but then she 
did that for everyone.  
It seemed as though 
business had really 
picked up at the pastry 
shop, and I suspect she 
was largely responsible.  
We agreed that I would 
practice in the latter 
part of the morning, while she would practice in the early 
afternoon.  After a while, these two practice sessions began to 
overlap.  I would accompany her while she sang.  Of course, 
she also accompanied herself on the old Gibson guitar her 
daddy had left behind when he had deserted her and her 
mother, the first of her disappointments with men.  It was sad 
to learn about how hard her life had been, but, as I confided 
to Emma later, I was relieved to learn that Darla Faye was an 
only child—no hulking big brothers, you see—and, as far as 
that goes, no father with a shotgun.

Late afternoons, Darla Faye was in charge of getting 
the phone, while I dealt with FedEx and kept the inventory 
records current. Neither job required all of our time, so 
we either made more music or talked.  About once a week, 
though, Emma asked Darla Faye to come with her and help 
take care of the grandchildren, and then Darla Faye started 
birthing classes, and Emma was her coach.  I didn’t mind 
their going off together, though it seemed awfully quiet after 
they’d gone.

Once or twice a week, Darla Faye performed at a local 
tavern.  I guess I did, too.  At first I went along because I 
thought she might need protection from some of the tavern’s 
less gentlemanly customers, but she seemed to have a gift 
for getting such men to back off and yet still leave a tip 
in her jar.  So, I began to accompany her on the piano, a 
barely adequate, stained and scarred upright that had been 
in this tavern for the last fifty years.  We became an act, me, 

sketch by Mike Starr



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 
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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
• Harrington’s Restaurant
• Jet’s Palace
• Lud’s Restaurant
• Lumpy’s Tap & Grill
• River City Café
• Shifters Grinders
• Subway
• The Cellar
• The 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
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April
      1  		• Opera Iowa, Keokuk Fine Arts Council, 1:00 pm & 7:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
		 • Premier Sound and Light Show, 8:00 pm - midnight,  Southside Boat Club
		 • Class Act Karaoke every Friday 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
      2		 • Low Fire Glazing Class, 10:00 am - noon, Keokuk Art Center Studio
		 • Rock Steady Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
		 • The Jeff Page Band, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, L-Treyns Bar, 1108 Main St.
      4		 • Tri- State Woodcarvers, 7:00 pm, open meeting, Keokuk Library Lower Level
		 • Jazz & Chili Band Concert, 5:30 pm, Keokuk High School
      5		 • Illustrating Children’s Books by Kathy Marlin, 7:00 - 9:00 pm, 
			  Keokuk Art Center Studio
      6		 • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
      7		 • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • “In the Shadow of the Raven” with Duffy Hudson as Edgar Allan Poe, 
			  7:00 - 8:00 pm, Keokuk Public Library Round Room, sponsored by the
			  KPL Foundation
      8		 • A Steak House Dinner, Liz Clark Cooking School, 6:00 pm, 1460 Walnut St., 
			  Hamilton, IL
      9  		• Earth Day Clean-Up, 8:30 am, Rand Park
		 • Low Fire Glazing Class, 10:00 am - noon, Keokuk Art Center Studio
		 • Write This Down & Sent By Ravens Bands, 7:00 pm, Common Grounds,
			  River City Mall
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 8:00 pm - midnight, Southside Boat Club
		 • Rollin’ on the River fundraiser featuring the King Benny Blues Band, 8:00 pm, 
			  Southside Boat Club
		 • Crazy Horse Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     10		 • Cake Workshop, Liz Clark Cooking School, 1:30 pm, 
			  1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL
     12		 • “Theodore Roosevelt, the Rough Rider President,” 
			  with Darrel Draper, 7:00 pm, Keokuk Public 
			  Library Round Room, sponsored by the 
			  Lee Co. Historical Society
		 • French Bread Baking, Liz Clark Cooking School, 
			  4:30 pm, Hy-Vee
     13		 • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk 
			  Library Round Rm
     14		 • 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
		 • Carry It On: A Musical Legacy, Dessert & Movie, 7:00 pm,
			  Keokuk Art Center Studio
     16 		• Impact Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
		 • April in Paris, Liz Clark Cooking School, 9:30 am, 1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL
     20		 • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     21		 • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • A Fabulous Easter Dinner, Liz Clark Cooking School, 10:00 am, Hy-Vee
     23		 • Raeann School of Dance Competition, 9:00 am, The Grand Theatre
		 • Rock-N-Roll Revival Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
		 • Jeff Page Band, 8:00 pm - midnight, Southside Boat Club
		 • 80’s night, 10:00 pm - 2:00 am, L-Treyns Bar, 1108 Main St.
     27		 • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
     28		 • Preschool Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • “Lincoln, the Animal Himself,”  by Duane Taylor, 7:00 pm, Keokuk Library Lower
			  Level, sponsored by the Lee County Historical Society
     29		 • Dailey & Vincent Concert, Keokuk Tourism, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
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     30		 • Lee Co. Veteran’s Project Ceremony, 9:00 am, Oakland Cemetery
		 • 24th Annual Civil War Reenactment, 10:00 am - 4:00 pm, Rand Park
		 • Military Ball with Vintage Brass Band of 
			  Springfield Illinois, 7:30 pm, 
			  Keokuk Catholic School Gym
		 • HWY 99 Country Band, 8:00 pm - midnight, 
			  Southside Boat Club 
		 • Love Junkie Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 
			  600 Main St. 		

May
      1		 • Pancake Breakfast, 7:00 am - 11:00 am, Rand
			   Park Shelter House
		 • Memorial and Worship Service, 9:30 am, 
			  Keokuk National Cemetery	
		 • 24th Annual Civil War Reenactment, 12:00 - 4:00, Rand Park
      2		 • Tri-State Woodcarvers, 7:00 pm, open meeting, Keokuk Library Lower Level
      3		 • “Edgar Allan Poe,” by Duane Taylor, 7:00 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm,
			  sponsored by the KPL Foundation
      4		 • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
      5		 • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
      6		 • “Chicago,” Great River Players, 8:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
      7		 • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
		 • “Chicago,” Great River Players, 8:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
		 • Kentucky Derby Party & Jeff Page Band, The Southside Boat Club
		 • Wild, Wild West Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
      8		 • “Chicago,” Great River Players, 2:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
     10		 • Seafood Workshop, Liz Clark Cooking School, 4:30 pm, Hy-Vee
     12		 • 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	
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     13		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     14		 • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
		 • Keokuk Garden Club Annual Plant Sale, 7:00 am - noon, Estes Park 
		 • Springtime Grilling - Planked Salmon, Liz Clark Cooking School, 9:30 am,
			  1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL
		 • Bitter Pill Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
		 • Jarred Harnes, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, L-Treyns Beer Garden, 1108 Main St.
     15		 • Unlimited Dance and Tumbling Recital, 2:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
		 • Great Burgers, Liz Clark Cooking School, 1:30 pm, 1460 Walnut St.,
			  Hamilton, IL
     16		 • KHS Spring Concert, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
     19		 • After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main
     20		 • Madd Hoss Jackson, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, L-Treyns Beer Garden, 1108 Main St.
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     21		 • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
		 • Top Hatter Dance Recital, 6:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
		 • Love Junkie Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     23		 • “An Evening with President and Mrs. Lincoln” 
			  Dinner Theatre, 6:30 pm, Meyer’s Courtyard
     24		 • Keokuk Civil War Symposium, 9:00 am - 3:30 pm, 
			  Meyer’s Courtyard
     26		 •  After-school movie, 3:20 pm, Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     27		 • Raeann School of Dance Recital, The Grand Theatre
		 • Annual Back Alley Bandfest, 6:00 - 9:00 pm, Various 
			  Locations in the Cultural and Entertainment District
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     28		 • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
		 • Raeann School of Dance Recital, The Grand Theatre
		 • Crazy Horse Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     29		 • Memorial Day Service, Keokuk National Cemetery
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In order to add an event to this calendar, contact Carole Betts at carole@courtyardbookstore.com.  Updates will be 
made semi-monthly.  To advertise in the Confluence, please contact Bill Vandersall at 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. 30

June
       1 		• First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
       2		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
       3		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
       4		 • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
		 • Glenda’s School of Dance Recital, 6:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
		 • Impact Band, 9:00 pm, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St.
		 • The Gibbs Brothers and former lead singer of Motley Crue, John Corabi, 
			  L-Treyns Beer Garden, 1108 Main St.
       5		 • 3rd Annual Musicians Memorial Concert, Victory Park
       6		 • Tri-State Woodcarvers, 7:00 pm, open meeting, Keokuk Library Lower Level
  6-10		• Week-long Italian Intensive, Liz Clark Cooking School, 9:30 am, 
			  1460 Walnut St., Hamilton, IL
       7		 • “The Four Poster,” GRP’s Building Fund Dinner Theatre, Meyer’s Courtyard
       8		 • Celebration Belle Day Long Cruise from Keokuk to Hannibal, 
			  Hubinger Landing Departure     
       9		 • Free Movie Night, 6:00 pm, Keokuk Library Round  Rm,
			  sponsored by the KPL Foundation	
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     10		 • Top Hatters Fort Madison Dance Recital, 7:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     11		 • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
     		 • Top Hatters Fort Madison Dance Recital, 7:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
     12		 • Top Hatters Fort Madison Dance Recital, 2:00 pm, The Grand Theatre
     14		 • French Dinner Party, Liz Clark Cooking School, 4:30 pm, Hy-Vee
     16		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     17		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     18		 • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
		 • Keokuk Garden Club Tour, Various Locations TBA
		 • Summer Pasta Workshop, Liz Clark Cooking School, 9:30 am, 1460 Walnut St.
			  Hamilton, IL
		 • “Night at the Acropolis” 
			  Main Street Keokuk, Inc.
			  Fun & Fundraiser, 
			  6:30 pm, North 6th St.
     19		 • Estes Park Concert, 4:00 - 6:00 pm
			  5th and Main Streets
     23		 • “Mark Twain 100 Years Later,” 
			  with Dave Ehlert, 7:00 pm, 
			  Keokuk Library Round Rm
		 • Trick Stamp Band, C.A.R.S.
			   Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     24		 • “Dear Edwina, Jr.,” GRP’s
			  Marilyn Hart Children’s Theatre, The Grand Theatre
		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
     25		 • Farmers Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
		 • “Dear Edwina, Jr.,” GRP’s Marilyn Hart Children’s Theatre, 
			  The Grand Theatre
		 • Money Shot, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, L-Treyns Beer Garden, 1108 Main St.
     30		 • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.

Save the date ...
		 July 17, August 21, and September 18 • Estes Park Concerts, 4:00 - 6:00 pm 
		 July 18 - 22 •  Week-long French Intensive, Liz Clark Cooking School, 
			  1460 Walnut Street, Hamilton, Illinois
		 July 22, 23, & 24 •  “The Wiz,” GRP’s Summer Youth Theatre, 
			  The Grand Theatre
		 October 17 • Simon Estes Concert, 7:00 pm, The Grand Theatre

mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com
mailto:billshay@q.com



