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Remembering Schouten’s Bakery
One day in winter, as I came home, my mother, seeing that I was cold, offered 

me some tea, a thing I did not ordinarily take. I declined at first, and then, for no 
particular reason, changed my mind. She sent out for one of those short, plump little 
cakes called ‘petites madeleines,’ which look 
as though they had been molded in the fluted 
scallop of a pilgrim’s shell. And soon, me-
chanically, weary after a dull day with the 
prospect of a depressing morrow, I raised to 
my lips a spoonful of the tea in which I had 
soaked a morsel of the cake. No sooner had 
the warm liquid, and the crumbs with it, 
touched my palate, a shudder ran through my 
whole body, and I stopped, intent upon the 
extraordinary changes that were taking place. 
An exquisite pleasure had invaded my senses, 
but individual, detached, with no suggestion 
of its origin. And at once the vicissitudes of 
life had become indifferent to me, its disasters 
innocuous, its brevity illusory—this new 
sensation having had on me the effect which 
love has of filling me with a precious essence; 
or rather this essence was not in me, it was 
myself. I had ceased now to feel mediocre, 
accidental, mortal. Whence could it have come 
to me, this all-powerful joy? I was conscious 
that it was connected with the taste of tea and 
cake, but that it infinitely transcended those 
savors, could not, indeed, be of the same na-
ture as theirs. Whence did it come? What did it 
signify? How could I seize upon and define it?

   — Marcel Proust,  Remembrance of  Things Past

Often the most vivid memories are those that engage several senses. Ask 
 someone for a favorite memory from long ago, and chances are the descrip-

tion of this memory will engage several of your senses.  Ask this same person 
what initiates this favorite memory, and the answer is likely to be the smells or 
the tastes of that distant moment repeated in the present.  It is for this reason 
that the bakeries of Keokuk, all of them, from the very first to the most recent, 
are so important in the history of our town.

Undoubtedly, the Keokuk bakery that has been responsible for the great-
est number of these special memories is Schouten’s Bakery, located on Main 
Street from the early 1870s until the late 1940s, with other Keokuk branches 
for a part of this time.

Of course, Schouten’s was not Keokuk’s first bakery.  At least two were 
located here in the years before the Civil War, and more than a half a dozen 
were listed in city directories during the 1860s.  Some did not last that long, 
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In 1924, Schouten’s Bakery, Inc. published a small 
booklet touting the virtues of  bread.
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their owners either moving on to another community or staying on in 
Keokuk but operating some other kind of business.

Henry Schouten first appears in a city directory in 1871, where he is 
listed as a laborer.  By 1873 he is listed as a baker, his bakery located on 
Main Street between 12th and 13th Streets.  There are three other bakeries 
in Keokuk at this time, a number that will grow to eight by the late 1870s.  
By this time, his bakery is at the corner of 11th and Main Streets, the sec-
ond location of the principal Schouten’s bakery.  Jacob Schouten is listed 
as a clerk and Martin Schouten as a baker, all three Schoutens living and 
working at the same address.

By the early 1880s the 
Schouten family has grown 
larger and Jacob has formed a 
partnership with W.J. Ruddick 
for the manufacture of crack-
ers at 10th and Johnson Streets.  
Martin, Nicholas and Richard 
Schouten are all listed as living 
with Henry Schouten at 1100 Main Street. 

In the early 1890s ownership of the bakery appears to have passed to 
Nicholas, although Henry, Jacob and Martin are all listed as bakers work-
ing at N. Schouten & Co. with their homes now scattered around the city.  
Richard is also listed as a baker but does not appear to be working for 
Nicholas.  This changes later in the decade, when Mrs. Richard Schouten 
is the manager of a branch bakery of N. Schouten & Co, living and work-
ing at 702 High Street.  Her husband Richard is listed as a driver.  In the 
1896-1897 directory a half a dozen Schoutens are separately listed, all 
working for N. Schouten & Co.  The bakery is at 1000 Main Street, and 
Schouten Hall, no doubt upstairs, is available for rental.

In the early twentieth century several interesting changes take place.  
The 1903-1904 city directory has no listing for Nicholas Schouten or for 
N. Schouten & Co.  Schouten’s Bakery is still at 1000 Main Street, with a 
branch at 702 High Street, but now Jacob Schouten is listed as the man-
ager for both.  Fannie Schouten is listed as the widow of Martin.  She lives 
with her daughter Antoinette, who is a stenographer for H.S. Howell and 
Son, attorneys.  A Henry R. Schouten is listed.  He appears to be the son 
of Richard Schouten, still a driver for the bakery.  The name of Richard’s 
wife is now given: Kate L. Schouten.  A Hubert Schouten is also listed.  
He appears to be Jacob Schouten’s son.

Continued from Page 1
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Within the next ten years, a younger generation of Schoutens is prominently listed in 
city directories.  In 1912 Jacob is still the manager for the Schouten’s Bakery, now located 
at 1000-1002 Main Street, with the branch still at 702 High Street.  He and his wife Ida live 
at 1302 Timea Street and appear to have several grown children.  One of them, Hubert, is 
now married and living at 1211 Des Moines Street.  The others, Chester, Ralph and Verna, 
all still live at 1302 Timea.  In 1912 Richard and Kate Schouten own a grocery store at 1529 
Johnson Street and have several grown children, two still living with them: Georgia, a stenog-
rapher at the Keokuk Savings Bank, and Jennie.  Their son Henry R. Schouten is a baker at 
Schouten’s Bakery.

Schouten’s Bakery becomes a corporation in 1914.  Its motto is “Oldest because best.”  
The 1915 directory lists Jacob as president, Ralph as first vice president, Chester as second 
vice president and Hubert as the secretary-treasurer.  Ralph and Chester trade positions by 
1920.  Richard Schouten passed away the year before this, in 1919.  His widow, Kate, lives at 
218 North 16th Street with their daughter, Georgia, who continues to work at the bank.

When Jacob passes away in the mid-1920s, it is Hubert who succeeds him as the president 
and treasurer of Schouten’s Bakery, Inc.  Hubert and Irene have moved to 925 North 14th 
Street.  Doris M. Schouten is listed as living with them in 1929.  The first vice president 
and secretary of the corporation is Chester Schouten.  He and his wife Mayme live at 921 
Exchange Street.  Ralph remains the second vice president.  He and his wife Ethel live at 928 
Franklin Street.  Henry R. Schouten, whose wife is Florence, has his own bakery at 711 Main 
Street.  Georgia C. Schouten works as a cashier at South West Box Company, which seems 
to have been a part of the Iowa Fiber Box Company, the firm that becomes Hoerner Box 
in the late 1940s.  Ida Schouten, Jacob’s widow, continues to live at 1302 Timea Street with 
MarScine, most likely a daughter.

During the Depression years, 
Schouten’s Bakery reduces the size 
of its display ad in city directories 
and now uses the motto “There is 
no substitute for  quality.”  Hubert 
has a  significant interest in bank-
ing, as well as the bakery.  He had 
earlier become an officer in the 
Keokuk Loan & Building Asso-
ciation and in 1933 is listed as a vice 
president at the  Security State Bank. 
Helen M. Schouten is listed as liv-
ing with her parents, Chester and 
Mayme Schouten, as is Marion and 
 Geraldine Schouten, most likely her 
younger brother and sister.  MarScine 
Schouten is listed as a teacher in 
the early 1930s; Doris Schouten 
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A card postmarked August 29, 1910, features 
a photo of Schouten’s Bakery at 1000 Main  
with several family members standing out 
front.   The back reads:  “Your order for Friday 
Sept 2 received – same will be shipped as 
ordered.”  The card was sent to M.J.Powers 
in Drakesville, Iowa, a small town in Davis 
County, northwest of Bloomfield.

Continued on Page 4
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also becomes a teacher in the late 1930s. Ralph Schouten passes away in the 1930’s, and his 
wife Ethel moves into the Hotel Iowa.

During the 1940s Hubert and Chester continue to divide the corporate offices for 
Schouten’s Bakery, Inc.  Chester and Mayme move to 919 Rand Park Terrace and more 
Schouten children become old enough to be listed in city directories.  Jean is listed as a 
student living with Hubert and Irene.  John is listed as a student living with Chester and 
Mayme.  Henry R. Schouten is back to working at Schouten’s Bakery, where he is a fore-
man.  He and his wife Florence continue to live at 302 North 16th Street.

By the early 1950’s Schouten’s Bakery is no more.  Hubert Schouten has been elected the 
mayor of Keokuk.  The only other Schoutens who are listed as working in 1951 are Georgia 
C. Schouten, the assistant secretary-treasurer at the Hoerner 
Corporation, and Henry R. Schouten, who is a baker at Pearl 
Wendel’s Pastry Shop, 519 Main Street.  Schoutens will con-
tinue to be listed in city directories until well into the 1970s.

As you can see, directory research provides limited results.  
It will tell you who lived where and with whom, but not what 
their relationships were.  It tells you what people did for a liv-
ing but not how they got along.  It cannot tell you what people 
cared about or believed in.  It tells you the location of homes 
and businesses, but it does not say what those places looked 
like, sounded like or smelled like.  It will not describe for you 
the taste of the bread they baked.

We would like you to share your memories of Keokuk 
bakeries, confectioneries and doughnut shops with our readers.  
Since the Confluence is now on line, responses from readers 
can even appear in the same issue as the article that generates 
the responses.  If you have a favorite memory of a visit to a 
bakery or a doughnut shop, send it to us in an email.  There 
may be a delay of several days before we can post it as one of 
what we hope will be a dozen or more cherished memories.  
We are especially hopeful of adding in a memory or two of 
Schouten’s Bakery, but all bakery memories, recent or old, 
will be greatly appreciated.  Send your bakery memories to 
downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net.  In order to read current 
postings, click here to go to bakerymemories.  

Continued from Page 3

Schoutens Bakery issued several tokens over the years, 
usually good for 5¢ in trade.  Notice, however, that the token 
at the top of those pictured here is good for 8 1/3¢ –
i.e., one-third of a quarter.  Perhaps bread was three loaves 
for a quarter then, but many customers preferred to buy just 
one loaf at a time. 
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Artwork is cropping up at SCC! The SCC Art Collectors Club was established to develop
 a permanent art collection - with a focus on Iowa artists or artists with an Iowa connec-

tion - for the education and enjoyment of our students, employees and public. A group of 
12 artists and art collectors – including our art faculty – came together in December 2008 
to form the Club and have spent the past year and a half developing guidelines and bylaws 
and cultivating donations. Before the Club was formed, the College already owned a num-
ber of fine pieces, but most were displayed in administrative offices. To meet the mission of 

the Club, the members decided that it was important to 
display the existing collection as well as new donations out 
where they can be seen and enjoyed.

Starting in August, SCC maintenance staff began 
hanging the artworks with security hardware in locations 
identified by the Club members. The descriptor tags will 
soon follow, with an online catalog listing and self-guided 
“tour” still to come.

 Donations have been received of works by Martha 
Johnstone, Suzanne Messer, David Garrison, Kent Kelly, 
Ulfert Wilke, Jane Thode Walsh, Joan Walsh, James Walker 
Henry, Bonny Thayer, Neal Petry, John Weyl, Scott Ken-
nedy, John Bybee, Cathleen Gordon, Shirley Blivens, and 
Len Everett. Work by Johnstone, Messer and Petry will 
hang at the Keokuk Campus.

 These are but a few of the interesting pieces you will 
see going up around SCC. More contributions are in the 
works, including work from our own students. If you 
know of an Iowa artist, an artist with an Iowa connec-
tion (we can be VERY flexible!), or an art collector 
who may be interested in contributing a piece or a 
whole collection, please contact SCC Exec. Dir. of 
Institutional Advancement Becky Rump at 319.208.5065. 
Meanwhile, be on the lookout for new art work all 
around the college district.
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One hundred years ago, construction 
on the Mississippi River dam at Keokuk 
began.  It was to be the largest dam 
in the world and quickly became one 
of the greatest tourism destinations 
in the Midwest.  Tens of thousands of 
postcards picturing the dam under 
construction were mailed to friends and 
family back home.  For the next three 
years, the length of time it took to build 
the Keokuk Dam, we will be sending 
our readers century-old postcards to 
commemorate this chapter in 
Keokuk’s history.

Art everywhere!
 by Becky Rump
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After celebrating an impressive twentieth anniversary last November, the 
 Keokuk Art  Center announced this week that plans are underway for the 

21st Annual Festival of Trees and Gifts. In an effort to coordinate the event 
with Main Street Keokuk’s holiday activities, festival committee members 
have selected “The Sounds of Christmas” as the official theme for the 
2010 festival.

The Keokuk Art Center’s first Festival of Trees was held on Thanksgiv-
ing weekend in 1989, a few months after the Center had moved into its 
new location in the Keosippi Mall. Inspired by a similar event that had been 
held for several years in the Quad Cities, the festival was organized by Alice 
Bowers and Mary C. Larson. The evening featured a buffet prepared by Art 
Center members, as well as an auction of eight full-sized Christmas trees 
that had been designed and donated by local artists and businesses. Alice 
had designed a symbol for the event which featured three stylized evergreen 
trees, and board member, Ruth Raney, sent the logo to an acquaintance in 
Rockford, Illinois, who manufactured the design into small hand-painted 
wooden ornaments.

As the years passed, the Festival of Trees grew to become more than a 
fund raising activity for Art Center supporters. It became the inaugural com-
munity celebration for the holiday season often catering to 250-300 guests. 
Due to the ever increasing crowds, the gala was eventually moved out of the 
Art Center and into the mall’s common area where it was held for fifteen 
years. When the Art Center left the mall in 2005, new locations for the Fes-
tival were explored. The newly refurbished Hotel Iowa was a perfect venue 
but proved to be too small, so for the past several years the Festival of Trees 
has been held in the conference room at the Holiday Inn Express.

After twenty years the community’s enthusiasm for the event continues 
to expand. Several years ago the title was changed to “The Festival of Trees 
and Gifts” and since that time the number of entries has grown annually to 
nearly one hundred items, many of which are handcrafted by area artists and 
donated to the festival in support of the Keokuk Art Center’s programs and 
activities.

Each year in mid-August invitations are sent to area individuals and busi-
nesses announcing the current theme and outlining the requirements for entries. New entries 
are always welcome and anyone interested in participating may call the Keokuk Art Center 
at 319-524-8354 for details. This year’s gala is scheduled for 7:30 pm on Saturday, 
November 21 at the Holiday Inn Express.
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Art Center’s Festival of  Trees & Gifts returns
 by Tom Seabold
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I         recently walked into the Keokuk Chamber of Commerce office and was greeted by a sign 
depicting Keokuk and why it “rocks.” While this sign is a reasonably attractive piece of 

poster art, I was more than a little disappointed to see only the faces of 
a few young men from a local cover band on the poster. It’s not that I 
don’t like cover bands or that I don’t like this cover band. Cover bands 
are great because they keep the classics alive, but if you really want to 
know why Keokuk rocks, it is because of its local original musicians. 
Keokuk has a wide variety of musicians that write all original work. I’m 
talking about bands and artists like Nalani Proctor, Siva, Bryce Zirkel, 
McFoley, Johnny Applesauce, and Henry Gets Ideas, just to name a 
few. In the past Keokuk has been home to many talented musicians 
and so many great bands. It has also had a scene and a venue, Music @ 
the Mall, dedicated to our musical underground. 

 About seven to ten years ago, an uprising of new, young music 
started transforming the local music scene. The local high school 
erupted with bands like Handbook for the Recently Deceased, Guraja, 
and Expect Nothing. It wasn’t long before our scene was even more 
dramatically changed with the introduction of such outside bands as 
Renae, Red Beard Conspiracy, and Burry the Ocean. All of these newer 
bands brought together a mix of hard core, post core, grind core and 
alternative, a combination that came alive in Keokuk.  The energy was 
awe-inspiring! A young group of music lovers began coming to every 
show and making it known that we had something fresh, original, and 
quite special making and loving music in Keokuk. We had created some-
thing bigger than any of us separately could have envisioned! Every show 
was like our own Woodstock. Today there is no longer just one venue for 
our music; instead, the many places for our new music are ever chang-
ing, with new bands and kids and trends and causes, so that the one 
thing that stays the same is our love of the music and the musicians. 

Dear city of Keokuk, if you want to book great bands, look no 
farther than your own back yards, gazeboes, park shelter houses, 
garages, and basements. Go to MySpace, Facebook, or even Reverb 
Nation and search within Keokuk. It’s time we showcased what kind 

of creativity we have in Keokuk. To stay informed on shows and local artists, become a fan 
of Alice Reporting! on Facebook. But this call out isn’t just to showcase current bands, I also 
want to encourage new bands. If you play an instrument, if you love to sing or scream, if 
you are musically oriented please start creating. There will always be room for new music in 
Keokuk and we always want to hear it.
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Keokuk’s music scene
 by Emily Seabold
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f o u n d a t i o n    

The Free  
Tenors  

Concert

Terry Strother, Roger Hatteberg, and Tim Ahern
Leigh Pirtle, accompanist

Ticket includes eligibility for the door  
prize drawings. $50 and $40 tickets include 

pre-concert hors d’oeuvres and wine at  
Mr. Lucky’s, 528 Blondeau, at 6:00 p.m.

Concert: 
The Grand, 26 N. 6th, Keokuk, 7:00 p.m. 

$50 General Public,  
$40 SCC Employees & Guest, 
$10 Students through college. 

All Seats Reserved.

Tickets available from Julie Glasgow at  
319-208-5062 or jglasgow@scciowa.edu.

Concert proceeds benefit the SCC Foundation.

The Grand Theater
Friday, Nov. 19, 2010

mailto:jglasgow@scciowa.edu
email:jglasgow@scciowa.edu
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A s near as I can tell, our big band first got together around 1975 in Macomb.  It was called
 the “Pace Band” back then, since it played at the old Pace Hotel (now long gone).  The 

book mostly belonged to Bob and Doug Boyd, and was fronted by Rob Fund.  Rob later 
moved to the Chicago area, and Bob and Doug continued the band.  After they tore down 
the Pace Hotel to make the new “Change of Pace” club, the band continued on at Tom’s 
Cafe on the square.  Big crowds followed the band to Tom Carper’s bar.  Later, Tom be-
came mayor of Macomb and the bar changed management and changed the name to just 
“The Cafe” (a logical change).  Business began to wane and eventually the owners thought 
it wasn’t worth their money to have all those musicians playing for unlimited free beer so 
restricted it to two free domestic beers per musician.  This didn’t make for very happy musi-
cians and eventually the Macomb venture ran out of gas.  An end to some great music and 
even greater parties after the gigs.

My memory is a bit hazy 
of the years that followed, but 
I think the band took a hiatus, 
and re-emerged in Ft. Madison 
using basically the same book 
we use now that belongs to Ray 
Rutter.  The band continued to be 
run by Doug Boyd and played at 
the Outside Inn restaurant in Ft. 
Madison.  I think this band lasted 
a year or two and then also ran out 
of steam.

The next group I remember 
came to life in Quincy, was run 
by Doug Boyd, and used the 
original charts that belonged to 
Bob and Doug.  Doug named it 
the “Big River Swing Machine,” we all bought green shirts, and the band played at various 
places around Quincy – O’Griff ’s, Tony’s Old Place, the Holiday Inn – and did some gigs 
in Rushville, the hometown of Doug and Bob.  The band at that time had a killer trombone 
section, featuring Bob Havens and Craig Buck.  Doug Boyd, the front man and drummer, 
died unexpectedly and the band continued on under the leadership of Steve Parke for a year 
or two until he got burned out with the ordeal of running the band. 

The idea for another band (the present one) came about when three musicians--Woodie 
Brassil, Scott Thompson, and Craig Bullis--said “why not?” and talked Ray Rutter into 
helping out.  They knew they couldn’t use the name “Big River Swing Machine” so just left 
the name business alone. One month it might be the “Rutter-Bullis Big Band” and the next 
maybe the “Bullis-Rutter Big Band,” or just the RB Big band.  The name is not important, 
the music is.  We found a place to play - the Hawkeye Restaurant in Keokuk - and used 
this as our center.  At this point in time, musicians in the band come from Burlington,  Ft. 
 Madison, Macomb, Canton, IL,  Quincy, and Culver-Stockton College in Canton, MO.  
The Big River Swing Machine continues on in Quincy, also.

Over the years two things have remained constant:  we play for free beer and donations, 
and the band always plays on the first Wednesday of the month.  Quincy’s band now plays 
at the Elks Club in Quincy on the second Wednesday of the month.  Occasionally gigs come 
along, but we don’t look too hard for them. Once in a while we pair up with someone 
notable, as we did with Bob Havens for August’s Grand Theatre fundraiser, “Big Band for 
the Grand.”  The only charter members of the original band, to my recollection, are Ray 
Rutter, Craig Bullis, Bob Sibbing and possibly Jim Priebe.  Those of us who’ve stuck around 
have done so because we genuinely love the music, and every first Wednesday evening we 
can count on having a darn good time!

A bit of Bullis-Rutter (or is it Rutter-Bullis?) history
 by Craig Bullis



C   lass participants’ enthusiastic reception of the wonderful classic dishes of French Cuisine 
 that we recreated in this past summer’s Intensive French Series gave Liz the inspiration 

to continue this fall with more of those recipes that have all but disappeared from the “New 
American Restaurants”, and can seldom be found in any but the 3-star palaces of Haute 
Cuisine still existing in France. Fabulous tastes that many know only by name will continue 
to be part of our autumn classes, along with seasonal workshops and holiday-themed party 
classes. Plan to join us, whether for a fall dinner party menu or a single subject work shop. 
Come for the fun and go home with the recipes and skills to duplicate the dishes.

Friday Night Dinner Party:  Oct. 1, 6:00 pm,  $65/person.  Beef Filet 
Richelieu with its classic vegetable garnishes, Rapé Morvandelle, Frozen 
Raspberry Charlotte.
Mushroom Workshop: Sun., Oct. 3, 1:30 pm, $49/person.  Elizabeth 
David’s Mushrooms in Grape Leaves, Wild Mushroom Strudel,  Dux-
elles, Provencal Marinated Mushrooms, Chicken Liver/Mushroom Pâté, 
Chicken Breasts/Mushrooms in Marsala Cream Sauce.
Onion Workshop: Sat., Oct. 9, 9:30 am, $49/person.  French Roasted 
Red Onion Hors d’oeuvres, Onions a la Greque, Cream Soup of  Three 
Different Onions, Gratin of Onions, Breast of Turkey Orloff (Stuffed 
Breast of Turkey/Sauce Soubise).
Halloween Party: Sat., Oct. 30, 6:00 pm, $65/person.  Cream of Pump-
kin Soup/Sherry, Quail/Wild Mushroom Sauce, Spinach in a Mask, Au-
tumn Salad/Blue Cheese & Walnuts, Almond Torte/Pears & Lemon Curd.
Friday Night Dinner Party: Nov. 5, 6:00 pm. $65/person.  Marsala  
Poached Glazed Ham, Gratin of Sweet Potatoes, Apples & Potatoes, 
Hearts of Palm Salad, Grilled Pineapple/Puff Pastry Tarte.
Leafy Greens & Antioxidants: Sun. Nov. 7, 1:30 pm, $49/person.  Long 
one of our most popular classes. Whether you’re looking for ways to eat 
healthy or just for new preparations for the season’s best fresh produce, 
you’ll love these recipes. Sautéed Kale/Pine nuts, Mustard Greens  Ri-
sotto, Grilled Mixed Peppers, Provencal Field Salad, Butternut Squash 
Bread Pudding/Raspberry Coulis.
A Day in Normandy: Sun., Nov. 14, 1:30 pm,  $49/person.  All of the 
fabulous ingredients so typical of this rich province. Coquille St. Jacque, 
Duck Breast/Apples & Calvados, Galettes de Pommes de Terre, Salade 
Melange, Bourdelots (Almond Paste & Stuffed Apples in Puff Pastry/
Cider Sabayon).

Thanksgiving Side Dishes: Sat., Nov. 20, 9:30 am,  $49/person.  Absolutely no sweet pota-
toes with marshmallows! Casserole of Broccoli and Mushrooms in Mornay Sauce, Make-
Ahead Mashed Potato Casserole, Autumn Ratatouille, Corn Scalloped with Gruyere, 
Cranberry/Pear Crisp.

Thanksgiving in New Orleans, November 24-28: $695/person shared room.  We still 
have some places remaining in our great holiday get-away. Of course, you’re going with 
Liz so you’ll be “traveling on your tummy”! Our fabulous location at the Royal Sonesta 
Hotel, Thanksgiving Jazz Brunch at Arnauds, Cooking Class at the New Orleans School 
of Cooking, dinner, as you choose, with Liz’s chef friends and plenty of time to cruise the 
Mississippi, stroll the Quarter or the Garden District, and shop the luxurious boutiques 
and antique stores of Royal and Magazine Streets or just relax over a milk punch on the 
Patio at Brennans. Liz knows the quarter, the galleries and the personalities that help to 
make up America’s most colorful city. A trip you won’t forget! For more info on this trip 
see the summer issue of the Confluence at  www.keokukdowntown.com/confluence/sum-
mer2010.pdf or send an email to artworks@mchsi.com and ask for further information.

All New Cooking with Liz   -  1460 Walnut St., Hamilton     
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Homemade Pasta to Give or Eat: Sat., Dec. 4, 9:30 am, $49/person.  Lemon/Black 
Pepper Pasta with Sautéed Scallops, Sun Dried Tomato Fettuccini Alfredo, Parmesan 
Noodles/Prosciutto Cream Sauce, Mediterranean Olive Fettuccini/Grilled Vegetables

Let’s Make Mincemeat: Sun., Dec. 5, 1:30 pm, $49/person.  We’ll make plenty of snacks to 
keep us going as we make real mincemeat for everyone to take home. The perfect nostal-
gic Christmas dessert or an old-fashioned gift for someone extra-special.

Holiday Chocolate: Sat., Dec. 11, 9:30 am, $49/person.  Bouche de Noel (French Yule 
Log), Real Chocolate Mousse, Molded Fudge, Chocolate/Hazelnut Dacquoise, Caramel 
Layered Chocolate Brownies with Caramel Sauce.

Pizza Workshop at Baxter Winery in Nauvoo, Illinois: Sun., Dec. 12, 1:30 pm, $49/
person.  Liz will give you three different homemade crust recipes. We’ll do Classic Pizza 
Margarita, Neapolitan Tomato Anchovy & Black Olive Pizza, White Pizza with Mush-
rooms, Anchovies and White Truffle Oil, and Prosciutto Mascarpone and Roasted Red 
pepper Pizza. No reason to call out this winter. You can prepare these faster than delivery! 
Liz will bring a buffet of ingredients so each participant can make an individual pizza to 
take home and bake.

New Year’s Eve Dinner Party:  Fri., Dec. 31, 6:00 pm,  $65/person.  Don’t want one more 
“amateur night” out on the town?!  We don’t blame you. Join us for an elegant Veal Oscar 
Dinner and a relaxing evening in front of the fire. Gratin Dauphinoise, Caesar Salad and 
Festive Cherries Jubilee will round out our menu. We can hope for snow falling on the 
creek and the woods as we settle in for good conversation, good food and good wine. A 
perfect end to the year. Happy New Year!

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

  

 

Continued from Page 11

“The preparation of good food is merely another 
expression of art, one of the joys of civilized living.”     

Dione Lucas 11
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Butter-Sautéed Croutons
1 small loaf of good-quality French bread 
 (the take & bake loaves are quite good for   
 this purpose), crust removed, and cut into
 1 inch square dice
1-2 sticks butter, as necessary, to sauté croutons

In a heavy-bottomed enameled skillet, over 
medium heat, melt the butter. When butter begins 
to foam, sprinkle the bread cubes loosely over the 
bottom of the pan. Do not crowd. With a square 
wooden spatula, push the croutons around, turning 
until they are browned on all sides. Remove with a 
slotted spoon and drain on paper towels. Continue, 
adding butter as necessary, until all of the croutons 
are browned. Reserve.

Grand Pumpkin Soup in a Pumpkin Tureen

A t least one trip to the many pumpkin patches in the area is mandatory during the        
  Glory Days of an Iowa fall.  Whether with a child to take in the corn mazes and 

hayrides, or just with a friend to pick out 
front-step pumpkins and miniature gourds 
for table-scapes, no one can resist those 
bright blue autumn days and such colorful 
outings.

 Don’t overlook the culinary uses for 
those stunning purchases however. Pumpkin 
crème caramel, bread pudding and gratins 
come to mind, as well as the ubiquitous pies, 
puddings and cakes.

 I offer here a uniquely rich pumpkin 
soup which will be the show piece of a fall 
dinner party or a great lunch main dish with 
bread and salad. For this breathtaking tour 
de force you need to buy two pumpkins: one 
regular pie pumpkin and one of the great 
looking “Cinderellas” of French origin.

 A totally unexpected taste combination, 
the rich, woodsy autumn flavors of the wild 
mushrooms paired with the smoothness 
of the pureed pumpkin, makes this a soup 
which could happily begin a Thanksgiving 
or Christmas dinner, or be show-cased by 
itself as the centerpiece of a Sunday night 
supper in front of the fire.

“Cinderella” Pumpkin Tureen
 To prepare the “Cinderella” tureen, cut 

a lid from the stem end of the pumpkin 
(make this fairly wide, as this becomes 
the open bowl of your tureen.  Hollow out 
the seeds as if making a jack-o-lantern. When ready 
to serve, preheat the oven to 300º. You may have to 
remove all of your oven shelves, except the lowest, de-
pending on the size of your “tureen”. Oil the pumpkin 
inside and out with extra-virgin olive oil and place on 
a large sheet pan. Place the pumpkin in the preheated 
oven and warm for 20-25 minutes, or until comfortably 
warm to the touch, but not soft. This will keep your soup 
warm for service.

  Place the warm pumpkin on an attractive platter 
and surround, if desired, with colorful autumn leaves. 
Pour in your warm pumpkin soup and top with some 
of the croutons. Place a ladle in the pumpkin and serve 
the soup. Pass a bowl with the remaining croutons to 
be added at the table.

Note:  If carefully rinsed, wrapped with plastic and refriger-
ated, you can successfully reuse the pumpkin tureen for more 
pumpkin soup, or other service, several times. (Try it filled with 
wild rice and roasted quail or Cornish hens! Spectacular!)

Grand Pumpkin Soup
 8 Tbsp. butter
 3 medium yellow onions, peeled and diced
 3 bay leaves
 1 cup raw, uncooked rice
 4 quarts beef broth
 4 cups fresh pumpkin, peeled and diced
 1 ½ oz. dried porcine mushrooms, 
  soaked in warm water for ½ hour
   (drain through a coffee filter & retain the 
  juice), chop
 1 cup extra heavy whipping cream 
  (Heartland is a good choice)
 ¼ cup dry or cream sherry
 Sea salt and cayenne pepper to taste

 Melt the butter in a large enameled Dutch oven over 
medium heat.  Add the onion and bay leaves and cook, 
stirring constantly until onion is transparent.  Add rice.  
Stir to coat rice with butter and to toast slightly.  Add 
beef broth, pumpkin, and dried mushrooms.  Bring to 
a boil.  Reduce heat and simmer, stirring from time to 
time until rice is soft.  

Cool soup slightly.  Remove bay leaves and discard.  
In the container of a blender puree soup, filling blender 
only 3/4 full each time.  Rinse Dutch oven and return 
soup to pan.  Stir in cream and sherry.  Season to taste 
with cayenne pepper and sea salt, if necessary.

Serves 8

© Elizabeth M. Clark 2010

Grand Pu
 by Elizabeth Clark



“Street Fair,” the third high quality jigsaw puzzle to be produced for Keokuk’s Cultural 
 and Entertainment District Board, is now available in an edition that will only be 

limited by its eventual demand.  It depicts one of Keokuk’s iconic street fairs at dusk 
nearly fifty years ago, when they were still being set up on Main 
Street, with traffic diverted to circle around roughly eight blocks of 
adventure, romance and never-to-be-forgotten fun.

The picture that is the basis for this puzzle was taken by well-
known Keokuk photographer of the 50’s and 60’s, Leo Gredell.  
It appears to have been taken from the top of a Ferris Wheel that 
must have been located near the street fair’s western end, in the 900 
block of Main Street.

Gredell’s photograph was adapted for use in a postcard that was 
printed using the rotogravure process.  This meant that enlarging 
the postcard image to the appropriate size for a puzzle presented 
some serious technical difficulties.  Graphic artist Mimi Kiedaisch 
Elmore spent many hours converting the rotogravure dots to a 
digital “painting” to produce the final image.  Her efforts were so 
successful that the image on the puzzle has the look of an artist’s 
rendition – or a vivid childhood dream.  Liberty Puzzles, the manu-
facturer of all of the Keokuk Heritage Puzzles, normally advises 
against using photographs for puzzle subjects.  But Chris Wirth, 
one of the partners at Liberty Puzzles, says that this image has been 
particularly effective as a puzzle.  Those who have seen and worked 
the puzzle agree:  it com-
bines real challenge with 
genuine aesthetic pleasure 
as, piece by piece, the 
image comes together.

 Of course, the two 
earlier, limited edition puzzles offer even greater 
challenges and the opportunity to get close to 
an earlier defining moment in Keokuk’s history, 
the construction of the Keokuk Dam across the 
Mississippi River.  Both images are based on the 
cover art from a series of progress reports that 
were issued as the great dam was being built. The puzzles that use these images are larger, 
with many more pieces, and one piece is a custom-made whimsy, a special piece that is in 

the shape of the statue of Chief Keokuk 
in Rand Park.  Liberty Puzzles offers a 
variety of more generic but ingeniously 
clever whimsies in all of its puzzles, 
including the three Keokuk Heritage 
Puzzles.

The first of the limited edition 
puzzles is now sold out.  The second, 
measuring 12 ¾ x16 ½” with 491 pieces 
is still available for $125.00.  Only sixty 
copies of this puzzle were made.  The 
“Street Fair” puzzle measures 8 ¼ x 
13” and has 268 pieces.  It costs $75.00 
per puzzle, and an adequate supply will 
be maintained to meet demand.  Both 
puzzles can be purchased at the Main 
Street Keokuk, Inc., offices in 
Keokuk’s Holiday Inn Express.
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Keokuk CED’s latest puzzle features the Street Fair
 by Ed Keidaisch
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K               yra E. Hicks, 43, spent evenings and weekends for the last two years as a “history 
 detective” researching the life of Harriet Powers, a former Georgia slave, who created at 

least two powerful quilts 100 years ago. The two folk art quilts are in permanent collections 
in Washington, D.C. at the Smithsonian National Museum of American History and at the 
Museum of Fine Arts, Boston.  Hicks’ efforts profoundly changed what the art and quilt 
worlds thought they knew about Powers.  Her research is 
recently published in “This I Accomplish: Harriet Powers’ 
Bible Quilt and Other Pieces.”

Harriet Powers was born a slave in 1837.  She lived much 
of her life in communities in and around Athens, GA.  In 
1891, Powers and her family faced financial difficulties. 
She offered to sell her Bible Quilt, a cotton covering featur-
ing eleven stories from the Bible, for $10 to Jennie Smith, a 
well-known local art teacher. Smith, who had previously ex-
pressed an interest in buying the quilt, only had $5.  Powers, 
who needed the funds, accepted the money and extracted 
a promise that she could visit the quilt from time to time.  
Powers, who did visit the quilt several times, died in 1910. 

When Smith died in the 1940s, her executor, University 
of Georgia accounting professor Harold Heckman, kept the 
quilt in his family for nearly two decades before donating it 
to the Smithsonian.  Today the Bible Quilt remains one of the 
most requested textiles in the collection.

Another religious story quilt by Powers was given in 
1898 to Dr. Charles C. Hall, in honor of his appointment as 
president of the Union Theological Seminary in New York. 
The piece, known today as the Pictorial Quilt, was kept in his 
family for decades before its purchase in the 1960s for $500 
by famed art collector Maxim Karolik, a friend of Jacque-
line Kennedy.  Upon Karolik’s death, the Pictorial Quilt was 
bequeathed to the Museum of Fine Arts, Boston.  

Historians have speculated that Powers stitched pictorial 
images because, as an ex-slave, she was illiterate.  Historians 
have also speculated that Powers quilted more than the two 
surviving quilts, but had no proof until Hicks found it.

Hicks, who works on Marriott.com for Marriott Interna-
tional in Bethesda, Maryland, is a quilter herself. She started 
compiling a simple annotative bibliography of references 
about Powers and became curious after reading certain 
speculations about Powers written as fact. 

“I’m a huge fan of the PBS program “History Detectives” and just started looking for 
original documentation about Mrs. Powers and her quilts. I had no idea my weekend 
investigations would lead me to travel to Massachusetts, Rhode Island, Georgia, and, most 
surprising, Iowa!” says Hicks.

She combed books and microfilm at the Library of Congress and files at both the 
Smithsonian and Museum of Fine Arts.  It was an 1895 photograph at the Smithsonian that 
proved to be a linchpin to unimaginable revelations about Powers. 

Lorene Curtis Diver, niece of Samuel Ryan Curtis, a U.S. congressman and major 
general during the Civil War, saw Powers’ Bible Quilt on display in Atlanta in 1895. She 
wanted to purchase the quilt, but Jennie Smith refused to sell it. Instead Diver, a quilter 
herself from Keokuk, Iowa, had the quilt photographed. She wrote extensive notes about the 
quilt on the back of the photograph, which is today at the Smithsonian. 14

The art and quilting worlds are abuzz with news
 of connection between famous ex-slave and Keokuk, Iowa woman
 by Kyra E. Hicks

Continued on Page 15



“I read about Diver, who died childless in 1922, 
from materials at the Library of Congress. I asked sev-
eral people to help me locate a photograph of Lorene 
Diver, who with her husband, James Brice Diver, lived in 
a house called “Port Sunshine,” says Hicks.  “So many 
lovely people in Keokuk assisted me in my research: Julie 
O’Connor of the Lee County Historical Society, Tonya 
Boltz at the Keokuk Public Library, Sandy Seabold, Doug 
Atterberg, Tom Gardner, and Leah Gudgel.”

It was Julie O’Connor who located a file in the Lee 
County Historical Society collection that proved to be key.  
In the file, once owned by Keokuk resident and local histo-
rian Raymond  E. Garrison, was a photograph of Lorene 
Diver and, most incredibly, a copy of an 1896 letter from 
Powers to Diver and a carte de visite of Powers.  

“All I could do was scream and cry!” says Hicks. “No 
one in Keokuk had any idea of the significance of Harriet 
Powers or these treasures. They had been sitting for years 

in a simple folded file.”
Harriet Powers wrote about learning to read as a child 

and of reading the Bible diligently as an adult. She also wrote about her quilts, including the 
Bible Quilt and of an 1882 Lord’s Supper quilt, which seems lost today.

“I firmly believe there is a chance the Lord’s Supper Quilt by Harriet Powers still exists,” 
says Hicks. “Two Powers quilts have independently survived more than 100 years.  Given 
my research, I believe the Lord’s Supper Quilt is either in a private family or public collec-
tion not yet attributed to Mrs. Powers.  I believe someone has the priceless treasure in their 
closet, stitched by the most famous American quilter, and it’s just waiting to be discovered.” 

Raymond E. Garrison wrote in his book, Tales of Early Keokuk Homes,  about a 
September 19, 1959 auction of the contents of “Port Sunshine,” the house that still held the 
possessions of Lorene and James Diver.

“Though I have no proof, there is a possibility Lorene Diver commissioned a quilt by 
Harriet Powers.  The Divers had no surviving children. I wonder if the quilt was sold at the 
1959 auction,” says Hicks.  “I would love to talk with anyone who has knowledge of the 
auction or of what sold that  afternoon.” 

Carolyn Mazloomi, Ph.D., an author and noted authority on African-American quilts, 
calls Hicks’ book an “extraordinary feat of research” that reveals new information about 
what may be the most important and iconic historical quilts in the country.

“What she’s uncovered has  really changed history,” Mazloomi said. “She’s rewritten what 
we know about Harriet Powers. She 
has opened a whole new window to 
Harriet Powers’ life that historians 
hadn’t been able to in the past.” 

This I Accomplish: Harriet Powers’ 
Bible Quilt and Other Pieces
By Kyra E. Hicks
Black Threads Press, 2009
ISBN: 978-0-9824796-5-0,  $19.95, 
182 pages

For more information on Lorene 
Diver, read “Living in the District:  Port 
Sunshine and the World of Lorene Curtis 
Diver” by Tom Gardner, Keokuk Conflu-
ence, Autumn 2008, page 4 – 5.

Kyra E. Hicks
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In times past the choice of flowers used in a small bouquet known as
 a tussie-mussie would actually convey messages and emotions.  This 

practice reached its peak during the Victorian era when the conven-
tions of the time discouraged outward displays of emotion, especially 
between men and women.  A kind of code based on flower and plant 
symbolism came about so that a message which should not be spoken 
aloud was nevertheless passed along by choosing certain flowers as 
gifts.  For instance, the gift of a bouquet containing daisies and roses 
sends a strong message of love because both the daisy and the rose 
are symbols representing love. 

Using plants to symbolize certain characteristics or associations 
predates the Victorian era by centuries and spans many cultures.  De-
spite the current advertising slogan inviting us to “say it with flowers,” 
many of the “messages” associated with specific flowers that would 
have been recognized in years past are now largely forgotten.  Even 
so, the flowers of choice for Valentine’s Day remain a bouquet of red 
roses largely because convention holds that red stands for passion and 
the rose symbolizes love.  

There are other ways that plants are still used to symbolize or 
convey a meaning that many people will understand.  For instance, 
planting a tree or shrub or flower in memory of a loved one remains 
a common practice.  The person in whose honor the tree is planted 
is no longer with us, but this tree becomes a memorial to that person 
and will continue to hold a special meaning to those who know why 
the tree was planted. 

Often, a tree acquires its special meaning because the person you 
associate with it cared for or about it.  When I look at your crabapple tree, I may see it only as 
another crabapple tree – or I may even be moved by its beauty – but for you that crabapple is 
a living reminder of your grandfather who lovingly planted and nurtured it.  Perhaps for him 
that tree was symbolic on yet a deeper level.  Perhaps he planted that tree in honor of your 
birth.  It may be the tree you climbed as a child and were scolded for doing so by that grand-
father.  After years and generations of watching and living with such a tree, its eventual death 
may cause a depth of a sorrow that can only be compared with the loss of a loved one.

A tree, however, can be given a kind 
of second life.  The crabapple is not 
hypothetical.  It is a real tree, now dying, 
and there is a local family distraught 
at the slow death of their beloved tree.  
With the help of a gardener skilled in 
grafting, several grafts of this particular 
tree have been applied to rootstock and 
the grafts so far have taken.  If the graft 
and rootstock gain strength and thrive 
this beloved tree can live on, sustaining 
old memories while building new ones 
for generations to come.

My parents first showed me yet 
another type of symbolism in garden-
ing.  My father loved flower gardens, 
my mother loved flowers, and both 
regularly maintained a small vegetable 
garden.  Together they always planted a 
blue spruce wherever we lived.  These 
spruce trees symbolized a whole forest 16

Symbolism in Gardening
 by Traudi Chiaravalloti

“Perhaps for him
 that tree was symbolic
 on yet a deeper level.”
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of hardwoods and conifers left behind when my parents emigrated from 
Germany to the U.S.  My parents missed the majesty of the trees, the scent 
of the conifers, and the mushrooms and berries found in the forests they 
left behind.  Each lovely blue spruce they planted kept alive their pleasing 
memories of another time and another place.

As for myself, I love to garden and enjoy obtaining plants from gardening 
friends.  As I water the plants I recall that my daughter-in-law gave me these 
irises, that this delicate campanula I obtained from a dear friend in Vermont, 
and that these hostas were dug up at a friend’s house in Iowa City.  I want these 
plants to thrive and expand because they remind me of friends and family.  

Asian gardens are typically organized and planted with symbolism in 
mind.  A crooked path can symbolize the path of life where some stages are 
easy while others are quite difficult.  A mound of earth can symbolize Mt. 
Fuji, which is greatly venerated in Japan thus a frequent and desirable ele-
ment in a Japanese garden.  The typically winding path reveals a new corner 
or segment of a garden where the plants are shaped and pruned to a high 
degree allowing the gardener to fit a variety of plants into a small space.  In 
general, Asian gardens represent great things in small spaces and, like the 
blue spruce trees my parents planted, they use a mound of earth, the place-
ment of rocks, and a pond to symbolize the beauty found in nature.  

A final example of the use of symbolism in gardening can be viewed at 
Rand Park.  Last year the area around the Blue Star memorial was planted 
with a variety of plants purchased with funding provided by a local grant.  
The Blue Star memorial honors those who serve or have served in the U.S. 
armed forces, and the grant writer, Charles Hunter, wanted the plantings 
to reflect the sacrifices made by these servicemen and women and their 

families.  The choice of plants and the design of the bed all convey an appreciation for this 
sacrifice, as does the very shape of the bed itself.  The following is taken from the description 
provided by Mr. Hunter:  “The shape of the Blue Star memorial planting is the reciprocal shape 
of the bend in the Mississippi River, as seen from the perspective of the Blue Star marker.  It is a 
free form, representing the freedom which has been won and is being maintained by members of 
America’s Armed Forces.

“The planting site includes the large flag pole which daily flies the Stars and Stripes.  
Within the planting is the image of a star with three stripes, outlined in 
cedar and containing blue-flowering perennial plants.  The bronze plaque 
has a blue star which is reflected with a ‘Blue Star’ juniper, Juniperus 
squamata ‘Blue Star’.

“The upright image created by the flag pole is repeated with two spir-
ing conifers.  One, Picea omorica ‘Pendula Bruns’, is an evergreen coni-
fer, representing and honoring those of the American Armed Forces who 
have served our country and live on.  The other, Larix kaempefera ‘Blue 
Rabbit’, turns golden in autumn, has needles that fall and represents and 
honors those who have fallen in the service of our country.  Continuing 
the theme of honoring those who have fallen, the grafted dwarf weeping 
linden tree (Tilia cordata ‘Pendula Nana’) has small weeping poms which 
represent the weeping children of the fallen.

“The tricolor beech tree, Fagus sylvatica ‘Roseomarginata,’ produces leaves in the spring 
with red and white colors, representing the colors of blood and bandages.  The star shaped 
leaves of Acer Truncatum pick up on the star theme and add brilliant fall colors to the plant-
ing.  All of the flowers of the Blue Star memorial planting have blue blossoms, reinforcing 
the Blue Star theme.”

Clearly there are many ways to use symbolism in a garden setting, be it representa-
tional or memorial.  Perhaps you have made use of some of the examples provided above 
within your own garden setting.  Perhaps you were not aware of the “secret” language of 
flowers, herbs, and shrubs and would like to learn more about the plant materials 
you use and like.  In any event, use of symbolism will, for some, add an extra 
dimension to gardening enjoyment.

Continued on Page 14
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symbolized a whole 
forest of hardwoods
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It seemed as though the snowman charmed everyone in town when it first appeared at the    
end of the park that overlooks the Mississippi River.  This had as much to do with its ap-

pearance as its location.  The location gave it visibility and perhaps a sense of drama.  Lots of 
people drove by it, either to get into town or on their way out to the highway, and quite a few 
already visited this spot regularly because of its spectacular upriver view of the Mississippi.

Furthermore, this was no ordinary snowman, the traditional three balls of snow, a car-
rot, half a dozen lumps of coal and an old floppy hat.  This snowman was seated on a park 
bench, his snowy feet and legs clearly articulated and helping to support a generous stomach 
and two arms.  One arm followed the contours of the body, a snow-mittened hand resting on 
a knee, while the other stretched across the top of the bench, curving slightly, as if to invite a 
passerby to sit for a while and chill out.  The head seemed large for the body and too round, 
a cartoon head with its carefully shaped mouth of red food coloring and wide eyes dyed a 
deep blue.  His nose seemed to be shaped by a carrot, perhaps an acknowledgement of tradi-
tion, but this spot of orange was beneath the snowy surface, giving him a slightly inebriated 
appearance.  Only the old floppy hat, pushed back on his forehead, was entirely in the snow-
man tradition.

I first saw “Mr. Frosty” driving into the library where I am the director.  I smiled back 
at him but decided I wouldn’t stop for a closer look until that afternoon when I’d be driving 
home.  At the library, three of my clerks were already discussing him, wondering who had 
made him and why.  Inez, who had moved to our small town from a much bigger town in 
southern California in order to play basketball for the local community college, was espe-
cially interested.  She had seen snow before, on mountaintops and television, but this was her 
first midwestern winter, and so she found snow in general much more interesting than those 
of us who had shoveled it and driven through it too many times to find it that special a treat.

Inez declared that, right after work, she was going to walk out to the park to see this won-
derful snowman.  I told her I’d be glad to give her a ride, and then drop her off at the gym 
or back at the apartment she shared with three other basketball players.  She thanked me 
profusely, explaining that she was planning to sit next to Mr. Frosty so that they appeared to 
be cuddled up together.  Then she’d have someone take their picture so that she could send it 
to her grandmother.  She hadn’t been that eager to sit next to a big lump of snow after a long 
winter’s walk, and she’d need someone to take the picture.  By offering to save her the walk 
and take her picture, I had made her even more cheerful than she usually was.

Both of us were scheduled to finish work that day early in the afternoon, Inez because 
she needed to be at a late afternoon practice and me because I had scheduled myself back 
into the library for the evening.  She got to my office just as I was about to put on my coat.  
From her own coat pocket she pulled out a disposable camera and handed it to me.  “This 
is just point-and-shoot,” she said, “but it should take a nice picture now that the sun is out.”  
In fact, after an overcast morning, the sun had been shining brightly for the last two or three 
hours.

All the way to the park Inez spoke excitedly about how pleased her grandmother would 
be to have the picture I’d be taking.  “I know just what she will say,” Inez exclaimed. “She will 
tell me how foolish I am to – what is the word – to flirt with a snowman.  His heart is ice and 
will not be warmed up with soft words and a sweet smile.”  I glanced over at her and thought 
that a smile like that would surely melt even an icy heart.

I consider Inez to be an ideal library worker, cheerful, methodical and curious.  Also, in 
some ways she reminds me of myself twenty or thirty years ago, though I don’t know that 
I was ever as talkative or as transparently enthusiastic.  What we have in common is a kind 
of permanent outsider status.  I am an African-American woman raised in an orphanage 
who found my life’s meaning first in my career and then in my marriage to the man I love 
and with whom I still share my life.  Robert and I have settled into this small town on Iowa’s 
eastern border, and even though most of the faces I see are white, this difference has not kept 
me from finding many friends.  Furthermore, I have my library, and Robert has his 
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The Mystery of the Green Tamborine 
 byTom Gardner

Continued on Page 19



law practice, and we try to make a positive difference in at 
least our small corner of the world—and occasionally be-
yond.  This may be something we have undertaken with even 
greater energy since we learned we would not be able to have 
children of our own.

Being Hispanic, Inez is also a distinct minority in our 
small Iowa town.  She was, of course, part of a much larger 
minority back in southern California, but, like me, she lost 
her parents at an early age, though she was raised by her 
grandmother after their deaths.  She came here to our small 
community college on a basketball scholarship, perhaps not 
exactly an indication of exceptional talent, but clearly evi-
dence of her enthusiasm, determination and persistence.  She 
loves to play, and plays well enough to be a regular starter on 
a team that most years struggles to win more than it loses.  
Robert, who was also on his college basketball team, tells me 
that he has rarely seen someone bring so much more than 
natural ability to the game.

We weren’t the only ones who had planned a photo op 
with Mr. Frosty.  When Inez and I pulled up to the overlook at 
the end of the park, we discovered at least a dozen cars had 
arrived ahead of us and perhaps twice that many people 
milling about or taking pictures of each other seated beside 
Mr. Frosty. Some were there just to observe the festivities, 
including three or four young men who stood back a bit 
farther from the snowman and kept nudging each other 
and muttering.

We got in line behind a cute girl in a skimpy red dress 
trimmed with fake white fur.  One of Santa’s cheerleaders, I 
suppose.  When it got to be her turn, she flounced over to Mr. 
Frosty and cozied up next to him as close as she could.  She 
batted her eyes, murmured seductive words of encourage-
ment, practically kissed his pouty red lips and looked invit-
ingly into his impossibly blue eyes.  And then she screamed, 
leaping to her feet and pushing the snowman’s head back 
away from her just as hard as she could. The head broke away 
from the torso, fell to the ground and rolled a couple of feet 
before it shattered against the base of a tree.  Then we could 
see why she was screaming.  Within that ball of snow and ice, 
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a ball that had become more translucent in the afternoon sun, 
was a human skull.

Like most of the people in the park, I just stood there in 
shocked silence, but Inez quickly grabbed the camera out of 
my hands and began taking pictures, including one of the 
sniggering young men.  And then she said quietly, as if to 
herself, “The successful sleuth will start seeking out relevant 
evidence just as soon as she happens on a crime scene.”

The police were called, and it was quickly determined 
that this was, indeed, a crime scene.  Within the body of the 
snowman there were found more human bones, several dozen 
according to the courthouse gossip Robert later shared with 
me.  The police put up a yellow “DO NOT CROSS” tape 
all around that end of the park and a kind of tent over the 
bench where the snowman had sat.  Traffic was snarled near 
the park for the next three days as the park roads were closed 
to the many cars driven by hundreds of sightseers who stood 
just beyond the crime scene tape and spun out fanciful ex-
planations for the skeleton in the snowman.  Local television 
news vans arrived yet that same evening, stuck up massive 
antennas beyond their roofs so that meticulously coifed men 
and women could share these speculations with their viewers 
at home.

The bones, properly photographed and labeled, were 
eventually sent off to the state crime lab in Des Moines.  With 
no further news by day three, the story slipped off the front 
page of all the area papers and the television news crews low-
ered their antennas and departed.

Inez followed this unfolding news story with a kind of 
intensity that I found more than a little surprising.  She 
wanted to hear all of the theories or rumors, though I noticed 
that she never offered much information of her own.  What 
little she did have to say seemed to be quoted, as if she were 
repeating the sayings of Chairman Mao, only it wasn’t Mao, 
unless he had been running a small detective agency when he 
wasn’t busy trying to run China.   I asked her about this, and 
she told me that Spanish was her first language, that she had 
become fluent in English by reading a lot of detective stories 
that were written for children or teenagers – and by watching 
television, which also included a fair number of detective 
dramas.  She was a detective at heart, she told me, and I said 

that being a good detective was essen-
tial to being a good librarian.

If your husband is an attorney, 
there are any number of secrets that 
professional ethics will keep him from 
sharing with you.  There are also some 
facts or analyses that, being a matter 
of public record, he can share.  Often 
this information does not quite get to 
the news media unless some reporter 
actively seeks it out.  An extensive (and 
expensive) forensic analysis of the 
bones found in the snowman revealed 
no evidence of foul play.  Furthermore, 
the woman whose bones they had 
been had been dead for approximately 
fifty years.  The fact that she 
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was in her late teens or early twenties at the time of her death 
suggested that this premature death might have been prevent-
ed, and some evidence of malnutrition hinted at a number of 
possible causes of death.

Some DNA evidence had also been obtained – not enough 
to make an identification, but it had been enough to make a very 
good guess about the dead woman’s ethnicity.  She was Hispanic.

This fact of a shared ethnicity seemed to inspire Inez in 
her desire to solve the mystery of whose skeleton was in the 
snowman—and how it got there.  Her search for an answer 
to the first question started in the library, pretty much on her 
own time.  She would come in early or stay late, and during 
this extra time she would ask me about all the local materials 
in our collection.  She had thought to start with the obituar-
ies in our local newspaper, but I pointed out that obituaries 
correlated pretty closely with a proper funeral and either 
burial or cremation.  I had learned through Robert that the 
police had checked regionally for evidence of a grave that had 
been recently 
disturbed 
with no luck.  
It seemed 
likely that 
no record 
would have 
been made of 
this woman’s 
death.  Even 
the death 
records kept at the county courthouse would be of no use if 
this were the case.

Although a bit discouraged by this realization, Inez did 
not give up.  She figured that, especially fifty or so years 
ago, a young Hispanic woman would have been noticeable 
in a small Iowa town like ours.  I pointed out that there were 
Iowa towns, one just a half an hour’s drive away, that did 
have a more substantial Hispanic population.  She acknowl-
edged this difficulty by saying that she would check out its 
library next, and then went back to a methodical search of 
the local newspaper on microfilm.  She must have searched 
a ten-year interval of old newspapers, paying particu-
lar attention to the police blotter and any news story that 
mentioned Mexicans, Cubans or Puerto Ricans but turned 
up nothing even vaguely suggestive of a young Hispanic 
woman’s premature death.

I suggested that she next try speaking to local residents 
who were at least in their sixties or seventies, a fair number 
of whom visited the library regularly.  I didn’t need to tell 
her to be polite, that people didn’t visit the library to talk 
with her, though within a week this seemed to be no lon-
ger true.  Half the retirees in town appeared to know Inez 
by name, and she had standing invitations to join them for 
coffee at one or another of the local cafes or fast food res-
taurants where they hung out.  She learned that the library 
hadn’t always been housed in its current building, that fifty 
years ago it had been down on Main Street, in a somewhat 
unsavory part of town, with a seedy hotel just across the 
street.  This hotel had rooms that rented for less than a day 

and typically several young women standing around out 
front.  Many of these “soiled doves,” as one proper older 
lady put it, spoke Spanish.

The other question Inez needed to answer, how the 
skeleton got into the snowman, she pursued on her own, not 
even sharing a progress report with me—until very early one 
morning I got a phone call.  It was Inez, calling me from the 
police station.  “I am not under arrest,” she explained, “just 
helping them with their inquiries.  At least that’s what the 
big guy with the moustache told me.  But I need to talk with 
you before I talk any more with him.  Then he will let me go, 
I think.  Oh, and could you bring your husband with you?  
Maybe I need a lawyer.”

Robert was already awake, and I had already told him in 
several installments about the mystery that Inez was trying 
to solve.  He said there was no way he’d miss whatever was 
about to happen.  Then in the car he explained that “the big 
guy with the moustache” was undoubtedly the chief of po-
lice.  “I’d heard that, in the course of a month, he’ll cover all 

shifts,” Robert said.  “It 
never seemed worth my 
while to get up in the 
middle of the night just 
to see if it was true, so I 
guess I’m doubly lucky.  
Him, too.”

As soon as we were 
buzzed past the locked 
door at the station’s 
entrance, I saw that 

Robert’s conjecture was correct.  The large white man with the 
moustache standing in the hallway was our chief of police.  He 
and Robert greeted each other cordially, though I may have 
detected a hint of wariness in their greetings, not too surprising 
in men who have been adversaries in the past and expect to be 
adversaries again in the future.

Then the chief smiled more broadly at me, perhaps recall-
ing that on several occasions I had acquired for the library 
books he’d wanted to read.  (He has more than a passing 
interest in histories of World War I.)  Then he stepped closer 
and said, “She’s waiting patiently for you in the next room.  I 
told her she was simply assisting us with our inquiries.  She 
said she wouldn’t talk to me, though, until she had spoken 
with her librarian and her attorney.  You know, I’ve never had 
anyone say they needed to talk with their librarian before 
making a statement.”

“What’s she done?” I asked.
“Nothing much,” he replied.  “One of my officers found 

her crawling out from under the orange plastic fencing they 
put around the Green Tambourine.”

The Green Tambourine was the name of a coffee shop 
that had operated out of an old building on Main Street until 
a couple of months ago.  Then one night, fortunately long 
after everyone went home, the building simply collapsed.  For 
several days it was the talk of the town, and then the bulldoz-
ers came in to clear away the rubble, and everyone found 
something new to talk about.  The building had a 

This fact of a shared ethnicity seemed to
 inspire Inez in her desire to solve the mystery
 of whose skeleton was in the snowman -
 and how it got there.
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sub-basement and this sub-basement had apparently once 
been connected to several other buildings by a tunnel.  The 
tunnel had been filled in or had simply fallen in long ago, but 
its entrance, consisting of several large arches, was plainly 
visible once the building above it had been removed.  The 
building’s owner couldn’t see what the fuss was all about.  
He had known that the arches were there all along and had 
even used the space under them for long-term storage.  In 
back of them, he said, there was only a lot of rubble.

The reactions of a lot of other people were more roman-
tic, as if Indiana Jones might come stumbling out from one 
of the arches, bullwhip in hand.  A long list of increasingly 
fanciful stories started making the rounds: that the tunnel 
had once been a part of the Underground Railroad, that il-
legal whiskey was either stored or made there during Prohi-
bition, that this had been the location of the world’s longest 
running crap game on the North American continent.  It was 
enough to make you start looking for Sky Masterson and 
Nathan Detroit.

“But you don’t mean to charge her with trespassing?”  
Robert asked.

“I doubt if we have enough to get to trial, much less get 
a conviction.  No, we just don’t want her to get hurt.  If you 
both talk with her, maybe she’ll understand what a danger-
ous place that is to go snooping around at night.”

“Well, I guess we’d better hear what she has to say,” Rob-
ert replied.  “Perhaps just the two of us at first, then we may 
want to bring you in.”

The room Inez was waiting in contained a table and four 
chairs.  There were no pictures on the wall, nor was there a 
mirror.  Of course, the police wouldn’t dare surreptitiously 
listen in or watch a conversation between attorney and client.  
I wasn’t sure how also having a librarian in the room would 
affect this dynamic, but then the chief had said he had no 
intention of arresting Inez.

A broad smile spread across her face when she saw us.  
She stood and waited until we were both seated before sitting 
down herself.  “I have found some answers,” she said, “but I 

have no idea how to answer my most important questions.”
Robert said, “Perhaps you should start with what you do 

know, telling us how you came to find it out.”
“This is a good plan,” Inez said.  “It is what the books say 

you should do.
“As you know, the unidentified remains were recovered 

from a snowman last December.  When they were first dis-
covered, I noticed that the reactions of several young men 
were strange, as if they had some earlier knowledge of what 
was in the snowman.

“I learned who these young men were.  I followed them 
and observed them several times over the next week or two.  
One of the young men behaved differently than the others.  
He was quieter, more a follower than a leader.  His favorite 
class at the high school was art, and he took extra art classes 
at my college.  I decided that his artistic talent made him the 
most likely creator of the snowman and the most likely one to 
tell me where the remains came from.

“I spoke with him admiringly of his art.  Soon we were 
talking about Mexican art, the art of my people.  I spoke with 
him about the Day of the Dead, Día de los Muertos, and of 
its colorful art that features skulls and skeletal remains.  I ex-
plained that our celebration comes a couple of days after your 
Halloween and that it has nothing to do with trick-or-treating 
or frightening people.  Instead, it is a time to commune with 
those members of our family who have gone on before us.  I 
asked him if he had ever tried to create art that made use of 
skulls or skeletons.

“Throughout my explanation I could see his face turn red, 
and he started breathing more quickly.  When I told him how 
we visit the cemeteries where our loved ones are buried and 
decorate their graves with ofrendas, I knew he would tell me 
all that I needed to know.  He had created the snowman, he 
said, using the skeleton his friends had provided.  They had 
sworn him to secrecy and told him where they had found it

“He now knew that the others he thought were his friends 
only wished to use him and his art for a joke.  He feared what 
they might do to him if he confessed his participation.  He 
feared what the police might do, too.  I promised him that my 
interest was only in seeing that these bones, all of them, were 

treated respectfully.  I told him that I 
needed to visit the place where they 
had been found and see that any re-
maining bones were put together with 
those that had already been found.  I 
told him that these remains belonged 
to someone who was of my people, to 
someone who was family.

“He told me then that there is a 
place at the top of the left arch in the 
ruins of the Green Tambourine where 
you can get into an old tunnel.  His 
‘friends’ found this entrance and fol-
lowed the tunnel a couple of blocks to 
the east, where they found the skeleton.

“This last piece of information I 
obtained just yesterday.  Last night, a 
little before midnight, I went 
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down into the hole where the Green Tambourine once stood 
and then crawled up to the top of the rubble blocking the 
back of the left arch.  I had to push aside several large pieces 
of brick and masonry where I found a narrow opening.  I 
had with me a good flashlight and a magnifying glass.  I even 

had a book of ciphers and a small bottle of lemon juice and 
a candle, in case I needed to read a message in invisible ink.  
You see?”  Inez opened the cloth bag she was carrying.  In it, 
we could see all that she mentioned and more.  “The books 
told me these were the things I would need.  Actually, though, 
all I needed was the flashlight.”

“I made my way to the place where the skeleton had been 
found.  I knew it was the right spot because there were still 
a number of smaller bones and the dust nearby was recently 
disturbed.  I searched for a piece of jewelry, a scrap of cloth-
ing or a slip of paper—anything that would help to identify 
the woman who had been left there.  I wondered if she died 
elsewhere and then this was where her body was dumped.  I 
will tell the police where the rest of her is.  You see, I have 
even drawn them a map.”

Then it was my turn and Robert’s turn to talk.  I told Inez 
how proud I was of her, that she truly had solved the mystery, 
but that she had placed herself in great danger.  She should 
have told the police where she believed the remaining bones 
could be found and let them find them and recover them for 
burial.  Robert told her that he was sure the police would be 
so grateful for her help with their inquiries that there would 
be no charges brought against her or the young men.  The 
young men might still be in for a suitably stern talking to.  
The police would undoubtedly need their names.  

  “No, wait,” Inez sobbed.  “You don’t understand.  I truly 
have failed.  I needed to learn this woman’s identity.  I told 
you once that my grandmother raised me.  She had an older 
sister who came here to Iowa as a young woman fifty-two 
years ago.  She was planning to live with friends in another 
town not too far from here.  But the last letter my grand-
mother received from her was postmarked from here, from 
this town.  Then she disappeared.  When I came here to go to 
school, I thought I might find her.  Now I don’t know if I ever 
will find her.  I stayed all night in that nasty smelling tunnel 
with my flashlight and my magnifier, looking for clues.  There 
are no clues, just the possibility that this poor, unfortunate 
woman who died so long ago is family.  But I will never be 
sure who she is or how she died.”

“Inez,” I said, “you have not failed.  You know that I have 
been fortunate enough to have solved many mysteries, but 
there are some, including those closest to my heart, that I 
have not solved.  Life presents each of us with mysteries that 22

we cannot hope to solve, but merely confront, and in dong 
this we come to a deeper understanding of ourselves and our 
world.  The night you spent in the tunnel has given you—or 
will give you—that deeper understanding.  In time you will 
know this is true.”  Then Robert went to talk with the police 
chief about how justice might best be served while I took Inez 

back to her apartment.

A week later Inez told me that 
she needed to go back to California 
to visit her grandmother.  That was 
the last time I saw her.  About a 
week later I was speaking with the 
woman who taught Spanish at the 
college.  I mentioned Inez, but this 
woman didn’t know her.  I suppose I 
shouldn’t have been surprised.  Why 

would someone fluent in Spanish need to take a language 
course in Spanish?  Still, the teacher was curious that they 
hadn’t even met and asked me what Inez’s last name was.  I told 
her “Dibuje” and spelled it for her.  She said, “But this can’t be 
right.  It is like no other Spanish name I have ever heard of.  It is 
just the past infinitive form of the verb “to draw.”

Later that same day a very pregnant young woman came 
into the library.  She wanted help in trying to name the baby 
and wondered what the name Isobel originally meant.  I have 
books that deal with the meaning of names and we consulted 
one together.  There on the page above Isobel was the name 
Inez.  You know, I had never known that the name Inez has as 
an English equivalent the name Nancy, but what a fine name 
it is for a solver of mysteries.   

          

“Life presents each of us with mysteries that
we cannot hope to solve, but merely confront,
in doing this we come to a deeper 
understanding of ourselves and our world.”

Continued from Page 21
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A Compostition Teacher
 Finds New Work
 by Duane Taylor
                                 for Cathie and Tim
Four papers in,
I’ve had it with wretched prose.
In the clean spring clearing of a drab day, 
A red tail rises in the wind.
New leaves sing their moist song.
Alas, poor Michelle, in the so quiet
Back of the room, who writes,
This is why a new gym is like a well thing; giving 
Students wellness, and exercise activity!
It is ten past three of my fifty second year.
Again it’s May. New life,
Organized with the earth as one creation,
Says the one word Spring.
I try it on for size.  Look,
Michelle, your tumbly words will wait
Perfectly perserved while I wander
In the garden, thinking about young
Peas and the Good Peamaker,
Making these few words
Dance down the page!

Two Red-Tails Circle
 by Duane Taylor

In the serene blue of late winter morning,
Two red-tails circle just above the Farm.
Their light breasts weave airy figure-eights;
Their tails barely flex for the graceful banks.

He is sorely in love, courting the arrogant
She by darting from above.  She menaces,
He retreats, upstroking twice, gliding
Smoothly on, unfazed if unloved.

Then he cries his rasp of longing, his word
Of rushing lust and early spring heat.
She answers with approval for the present ride,
Toleration for the company, persistent as he is.

Still they circle, moving slowly southest.
In their country, moment and message are One
Thing:  the yearning to create, the one true gift
That slides through each morning like a wing.

Nature’s Revenge 
 for Long Life
 by June Odell
 

Sagging gluts
Wrinkled skin
Baggy eyes
Vision dim

Graying hair
Failing veins
Floppy arms
Forgetful brain

Flabby neck
Loosening gums
Creaking knees
Arthritic thumbs

Marshmallow muscles
Clogged bile ducts
Are nature’s reminder
That gravity sucks!



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

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

   KCED 
   329 Main Street
   Keokuk, IA 52632
 

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

Grand Ave.

Orleans Ave.
Franklin St.

Fulton St.
Morgan St.

High St.
Concert St.

Blondeau St.
Main Street

Johnson St.

10th Street

9th Street

8th Street
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4th Street
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River City Mall
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Lock & Dam 19
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  Riverfront Legend 
A • Municipal Boat Ramp
B • Southside Boat Club
C • Hubinger Landing
D • Geo. M. Verity Riverboat Museum
E • Victory Park / Gen. Curtis statue
F • Observation Deck (100 yr old bridge)
G • Lock and Dam 19

P

P

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

N

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

LEGEND

Historical/Cultural Asset

Restaurant

Cultural Facilities

Entertainment Facilities 

Parking

1

3

5

to Illinois  U.S. 136

2

4

6

7/8

9

P
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October
      1  • Friday Night Dinner Party, 6 pm.  Liz Clark Cooking School
  • Brotherhood of the Mudkat, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.
      2  • Intaglio Prints by Joseph Winkelman, Reception 4-6 pm, exhibit thru the 14th, 
   Keokuk Art Center, Library Round Room Gallery
  • Mrs. Ippy’s Renaissance Faire, Fine Arts Council, 
   Hubinger Landing
  • Dinner at the Miller House, Lee Co. Historical Society, 
   6:30 pm, 318 N. 5th St. 
  • “Ghostbusters”, Free Saturday Movie Matinee, 1 pm, 
   Keokuk Library Round Room
  • Love Junkie, TJs House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
      3  • Mushroom Workshop, 1:30 pm.  Liz Clark Cooking School
  • Mrs. Ippy’s Renaissance Faire, Fine Arts Council, 
   Hubinger Landing
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 
   600 Main St.
      6  • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00-10:00 pm, 
   The Hawkeye Restaurant
  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 
   21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 
   600 Main St.
      7  • Women Around the World, lecture by Janet Smith, 7 pm, Keokuk Art
   Center, Library Round Room Gallery
      8   • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St.
      9  • Onion Workshop, 9:30 am, Liz Clark Cooking School
  • “The Goonies”, Free Saturday Movie Matinee, 1 pm, 
   Keokuk Library Round Rm
  • Ernie Suter Comedy Night, KAH Foundation, 7:30 - 9 pm, 
   The Grand Theatre
  • TNT,  TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 
   600 Main St.
     10  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 
   600 Main St. 
     13  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 
   21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop,
    600 Main St.
     14  • TBA, Thursday Night Movie Club, 6 pm, Keokuk Library Round Room
     15  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     16  • “The NeverEnding Story”, Free Saturday Movie Matinee, 1 pm, Keokuk Library
   Round Room
   • The Legacy of  Wendell Mohr, Reception with presentation by Julie Mohr, 5-7 pm,  
   exhibit thru the 31st, Keokuk Art Center, Library Round Room Gallery
  • Dueling Pianos, Door opens at 7:00 pm, Show at 8:00 pm, K.C. Hall, 11 N. 6th St.
  • Thoz Guyz, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.,  Keokuk
     17   • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     18  • Fall Vocal Concert, Keokuk High School, 7:30 pm,  The Grand Theatre
     20  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music,  21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     21  • Georgia O’Keefe, Dessert & Movie, 7 pm, Keokuk Art Center Studio/Classroom
     22  • Bridgestock: A showcase of local bands, 7 pm, Keokuk Bridge Boardwalk
  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. Ca
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     23  • Pastel Landscape Workshop, David Garrison, 9 am - 4 pm, Keokuk Art 
   Center, Studio/Classroom
       • “Back to the Future”, Free Saturday Movie Matinee, 1 pm, Keokuk Library 
   Round Room
  • Shade, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     24  • Rod Pierson Big Band, Keokuk Concert Assoc., 3:00 pm, The Grand Theatre 
  • Bats, Cats, and other Tales, A Literary Treat, 6:00-9:00 pm, The Miller   
   House, 318 N. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     27  • Become a Confident Investor, last in series, ISU Extension, 6 pm, 
   Keokuk Library
  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     28  • Scarf Painting Workshop, 7-9 pm, Keokuk Art Center Studio/Workshop
     29  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     30  • Pastel Portrait Workshop, Cecile Houel, 9 am - 4 pm, Keokuk Art Center 
   Studio/Workshop  
  • “E.T.: The Extra-Terrestrial”, Free Saturday Movie Matinee, 1 pm, 
   Keokuk Library Round Room
  • Halloween Party, 6:00 pm, Liz Clark Cooking School
  • Jeff Page Band, Halloween Costume Party, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
     31  • Bats, Cats, and other Tales, A Literary Treat, 6:00-9:00 pm, The Miller House
   318 N. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 

November
  1-30  • “Recent Work”, John Bybee, Keokuk Art Center,  Round Room Gallery, 
   Keokuk Public Library 
      3  • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
      4  • Fall Play, Keokuk High School, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
      5  • Friday Night Dinner Party, 6 pm, Liz Clark Cooking School
  • Fall Play, Keokuk High School, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
      6  • “Glory”, Free Saturday Movie Matinee, 1 pm, Keokuk Library Round Room
  • Love Junkie, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
      7  • Leafy Greens & Antioxidants, 1:30 pm, Liz Clark Cooking School
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.  
     10  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     11  • TBA, Thursday Night Movie Club, 6 pm,  Keokuk Library Round Room
     12  • “The Curious Savage”, GRP Fall Play, 8 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main 
     13  • KAH Auxiliary Tea & Bazaar, 9 am - 2 pm, First Christian Church
  • Origami Demonstration & Workshop, Erin O’Neal, 10 am - 12 pm, 
   Keokuk Art Center Studio/Workshop
  • Holiday Open House, Main Street Keokuk
  • “Saving Private Ryan”, Free Saturday Movie Matinee, 1 pm, 
   Keokuk Library Round Room
  • Great River Gala Fundraiser, Keokuk Country Club
  • “The Curious Savage”, GRP Fall Play, 8 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • TNT,  TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
     14  • Holiday Open House, Main Street Keokuk
  • A Day in Normandy, 1:30 pm, Liz Clark Cooking School
  • “The Curious Savage”, GRP Fall Play, 2 pm, The Grand Theatre
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St. 
     17  •  Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 



     19  • Free Tenors, SCC Foundation Fundraiser, The Grand Theatre
  •  Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     20  • Thanksgiving Side Dishes, 9:30 am, Liz Clark Cooking School
  • Christmas Bazaar, First Lutheran Church, 11 am - 2 pm, 
   1102 Blondeau, Keokuk
  • “Full Metal Jacket”, Free Saturday Movie Matinee, 1 pm,
   Keokuk Library Round Room   
  • Keokuk Art Center’s 21st Annual Festival of  Trees & Gifts, 7:30 pm, 
   Holiday Inn
  • Shade, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
     21  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     22  • Cahal Dunne, Irish Entertainer, Keokuk Concert Assoc., 7:30 pm, 
   The Grand Theatre
     24  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.   
  •  Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
24-28   • Thanksgiving in New Orleans, Liz Clark Trip
     25  • City of Christmas Display of Lights, thru Dec. 27, Rand Park
     26  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     27  • “Hurt Locker”, Free Saturday Movie Matinee, 1 pm, Keokuk Library 
   Round Room    
  • Wild, Wild, West,  TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
     28  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.  

December
  1-27   • City of Christmas Display of Lights, Rand Park, thru Dec. 27th
       1   • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.  
  • First Wednesday’s Jazz, 8:00 - 10:00 pm, The Hawkeye Restaurant
       3  • Puttin’ on the Glitz, The Sounds of Christmas, 4:30 - 9 pm, Keokuk 
   Main Street
  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.  
       4  • Homemade Pasta to Give or Eat, 9:30 am, Liz Clark 
   Cooking School
  • Love Junkie,  TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
       5  • Let’s Make Mincemeat, 1:30 pm, Liz Clark Cooking School
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.      
       8  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St. 
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
       9  • TBA,  Thursday Night Movie Club, 6 pm,  Keokuk Library 
   Round Room
     10  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St. 
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.  
     11  • Holiday Chocolate, 9:30 am, Liz Clark Cooking School
     12  • Pizza Workshop at Baxter Winery, 1:30 pm, Liz Clark Cooking School
  • Dance Benefit, Raeann’s School of Dance, The Grand Theatre
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     13  • Winter Concert, Keokuk High School, 7:30 pm, The Grand Theatre
     15  • 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.   
     19  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     22  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.  
     26  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St. 
     29  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.  
     31  • New Year’s Eve Dinner Party, 6:00 pm, Liz Clark Cooking School
  • Class Act Karaoke, New Year’s Eve Party, 9:00 pm - 1:00 pm, 
   C.A.R.S. Pitstop, 600 Main St.    
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In order to add an event to this calendar, contact Carole Betts at carol@courtyardbookstore.com.  Updates will be 

made semi-monthly.  To advertise in the Confluence, please contact Bill Vandersall at billshay@q.com.  All 
ads should be approximately 3 x 5 inches in size and may be either vertical or horizontal.  The cost is $40 per ad.

Al Zastrow, Justin Tuck, 
Lisa Pribyl, and Sherry Rader

enjoying Puttin’ on the Glitz 2009
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