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FEATURED ARTIST:  KATHY MARLIN
NATURE WITH AN ATTITUDE
by Rita Noe

 Kathryn Duehr Marlin can’t remember a time when she did not draw, but she 
does remember drawing with big, chunky crayons before she was old enough for kinder-
garten. Even so, she only had one art class at Platteville (WI) High School before moving 
to Keokuk just before her senior year.
 Kathy’s mother, Patricia Duehr, 
had accepted a job with the Keokuk Com-
munity School District to teach 9th-grade 
history and geography.  Kathy enrolled in 
her second art class at KHS, a class which I 
taught. Her talent was obvious from the first 
day, and I can claim no credit whatsoever 
for her development as an artist, except, 
perhaps, by encouraging her talent.
 Kathy went on to take a couple 
of art classes with Bill Dawkins at South-
eastern Community College, but other than 
these few classes and a handful of hours of 
on-the-job training, her art has been entirely 
self-taught.
 She has an uncanny ability to see 
an object and translate its essence to lines 
on paper, especially if that object is an ani-
mal or bird.  Made with a variety of dry me-
diums and liquid airbrush inks, her drawings 
do not adhere to a stiff “near-photographic” 
realism, even though she is very detail-
oriented in her work. Although most of her 
original drawings of wildlife and pets have 
been sold, they can still be viewed on her website, www.kathrynmarlin.com.
 A close-up view of a drawing of a hunting dog surrounded by timothy grass 
dances with lively squiggles representing wind-teased stalk heads and the animal’s coat. 
The curved horns of two Bighorn sheep show every growth ridge, yet the head positions 
and lively eyes make the viewer believe the sheep could start and run at any second. 

The floating, fuzzy trio of ducklings try-
ing their webbed feet for the first time 
may look as though they might well 
paddle away, but the attentive eye of 
their mother will pull them back.
 In 1982, following the birth of a 
daughter, Golda, and the death of her 
husband from cancer at a very young 
age, Kathy started working as a free-
lance artist for the Good Apple Pub-
lishing Company of Carthage IL. She 
found her niche in the Shining Star 
Division, which published educational 
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religious materials for children 
until the company sold out in 
1994.
 Early work was done 
“the old-fashioned way”—
by sketching on vellum pa-
per with graphite, inking the 
outlines, and then coloring 
the shapes with various me-
dia. This was when Kathy 
learned her airbrush skills. “I 
had a one-day workshop in 
airbrushing,” she says, “and 
I was on my own.” Follow-
ing the introduction of per-
sonal computers in the early 
1980s and Adobe® Illustrator 
in 1988, she took a 7-hour 
course and has been using 
that software ever since.
 “As versatile as these 
programs are,” Kathy re-
vealed, “it is still sometimes 
quicker to do it the old-fash-
ioned way.” She has also 
taught herself to use Ado-
be® PhotoShop, sometimes 
speeding up the production 
process by scanning in tex-
tures from real objects rather 

than drawing them. “I now use PhotoShop about 95% of the time, Illustrator about 5%,” 
she says.

    Kathy’s years at Good Apple Publish-
ing (the last one as Senior Art Director) 
gave her a tremendous contact network 
in the world of illustration and 
freelance art. She has continued to work 
steadily as an illustrator for the past 16 
years since Good Apple closed.
    Her work has expanded into a wide 
variety of products, from posters to color-
ing books, from games to puzzles. She 
has completed three of a series of six 
puzzles for children—Rainforest Friends, 
Yellowstone Friends, and Safari Friends. 

Farm Friends is in progress, to be followed by Ice Age Friends and Holiday Friends. The 
puzzles are produced by White Mountain Puzzles.
 A puzzle takes from two to four months to complete. The first two weeks is spent 
researching the subject matter online. Her very early sketches reveal the spontaneity that 
sneaks into her finished drawings and gives them life.
 Each animal is sketched individually on vellum and then inked. She then scans 
the ink drawings and traces each one in Adobe® Streamline. Bringing the art into Ado-
be® PhotoShop, every shape is then filled with color, using the mouse and selection 
tools, whether it is a solid color or graduated colors which blend into each other.  
 Each animal, flower or leaf is done on a separate layer in PhotoShop. After all 
the animals are finished, they are combined into a layered composition, and shadows are 

Keokuk CED Board of Directors
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added to create three-dimensional depth in the scene. 
“The macaw in Rainforest Friends took one full week to 
complete,” Kathy notes. “All those danged feathers!”
 “When it comes right down to it,” Kathy says, 
“working digitally is not much different from traditional 
methods. The pencils and brushes have just been re-
placed by a mouse.”
 She does concede that the major advantage 
comes when it is time to send the project to its publish-
er. “I used to make lots of trips to the post office,” she 
laughs, “now I send it all online.”
 In 1992 Kathy met and married Steve Marlin of 
Keokuk. On their first date a planned movie outing never 
happened. “I started telling Steve about my nature art-
work, he started telling me about hunting, and that was 
it!” she declares. They have a 15-year-old son, Kyle, who 
lives with them in their rural Keokuk home surrounded by 
the natural world they both love. Kyle is a sophomore at Keokuk High School.
 Kathy’s latest endeavors include a clothing line—T-shirts inspired by her hunter husband. “If I let him, he’ll wear a T-shirt until it 
falls apart,” she says. Combining her drawing skills and his love of hunting with a friend’s business skills, they have formed a branded line 
of shirts called Katz Gear: “Wear It ’Til It Rots.TM”
 With plenty of dogs, deerheads, skulls (only those with an attitude, she says) and bones around the house as inspiration, Kathy 
draws a design that reflects their sense of humor. The Marlins and partners Sam and Linda Gaylord of Ft. Madison market the shirts at 
the Iowa Deer Classic in Des Moines, held each year in March. Last year they sold out.
 Whether it’s a children’s illustration, a humorous T-shirt, or howling wolf pups, Kathy’s goal is to make her drawings realistic, with 
a three-dimensional aspect. And, one might add, with an attitude, the gift that marks the skilled artwork as Kathy’s.

Back Alley Band Fest - Friday, May 28th from 5:30 to 8:30 PM.

    For this year’s Back Alley Band Fest, the event’s chairperson 
Deanne Enderle,  has eight bands confirmed: Bullis-Rutter Big Band, 
Wade Johnson’s new band (formerly Project 56), Tuck’s One Man 
Band, Silverstreak, Predawn Hour, Brian Wagner, Jesse Mazzoccoli, 
and The Pen City Four.
Watch for the full schedule in area media closer to the date of the 
event. 
    This event draws a large crowd to Keokuk each year on the Friday 
of Memorial Day weekend. The bands play at various venues in Ke-
okuk’s Cultural and Entertainment District. 
    There is no charge to attend, but attendees may show their ap-
preciation for each band with donations.

http://www.wickedapples.com


~4~

Keokuk Cultural & Entertainment District
KCED

Thank you for your past support of The Confluence. Your advertise-
ments have made it possible to publish and distribute this arts and en-
tertainment magazine to Keokuk area residents for the past three years.

Beginning with this issue the magazine will be available online rather 
than in printed form. We hope by going online we will be able to reach 
not only Keokuk area residents but people in other areas as well.

We will be sending news releases out to all area media about the 
change and will be developing an email list to alert readers that a new 
issue is on the internet.

The new format is 8 ½ by 11 inches in size so it can easily be printed 
and saved. All ads will be index card size (3 x 5 inches) and set up so 
readers can click on them and go to a web site or email address. 

All advertisements are now $40 per issue.

If you would like to place an ad in our summer issue please call Dev 
Kiedaisch (524-3935), Bill Vandersall (524-6980) or Joyce Glasscock 
(524-5056)

If you want to use the same ad you used in the last issue, please con-
tact Sandy Seabold: 524-1221 or artworks@mchsi.com

OPERA IOWA PERFORMS AT THE GRAND THEATER ON MARCH 2
by Prue Backlin
       
 Opera Iowa, the touring group from the Des Moines Metro Opera Company, performed twice and conducted a stu-
dent program on Tuesday, March 2.
        The performers appeared at three events throughout the day, beginning with a workshop at the Keokuk Catholic 
School in the morning, in which they presented programs titled “Let’s Make an Opera” and “Singers and Vocal Styles.”  They 
remained at the school for lunch with the students.
 At 1 p.m., the company performed the one-hour opera Hansel and Gretel by the 18-century composer Engelbert 
Humperdinck at the Grand Theater.   Students from the public and Catholic schools were bused to the Grand, and the public 
was invited to attend.
 The evening performance at 7 p.m., also staged at the Grand, was Gioacchino Rossini’s famous comic opera The 
Barber of Seville, a story of the antics and trickery of the barber Figaro to help unite the hero, Count Almaviva, to his beloved, 
Rosina, much to the consternation of her guardian, Dr. Bartolo.  The story contained many humorous situations, such as im-
personations, comic deceptions, a last-minute thwarting of the elopement, and even some slapstick humor, all accompanied 
by Rossini’s well-known melodies, such as the famous “Figaro, Figaro” aria.  Both operas were sung in English.
 All performances were offered free to the public by the Keokuk Fine Arts Council. 

Note to Advertisers

mailto:artworks%40mchsi.com%0D?subject=Confluence
mailto:jfdennislaw%40yahoo.com?subject=Confluence


~5~

April
 5    Tri-State Woodcarvers, open meeting, Lower Level, 
 Keokuk Public Library
 9    The Rainmaker, 8:00 p.m., Great River Players, The 
 Grand Theater
10   Earth Day Clean-Up, 8:30 a.m., Rand Park
 The Rainmaker, 8:00 p.m., Great River Players, The 
 Grand Theater
11   The Rainmaker, 2:00 p.m., Great River Players, The 
 Grand Theater
13    Mauricio Lasansky: The Nazi Drawings, 7:30 p.m., Art 
 Center Film, no charge, Lower Level, Keokuk Library
15    KAH Kardiac Kapers “Viva La Follies”, 7:30 p.m., The 
 Grand Theater 
16    KAH Kardiac Kapers “Viva La Follies”, 7:30 p.m., The 
 Grand Theater
17    KAH Kardiac Kapers “Viva La Follies”, 7:30 p.m., The 
 Grand Theater 
19    BYU Idaho Jazz Ensemble Concert, 7:30 p.m., Keokuk 
 Tourism Bureau, The Grand Theater
22    Painting Silk Scarves, 6:30-9:00 p.m., Barb Parady, 
 Keokuk Art Center, Lower Level Keokuk Library
22    “The Report of My Death”, Michael Graves as Mark 
 Twain, 7:30 p.m., Cultural and Entertainment District, 
 The Grand Theater 
23    Civil War Symposium, The Fight for the Mississippi, 9:00 
 a.m.-3:30 p.m., Meyer’s Courtyard
24    Lee. Co. Veteran’s Project Ceremony, 9:00 a.m., Oak
 land Cemetery
        Rally ‘Round the Flag Brunch & Style Show, 10:30 a.m., 
 First Christian Church
 Raeann School of Dance, Dance Competition
 9:00 A.M. The Grand Theater
        Tri-State Quilt Guild Exhibit, Keokuk Middle School
 9:00 A.M. - 6:00 P.M.
        Civil War Reenactment, Rand Park, all day
        Military Ball, 7:30 p.m., Keokuk Catholic School
25    Civil War Reenactment, Rand Park, all day
        Memorial & Church Service, 9:30 a.m., Keokuk National  
 Cemetery
30    Torrence School Spring Concert, 7:00 p.m., The Grand 
 Theater

May
1      Ozark Jubilee, Comedy & Music, Porter Productions, 
 7:00 p.m., The Grand Theater
3      Rastrelli Cello Quartet, 7:30 p.m., Keokuk Concert 
 Assn., The Grand Theater
        Tri-State Woodcarvers, open meeting, Lower Level, 
 Keokuk Public Library
15    Farmer’s Market, 6:30 a.m., River City Mall Parking 
 Lot
 Keokuk Coin Club’s Spring Coin & Hobby Show,   
 River City Mall
        Unlimited Dance and Tumbling Recital, The Grand 
 Theater
17    KHS Spring Concert, 7:30 p.m., The Grand Theater
22   Farmer’s Market, 6:30 a.m., River City Mall Parking 
 Lot
 Raeann School of Dance Recital, 1:00 p.m., and 7:00 
 p.m., The Grand Theater
23    Top Hatters Keokuk Dance Recital, 
 The Grand Theater
28    Annual Back Alley Bandfest, 5:30 p.m. to 8:30 p.m., 

 Keokuk Cultural & Entertainment District, Various 
 Locations
28  Garden Club Plant Sale at Estes Park 8:30 to 1 P.M.
29    Glenda’s Dance Recital, 6:00 p.m., The Grand Theater
        Farmer’s Market, 6:30 a.m., River City Mall Parking Lot

June
4     Rumors, 8:00 p.m., Great River Players, The Grand Theater
5    Farmer’s Market, 6:30 a.m., River City Mall Parking Lot
       Rumors, 8:00 p.m., Great River Players, The Grand Theater
7     Tri-State Woodcarvers, open meeting, Lower Level, Keokuk 
 Public Library
8     Rumors, 7:30 p.m., Great River Players, The Grand Theater
11  Top Hatters Fort Madison Dance Recital, The Grand Theater
12   Farmer’s Market, 6:30 a.m., River City Mall Parking Lot
 Top Hatters Fort Madison Dance Recital, The Grand Theater
13   Top Hatters Fort Madison Dance Recital, The Grand Theater
18    Keokuk Racer’s Reunion, River City Mall
19   Farmer’s Market, 6:30 a.m., River City Mall Parking Lot
 June 19 - 9:00 a.m–noon Annual Keokuk Garden Tour
 Main Street, 6:30 p.m., The Year of the Tiger Street Party at  
 6th and Blondeau
        Keokuk Racer’s Reunion, River City Mall
20    Keokuk Racer’s Reunion, River City Mall
25    Summer Children’s Marilyn Hart Theater, The Grand Theater
26    Summer Children’s Marilyn Hart Theater, The Grand Theater 
        Farmer’s Market, 6:30 a.m., River City Mall Parking Lot
 Conn Communications Cajun Cook-off 

The band for this year’s cook-off is:  Flannigan’s Right Hook  
(from Kansas City) 
Date:  Saturday, June 26th 
Time (approximate):  5:00 p.m.
13th and Main Streets

 Save the Date: Fourth of July Celebration, July 3rd, Rand  
 Park. 
 Pavillion Concert by “Switchback” followed by fireworks.

 Every Friday night: Ballroom Dancing 7:30 - 10:30 Gate City  
 Heights

Calendar of Cultural Events

http://www.edvinson.com
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    As a special event, a queen-size quilt has been 
made by members of the Tri-State Quilt Guild to 
be raffled at the 2010 show. The quilt, Home-spun 
Charm, took about twelve months for guild members 
to complete. Raffle tickets for this quilt are available 
from guild members and at Quilt ‘n’ Etc. in the Riv-
er City Mall. The show will also feature other quilts 
made by our very talented guild members.    
    The Keokuk Middle School gym, on April 24, 2010, 
from 9:00 a.m. to 6:00 p.m., is the place and time for 
an exciting quilt-filled day.
  The Tri-State Quilt Guild is an energetic group 
of women who share a passion for the needle art 
of quilting. Over the last nineteen years we have 
shared our quilts with each other and on occasion 
have organized quilt shows and small exhibits of our 
work.  In the past few years we have discussed hav-
ing a larger quilt show for the community.  
    On April 24, 2010 from 9:00 a.m. to 6:00 p.m., that 
dream will be realized.  Keokuk Middle School gym 
will be transformed into a quilter’s mecca complete 
with quilts, wall hangings, and other quilted objects. 
Several quilt shops from the Tri-State area will be 
setting up booths to display their wares.  A “Quilter’s 
Attic,” a flea market for quilters, will be selling odds 
and ends gathered from our members. Who knows 
what one will find in the attic?
    Since the quilt show is being held in conjunc-
tion with Keokuk’s Civil War reenactment, Becky A. 
Wright, a Civil War presenter, will be our featured 
speaker. Bringing with her a large display of quilts, 
she will present “The Importance of Quilts and Tex-
tiles in the Civil War,” a one-hour, history-laced lec-
ture about quilts and quilters from the Civil War era.        
    Following her presentation there will be an open 
forum for questions and comments from the audi-
ence. Becky has been a hand quilter for 38 years, 
and she has focused solely on Civil War quilts for the 
past five years. In Becky’s words, “I have a passion 
for antique quilts and have collected them for nearly 
four decades. My love of history, especially that of 
the Civil War, is revealed as I share my knowledge 
of that era with the audience. The presentation will 
feature personal anecdotes and true stories of quil-
ters whose lives were affected by the hardships of 
the Civil War.”  
    Becky is the owner of “Orphans of War,” a quilt 
pattern business. Her patterns are inspired by the 
“orphan” blocks, tops, and quilts from her collection.

Tri-State Quilt Guild Announces Large Quilt Show
Saturday, April 24, 2010
9:00 A.M. to 6:00 P.M.
Keokuk Middle School Gym 

http://www.statecentralbank.com
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Thursday, April 22, 2010
7:30 pm
The Grand Theater
Tickets are $10.00 at Keaslings Pharmacy, Artworks 
& Courtyard Books
Seats are not reserved 

    The Keokuk 
Cultural and En-
tertainment District 
received a $2,500 
grant from the Ke-
okuk Community 
Foundation to bring 
a New York theater 
company’s produc-
tion, The Report of 
My Death, to the 
Grand Theater in 
April of 2010 during 
the annual Reen-
actment of the Bat-
tle of Pea Ridge. 

    The Report of My Death, a new docudrama following 
the side of Mark Twain that he saved for the grave, made 
its world premier in New York City in July. Starring Michael 
Graves, the acclaimed docudrama explores the little-known 
details about the life and politics of Mark Twain, The Report 
of My Death already has received coverage in The New York 
 
Times, New York Magazine, The Nation and radio WBAI 
during its development.  Mark Twain said that people can-
not be completely honest until after they’re dead, and this 
play takes him at his word -- with the deceased writer saying 
anything he wants. 

    Featuring rare, previously censored and posthumously 
published Twain letters, stories, notebooks and historical ar-
tifacts, this one-man docudrama follows Clemens from his 
bankruptcy through his worldwide lec-
ture tour, personal tragedies, unlikely 
recovery, and principled opposition 
to the Philippine-American War. This 
premiere production introduces audi-
ences to the “other” Sam Clemens – 
American radical and dark prophet. 

The Report of My Death

    Bringing his words to life is actor Michael Graves, a vet-
eran stage, film and television actor who has performed at 
Lincoln Center, the Public Theater, Off-Broadway and in re-
gional theaters across the country.  His film career includes 
Shelter (with Julianne Moore), People I Know (with Al Paci-
no) and a co-starring role in the soon to be released thriller, 
See Saw, a play written and directed by Adam Klasfeld, star-
ring Michael Graves. 

Director’s Bio:
Adam Klasfeld (Playwright and Director)
Adam’s docudrama The Report of My Death previewed in 
New York, New Jersey, New Mexico and Alaska before it 
premiered on the deck of the Lilac Steamship in Manhattan 
(Summer ‘09). His drama The Prostitute of Reverie Valley 
was developed at the Last Frontier Theatre Conference in 
Alaska before opening at the 2006 New York International 
Fringe Festival. His tragicomedy Good Fences Make Good 
Neighbors received a Chashama AREA Award and de-
buted at the 2005 FringeNYC. Adam’s first full-length play 
Europa’s Child was part of Amphibian Productions’ Spring 
2004 New Play Reading Series. As a screenwriter, he’s 
written the feature film Club Red: The Innocents Abroad, 
which follows the true story of an NYC high school that 
went on a class trip to Cuba in defiance of the embargo.  
He also penned the short films La Virgen de la Caridad and 
the Festival of Fire. He is the artistic director of the produc-
tion company One Armed Man, Inc., and is also a journalist 
and director.

Michael Graves

mailto:artworks%40mchsi.com?subject=Confluence
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The Residue of Time
a short story
by Tom Gardner

Editor’s Note: This is the fourth and final installment of this 
story.  In Part One, an older white gentleman becomes 
a library trustee and travels to an annual conference of 
the Iowa Library Association where he meets an African-
American librarian at a crowded bar near the conference 
center. In Part Two the librarian tells the trustee about her 
first job at a small Iowa town farther south along the Mis-
sissippi River. An eccentric scientist wants to use her li-
brary as the point of embarkation for a trip back in time. 
He has discovered that time actually flows more slowly in 
the basement of her library and needs this advantage if 
his time machine is to slip outside the meandering cur-
rent of time, across “a narrow neck of eternity” and into 
a day from out of the past. In exchange for a gift to her 
library, the librarian allows this eccentric scientist to set up 
and use his equipment in her library.  But his first attempt 
ends in failure when he is overcome by an intense form of 
nostalgia—a result of what he refers to as “the residue of 
time.” She agrees to make the next at-
tempt because, as a black woman who 
had been orphaned at an early age, 
she has never had any use at all for 
sentimentality. Part Three covers her 
journey back into time, along with the 
temptations and the difficulties she en-
counters in the past. This is the rest of 
her story, along with a few concluding 
remarks from the library trustee.

Part Four. The Rest of the Librarian’s 
Story, Plus a Few Final Words from the 
Library Trustee.

    It was not the man I had seen in 
the store, though I did see him again after the man with 
the shotgun had marched us down to the house. We were 
tied, arms behind our backs, into two chairs in the kitchen. 
The man with the shotgun, who seemed to be the brains of 
the outfit, instructed his less gifted partner in crime that he 
was to keep a close watch on us and gag us if we tried to 
talk. He was going back to a payphone, and not the same 
one that he had used before, to tell “the man” that they 
had gotten the money, but it wasn’t enough. They had new 
expenses. He looked over at Bobby and me when he men-
tioned their “new expenses.” The smile that played across 
his face was distinctly unfriendly.
    As soon as he left, his partner scowled at us and said, 
“Okay, you heard what he said. No funny stuff,” and then 
turned on a radio that was slung under one of the kitchen 
cabinets. Bobby tried to start a conversation with him, but 
junior partner just kept fiddling with the radio until he found 
the ball game. Then he turned back to Bobby, picked up 

http://www.ritanoe.com
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over-the-top fake voodoo priestess accent I could come 
up with, but realized I’d have to tone it down a little bit, or 
Bobby was likely to burst out laughing. Then I jerked my 
head suddenly, as if I were returning to my trance. “Strike 
out!” I said, and even though the next batter fouled out, 
I guess that was good enough for our guard, who came 
over and looked into my eyes and said, “Can you give 
me the final score?” Then he looked over at the phone 
on the wall, as if trying to decide whether a really, really 
important call was worth the risk of not going out to use 
a payphone.
    “No, mon,” I said, “not wit’out I read de tea leaves.” In 
no time at all he was bustling about the kitchen, heating 
water in a kettle and looking for some tea. He found a box 
with three truly ancient looking tea bags in it. Bobby, who 
decided he would be my manager during my many trance 
times, told him to tear open one of the tea bags and pour 
the contents into a hot cup of water so that I could study 
the leaves. Not wanting to leave anything to chance, our 
guard opened all three bags and dumped them in a big 
mug that he filled with boiling water. Then he brought the 

mug over to me with trembling hands. “Well, what do you 
see?” he asked me.
    I bent over and looked into the mug, squinted, looked 
into the mug again, and sighed. “No, mon,” I said. It just 
don’t work unless I hold de mug.” He looked at me and ev-
idently decided I was too frail a female to give him much 
trouble, so he set the cup on the table, and untied me. I 
just sat there, giving him my best entranced frail female 
look. Then he put the mug reverently into my hands.
    I looked into the mug again and said, “Whoa, mon, 
triple play! Sit! Look!” He sat down next to me and looked 
eagerly into the mug that I held out to him. When he did, I 
poured the contents of the mug into his lap, said “I curse 
you, mon,” and shattered the empty mug on his head. 
    As soon as I got Bobby untied, he went over to the man 

I’d hit and made sure he wasn’t dead. “Good, he’s breath-
ing fine.  Let’s get out of here!” I crossed the room quickly 
and picked up my string bag. It still held the grocery sack, 
and it still held the money. “No, wait,” I said. “We can’t go 
yet. This money must have been used to pay a ransom. 
Some place near here there’s a child—someone—who 
needs our help.  We’ve got to look first!”
    “Okay, sure,” Bobby said, but if we’re still here when the 
other man gets back, we’re going to be in a lot of trouble.”
    “I know, I know,” I said. “You check the living room 
and then watch for the car coming back. I’ll search the 
upstairs.” There was nothing in either of the upstairs bed-
rooms, though, and I looked in the closets and under the 
beds—anyplace large enough to hold even a small child. I 
was just about to suggest that we start searching the goat 
barn—and maybe even for freshly turned earth, when I 
glanced back into the living room.
    And there was the answer, hanging on the wall. It was 
a painting, but not really the sort of painting you’d expect 
to find on the living room wall of an Iowa farmhouse. The 
painting was of a woman, her dark hair disheveled, sitting 

on a bed in a bedroom that you would ex-
pect to find in an Iowa farmhouse. She was 
naked, but that wasn’t what caught your at-
tention first when you looked at this painting. 
It was her smile, the smile of a woman look-
ing at her lover, perhaps right after they had 
made love. She was rawboned and some-
what muscular, not at all beautiful except 
when she smiled, but in this painting she was 
always smiling. I hardly needed to see the 
pointed arched window behind her to realize 
that this portrait had been painted by Iowa’s 
most famous artist.
    “Oh my God, Bobby,” I said, “this is what’s 
being ransomed—this painting.  I’m sure of 
it!” And then, after struggling to get it off its 
hook, “Help me to get it down.” Even at sev-
enteen Bobby was tall, so it was easy for him 
to get it. I grabbed the money, and we both 
ran back across the back yard to where the 
truck was parked, this time being careful to 

avoid the spot where I tripped. Bobby put the painting in a 
space behind the front seat, and off we went.
    “Now, if we could only find out who the owner of the 
painting is, we could return both it and the money,” I said 
after we’d traveled about a mile. “Then everything would 
be all right.”
    “Actually, that’s not going to be much of a problem,” 
Bobby said. “The real problem is what we do about what’s 
behind us.” I looked over my shoulder and could see 
headlights closing on us fast. Bobby tromped on the ac-
celerator, but when I looked at the speedometer, I could 
see that we weren’t even going sixty-five. And the car be-
hind us was continuing to close the gap.
    Bobby moved out to the middle of the road as if to keep 
the car behind us from passing, but that meant we were 

http://www.riverhillsvillage.com


~10~

likely to hit head-on any car coming toward us. There was 
also that shotgun to think about. At any moment I expect-
ed to hear it shatter the panel truck’s rear window. Then I 
remembered another story I’d read in tomorrow’s paper, a 
story that seemed unimportant as well as irrelevant when 
I read it but now offered a faint glimmer of hope.
    “Bobby, as soon as I say so, I want you to move back 
over to the right side of the road,” I told him. “Don’t worry, 
they’ll pass us, but they won’t be able to stop us.” Bobby 
looked over at me as though I were crazy, started to say 
something, but then stopped when I added, “You’ve got to 
trust me. This’ll be better than the baseball game!”
    “Okay,” he said. “There are probably six other ways we 
could get ourselves killed. Might as well be this one. How 
much farther?”
    “Not this curve in the road. The next one. I’ll tell you 
when, and when I do, you’ll need to slow down quite a 
bit.” I explained all this as we crested a small hill and 
swung back toward the Mississippi. The next curve was 
no sharper than the last one had been, but I knew from 
the description in the paper that it had to be the right one. 
I shouted “Now!” right before we went into it. Bobby start-
ed braking as the other car swept past us, hit a patch of 
gravel, and started fishtailing. The next thing we knew, 
the car broke through some underbrush on the far side 
of the road and was skimming across 
the river—for about twenty or thirty feet. 
Then it sank.
    We were driving a sedate thirty-five 
miles an hour when we went past the 
spot where the car had left the road. I 
turned around in my seat to see the car, 
and, sure enough, a man was stand-
ing on each side of it, the water not 
quite waist high. One man appeared to 
be shaking a shotgun and screaming. 
The other had already started trudging 
toward shore. So much for “Joyriders 
Steal Car; Drive It in Mississippi,” the 
headline for the newspaper story I’d 
read.
    Both Bobby and I were giddy with re-
lief. “Oh Bobby, you did it!” I said. “That 
was some spectacular driving!” He was 
aglow with pride on the seat beside me.
    “And you’re not half bad at telling the future,” he replied, 
but already I could see that our future was about to catch 
up with me. And then I remembered the painting. I turned 
and looked down at it, still secure behind the driver’s seat.
“Hey, you said it wouldn’t be that hard to get this painting 
and the money back to their owner,” I pointed out. “Just 
how exactly do you plan to do it?”
    “You know,” Bobby said, “I should tell you that you 
have your secrets and I have mine. I still can’t figure out 
how you knew what would happen next in the ball game. 
And how did you know which curve to slow down at?” He 
glanced over at me, but butter wouldn’t melt in my mouth. 

“Lucky guesses,” I murmured.
    “Right.  Just lucky guesses,” Bobby said. “So here’s my 
‘lucky guess.’ There’s an address label on the back. You 
know, the kind you put on an envelope. I’m guessing that 
the name on it is the name of the owner.” By this time we 
were getting back into town. “When we get to the store,” 
he said, “I’ll call the owner and arrange for its return.”
    This time we pulled up to the front of the store. Bobby 
carried in the painting, while I brought in the string bag 
from around the grocery sack, and set it on the counter. 
“Say, do you have a restroom?” I asked Bobby.
    “Sure, it’s in the back,” Bobby said. He was looking 
at the back of the painting and then picked up a phone 
book. I walked back past the restroom and slipped out the 
back door, gently closing it behind me. The night air still 
smelled wonderful, clean and fragrant with the scent of 
everything growing. I stood there listening to all the little 
creatures making their night noises for only a few sec-
onds, and then I started walking very fast, back to the 
library. I ducked in at the basement entrance, went over to 
the phone booth, got in and dialed up the time I belonged 
in. It was the hardest decision I had ever made in my life.
    When I returned to my own time, it was once again late 
autumn, not quite cold enough to snow, but wet enough 
to make my walk home a misery. By then I felt as bad as I 

must have looked. It was as though I had let go of my last 
chance for real happiness. Oh, I know, Bobby was much 
too young for me, but he was a nice young man, and so 
good looking, and I could tell his interest in me was not 
entirely platonic.
    Winter has always been a difficult season for me, cen-
tered around Christmas, the holiday that most emphasiz-
es spending money and then spending time with family. 
I grew up with little of the former and none of the latter. 
If anything, the winter months that follow Christmas are 
even harder to deal with, a succession of short, overcast 
days and long, lonely nights, and both the days and the 
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than anyone else in the room. I recognized him immediately, 
the way you would seeing the same person, boy and man, on 
opposite pages in a photo album. He did not recognize me, I 
could see that, and I was not disappointed with this realization. 
After all, it was twenty years since he had last seen me, not 
four months, and I was not the same person.
    We introduced ourselves to each other. He said, “Say, you 
aren’t the first Black woman to work in this library, are you?” I 
said I didn’t know, but that it wouldn’t surprise me to learn that 
there were others before me. I asked him how it happened that 
a local banker had selected a Chicago law firm to handle his 
estate, and he told me that he had done the man a favor once 
a long time ago, that the man had become his mentor, even 
helping him through college and law school.
    I asked him what the favor was, remarking that it must have 
been a very great favor indeed. He said, “I helped him recover 
a valuable painting that had been stolen from him. It was a 
portrait of his mother.”
    Well that explained a lot to me, as I’m sure it does to you, 
too, and besides, I really must be going now. I am to meet my 
husband here, and I can see that he’s just got off the elevator.

Coda.  The Trustee Gets the Last Word...  Or Does He?

I turned to look and saw a handsome African-American gentle-
man in a conservative business suit who must have been a 
head taller than anyone else in the room. The librarian per-
formed introductions. Her husband’s name was Robert. She 
told him that we had spent the afternoon telling each other 
stories.
Everyone else must have decided it was time to leave about 
the same time that we did. A crowd was forming at the entrance 
to the elevator. When it arrived, the last ones to find room on 
it were the librarian and her husband Robert. “You know,” he 
said to me, “I can just guess who was doing the storytelling. 
Being married to a librarian makes me feel like King Shahryar.”
I must have looked as puzzled as I was, because he next said, 
“He’s the man who married Sheherezade.”

nights are usu-
ally too cold for 
comfort.
    I managed to 
get through that 
winter by rein-
venting myself. I 
stopped straight-
ening my hair 
and began to find 
out about African 
fabrics. Both my 
clothing and my 
jewelry took on, 
for a while, a de-
cidedly African 
look. Yes, I know, 
this is not a look I 
have consistently 
worn in subse-
quent years, but 
saying it was 
a phase I went 
through makes 
it no less an es-
sential part of the 
person I have be-
come.
 Nor was this 
change just on 
the surface. I met 
another librarian 
here at the ILA 
conference, an 

older woman, who told me she always made it easier for people 
to give her what she wanted than to explain why she shouldn’t 
have it, and I made that my motto. My commitment to my work 
had as its foundation the conviction that 
it was valuable. Because I valued what I 
did, others were more likely to do so, too. I 
even found that I was getting along better 
with my city administration. Some were a 
bit afraid of me, as if I might next take up 
cannibalism, but most simply seemed to 
respect me more. I didn’t always get what 
I wanted, but I did always get that good 
explanation I needed.
    So, when spring came, I was nearly 
content. And then one fine spring day 
I got a phone call. A banker in our town 
had died, leaving the library a generous 
bequest. Specific details needed to be re-
solved, so the law firm in Chicago that was 
handling the estate said they’d be sending 
an attorney to meet with me. He would ar-
rive the next day.
    In fact, he arrived late the next after-
noon, a quiet time at the library, not that I 
would have missed seeing him, no matter 
what time he arrived. He was a handsome 
African-American gentleman in a conser-
vative business suit, standing a head taller 
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You would have to have your head in a hole, or more appropri-
ately, a subterranean tunnel, not be aware of the on-going effort 
to reclaim and restore the sunken arches exposed as a result of 
the collapse of the building known as The Green Tambourine at 
6th and Main Street in Keokuk. 

Between the media and the facebook group “Save Keokuk’s Bur-
ied Treasure” formed over a month ago, this topic continues to be 
very popular.

Proponents argue that these arches are an irreplaceable piece 
of early Keokuk history, whatever their use may have been. Op-
ponents feel that preserving them is a waste of time and money. 
They feel that the current economic environment is too volatile 
and there are better places to focus community resources.

The Keokuk Historic Preservation Commission continues to ex-
plore several possibilities. Kip Serota submitted architectural 
plans for a terraced greenspace which would incorporate the 
arches. Shortly after this proposal was offered for consideration, 
David Schlembach of Poepping, Stone, Bach Associates took the 

The Saga of Keokuk’s Buried Arches Continues

proposed project a step further, submitting drawings for a 
retail/townhouse complex which would incorporate the adjacent 
lots next to 528 Main Street. 

But first things first. A fundraising effort is currently underway to 
take the necessary first step, raising enough money to secure the 
site allowing time to develop plans and secure the necessary fund-
ing to save, restore, and put into use this treasure.

Please join the effort. Donations should be sent to Save Keokuk’s 
Buried Treasure, State Central Savings Bank c/o Robin John-
son, 601 Main St., Keokuk, Ia. 52632. Additionally, a Paypal ac-
count has been established for online donations. That donation 
can be made by going to www.paypal.com and sending money to 
skbt@courtyardbookstore.com It has also been announced that 
the Facebook group’s first match of $1,000 has been put up if the 
group can also raise that amount. All donations will be used to 
secure and save these arches. However, if in the long run, the 
effort is unsuccessful, unused donations over $50.00 will either 
be refunded or the donor will be given the option to support other 
preservation projects. 

For additional information, 
contact Carole Betts at 
524-4605 or 524-5665
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