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A reluctant switch

Martha Johnstone fell in love with a tree while 
growing up in northern California.

“It was a gigantic live oak that was canopied to the 
ground,” Martha says, “and I would exercise my horse 
around it when I didn’t have time for a long ride.”

She also fell in love with photography as a child, 
sparked by the gift of a Brownie Target Six-16 box 
camera. “Important lessons were learned with this 
elegant, simple tool,” Martha reveals, and with her 
droll sense of humor, adds, “a garbage can in the 
background is not attractive.”

Perhaps the lesson of the Brownie that has had 
the greatest effect on her photographs today is to “be 
still and observe.”

Martha Johnstone’s powers of observation will 
be on display beginning July 2 at the Keokuk Art 
Center’s Round Room Gallery in the Keokuk Public 
Library.  “Contemplating Trees – 2010” will feature 
her fine art color digigtal photographs of trees from 
her backyard to trees in China.
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Each one is dramatically 
composed into a stillness that 
goes beyond the  physical 
act of holding her camera 
steady. They are elegant and 
genteel, perfect reflections of 
the  personality who  created 
them. Whether simple  vertical 
statements of the tallness of 
palm trees or a close-up view 
of the bark of a crepe myrtle, 
or the patiently twisted trunks 
of a row of trees in China, 
these  photos quietly shout the 
artist’s  fascination with and 
passion for the visual forms 
of trees.

Alex the poodle is another of the 
Johnstones’ passions.  The injured
rescue dog knows he is king of the 
house now.

Continued on Page 2

 by Rita Noe
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Martha’s photographic journey to her current 
images began in the dark room many years ago. 
“I worked strictly in black-and-white back then,” 
she says, “and was a reluctant convert to the digital 
world of images.”

She has found the transition, however, to be 
very satisfying. “One of my greatest pleasures 
working in the dark room was to watch the image 
slowly appear in the developing tray.”  Thinking 
she would miss that aspect, she has been delighted 
to discover that watching the image emerge a little 
at a time from the digital printer satisfies that loss.

Life Map is an excellent example of Martha’s 
affinity for her subjects. Describ-
ing the trunks of crepe myrtle 
trees, she talks about the entire 
life story of the trees being writ-
ten on the bark, and the fact that 
when observed closely, trees can 
begin looking like body parts, 
such as elbows and knees. Ballet 
Arms is again an example of 
her insight into the life of a tree. 
The balance of the composition, 
placement of the main subject, 
and contrast of both color and 
texture all contribute to a mas-
terful expression that leaves the 
viewer wanting to see that tree.

In Down Okeetee Road, John-
stone expresses her fascination 
with tree canopies, especially 
along quiet country roads. “My 
husband is a saint when it comes 
to my photography,” Martha 
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says of Ed. “When we are traveling he is perfectly willing to explore 
off the beaten path with me, to pull off the road when I see some-
thing I want to shoot, and to patiently read in the car.”

The nearly symmetrical composition of this image is a rare 
detour from the superbly balanced asymmetry of most of her work. 
The viewer is reminded of ancient Japanese “hanga” (woodcuts) 
and the ballet subjects of Edgar Degas. Although Johnstone has 
never been to Japan, she has a strong aesthetic for the delicate 
 balance of asymmetry.

In contrast to many 
of her deceptively 
simple compositions, 
Marsh Edge (above)
reveals a tumble of 
textures and delicate 
linear forms. It is also 
an image demand-
ing the use of color. 
“I still work in black-
and-white a great deal 
of the time;” Martha 
explains, “it depends on the subject.”  The contrast of red against green, highlighted by pale 
trunks and branches, only works in color.

While photography has been a long-time hobby for Johnstone, experiences in recent years 
have encouraged her to move beyond that stage into the realm of sharing her expressions 
with others. Ed and Martha spend six months of the year in South Carolina, where she has 
become active in an Art League that encourages exhibiting. “Every month we are encour-
aged to show a new piece and once a year to have a solo exhibit in the small gallery that is an 
offshoot of the main gallery.”

Their travels also take them around the world, creating wonderful opportunities for 
 Martha to “see more than what is there.” She is one of those rare individuals who is not 
limited by what she sees in her viewfinder, but freed by it to discover previously unnoticed 
beauty. That inner vision is translated into technically exquisite prints that feed both the eye 
and the soul.

A gallery opening and reception will be held from 5:00-7:00 pm on July 2. The exhibit   
continues through July at 210 North 
5th Street.
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We work in the dark -
we do what we can -
we give what we have.
Our doubt is our passion,
and our passion is our task.
The rest is the madness
of art.
                       Henry James

Continued from Page 2
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The  Keokuk  Concert  Association’s  eighty-fifth  season
 by Cynthia King

This coming season the Keokuk Concert Association will be celebrating its 85th anniver-
sary.  With the ongoing, generous support of the communities it serves, the KCA will con-

tinue to share with appreciative audiences a rich heritage of music and performance.  You, 
too, can be a part of these audiences—but only through membership in the KCA.  

Membership in the Keokuk Concert Association is open to the 
public through the purchase of season tickets.  A family membership 
is $90; a single membership is $40; and a student membership is $10.  
Furthermore, KCA members may not only attend all performances in 
its annual series, but also as many as seventeen concerts in the nearby 
cities of Pekin, Illinois; Quincy, Illinois; Hannibal, Missouri; Fairfield, 
Iowa; and Washington, Iowa.  

The Keokuk Concert Association’s 2010-2011 season begins with 
the Rod Pearson Big Band on Sunday, October 24.  Our audience 
will be treated to the sounds of the big band era, including the biggest 
entertainers from the popular “Rat Pack” period and classic instrumental big band hits.  

On Monday, November 22, Irish entertainer Cahal Dunne, “Ireland’s happy man,” will 
present an entertaining program based on the music of Ireland.  Born and educated in Ire-
land, Mr. Dunne is a multi-talented composer, pianist, comedian, storyteller, and television 
personality.  

On Thursday, February 17, “The Redhead Express,” a group made up of the nine-
member Walker family, will perform a variety of catchy original songs that rely on the genres 
of bluegrass, traditional country, gospel, Irish, and old-time music.  This unique and special 
blend of musical stylings will be augmented by clogging and fun family comedy.  

The 2010 series will conclude on Thursday, March 10, with the Russian 
pianist Ilya Yakushev, who will perform great classical piano music while in the 
background offering a video presentation of inspiring paintings.  Yakushev is 
a native of Saint Petersburg, Russia, where he won his first award, the Young 
 Artists Concerto Competition, at the age of 12. 

The Keokuk Concert Association’s season brochures and membership forms 
can be found at more than a dozen area locations…

In Keokuk:  Cahill-Pribyl Jewelers & Gifts, Keasling’s Pharmacy & Gifts,
                    Loose Ends Beauty Salon, Courtyard Books,
                    Java River Coffeehouse & Bakery, The Keokuk Public Library,
                    and  The Keokuk Chamber of Commerce. 

In Fort Madison:  The Ft. Madison Art Center, Under the Sun, 
                    and The Ivy Bake Shoppe & Cafe.

In Nauvoo:  Conn Communications.

In Carthage:  The Ben Franklin Store and The Carthage Chamber of Commerce.

Please call Carolyn, 319-524-1478, or Helen, 319-524-7818, with your questions or 
visit us at www.keokukconcertassociation.org for more information.

 
The KCA Board wishes to thank the Keokuk Fine Arts Council, the Keokuk Area 

Community Foundation, and the Arts Midwest Performing Arts Fund for their continued 
support. Only with the generous support of individuals, families and organizations in the 
communities we serve can we continue to share a rich heritage of music and  performance 
by offering quality concerts to our members.  

http://www.keokukconcertassociation.org


The Keokuk Art Center’s contribution to this year’s 4th of July celebration in Rand Park will 
be a two hour concert at the pavilion presented by the Irish band, Switchback. The concert 

will begin at 7:00 p.m. on Saturday, July 3 and will end just as the fireworks display begins.

This summer’s presentation will 
be the third public performance in 
Keokuk by the Switchback  musicians 
Marty McCormack and Brian 
FitzGerald. In 2008 the duo visited 
the community for three days as 
Keokuk Art Center Artists in the 
Schools. Musical programs and 
discussions of their Irish heritage 
were presented at each of Keokuk’s 
five elementary schools followed by a 
Friday evening concert at the Grand 
Theatre. In 2009 Brian and Marty 
returned to perform at Southeastern 
Community College and River Hills 
Village. This visit also culminated in a 
performance at the Grand Theatre.

The July 3rd program at the Rand 
Park Pavilion will include many will-

known Irish favorites along with a selection of Switchback’s original songs taken from the 
group’s six published CD albums. Marty and Brian perform in more than 200 engagements 
a year, as well as scheduling educational trips to Ireland and Italy.

This year’s concert at Rand Park is being funded by a grant from the Keokuk 
 Community Foundation, a mini grant from the Iowa Arts Council, The Keokuk Cultural and 
 Entertainment District and audience contributions during the performance. In case of in-
clement weather the event will be held at the Grand Theatre, located at 26 North 6th Street. 
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Switchback Returns to Keokuk
 by Tom Seabold
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The Grand Theatre Commission is making plans for a fund-raiser “Big 
Band for the Grand” to be held Sunday, August  22.   The commission 

has not sponsored any   fund-raising activities for the past two years, but 
like everyone else, it finds itself in need of funds for the continued opera-
tion and upkeep of the Grand.

The Bullis/Rutter Band will play a two hour concert starting at 7:00 p.m. 
on the stage of the Grand.  The first hour will be in a concert-type mode, 
and the second hour the band will make room on the stage of the Grand 
for anyone from the audience who wishes to dance to such tunes as “In 
the Mood”, “Satin Doll”, “Mood Indigo”, etc.   The band will feature 
Bob Havens from Quincy, Illinois, who has played for 22 years with the 
Lawrence Welk Band as well as with many other notable big bands.

There will be two types of tickets available.  The “Friends of the Grand” 
ticket can be purchased for $50.00 per person and will include food and 
drink at “Lucky’s” starting at 5:30, as well as a commemorative Grand 
Theatre glass and preferred reserved seating for the concert.  Each glass 
will be numbered and during the concert there will be drawings for 
various prizes donated by local merchants. 

General admission tickets to the concert will be priced at $15.00 each.  
There will be a limited number of glasses for purchase as well.  Tickets 
can be obtained beginning Aug. 1 in Keokuk at Keasling’s Pharmacy & Gifts, Cahill-Prybil 
Jewelry & Gifts, and Conn Communications; in Hamilton at Samuel’s; and in Nauvoo 
at The Mayfly.

It is the hope of the Grand Theatre Commission that the tri-state area residents who not 
only love big band music,  but also love the Grand Theatre will support this endeavor. 

Big Band for the Grand
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In 1957, when this cartoon originally 
appeared in the New York World, Keokuk 
was considered one of the three funniest 
town names in the United States. 

Comedians back then may have even 
considered Keokuk something of a cultural 
backwater.  

Today, of course, our hats are as
 fashionable as anywhere.
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A               history of telephone service in the United States, as well as in Keokuk, can most  easily 
be divided into three parts.  The first part began with the invention of the telephone and 

lasted until AT&T achieved for itself what economists call a “natural monopoly” in the 
telephone industry.  A natural monopoly exists in an industry when the fixed cost of capital 
goods—or the means of production—is so high that a competitor cannot profitably compete 
with the earliest firm in that industry.  Utilities providing water, gas or electricity are the 
most common examples of natural monopolies.  The telephone industry, however, started 
out as a government-regulated monopoly 
because AT&T owned Alexander Graham 
Bell’s patent on the telephone.  That pat-
ent expired in 1894, allowing other firms 
to compete with AT&T.  In time, however, 
all competitors were either eliminated or 
marginalized.  This happened so long ago 
that few people living today can remember 
this first great chapter in the history of 
 telephone service.

 Anyone over the age of forty can 
remember when there was really just one 
telephone company, called AT&T, or “Ma 
Bell.”  It was during this second great 
chapter in the history of telephone service 
that all telephones were black, had rotary 
dials and were connected to each other by 
wires.  Furthermore, you couldn’t own your 
phone back then; you rented it, essentially, 
from the phone company.  Back then, most 
people considered long distance calls an 
expensive luxury, and the local service that 
many people had was through a party line. AT&T had become such a powerful corporate 
entity that in the 1967 satirical movie, The President’s Analyst, the character played by James 
Coburn discovers that the evil   organization seeking to take over the world is not the Soviet 
Union, not SMERSCH or SPECTRE, but TPC, otherwise known as “The Phone Com-
pany.”  It was just seven years after the release of this movie that the U.S. Department of 
Justice started its antitrust lawsuit against AT&T, a lawsuit that was not finally settled until 
1982, with “Ma Bell” agreeing to divest its local service operating companies in exchange 
for the opportunity to get into the computer business. 

 Thus, the third and most recent chapter in the history of telephone service began in 
1984, when AT&T was divested of seven regional “Baby Bells” and found itself competing 
with MCI, Sprint and other firms for long-distance service.  Also, it was not a very success-
ful competitor in the computer business.  Meanwhile, the Baby Bells grew and reconsolidat-
ed through mergers, so that there are only three regional telephone companies in the United 
States today.  One of the original seven Baby Bells, Southwestern Bell Corporation, changed 
its name to SBC Communications, gobbled up Pacific Telesis, SNET and Ameritech, and 
then licked its lips and smiled fondly at its old parent company, AT&T.  A little over five 
years ago it acquired AT&T at a cost of  $16 billion and then took on for itself the iconic 
AT&T name.  Less than a year later this new AT&T Inc bought BellSouth for $67 billion.  
It all seems vaguely reminiscent of the family trees of the ancient Greek gods. 

 And yet, spinning off and merging are more result than cause, with the defini-
tive characteristic and causative force in the contemporary telephone industry being new 
technology.  Today, most people with double-digit ages carry cell phones, and most of those 
cell phones are capable of doing a whole lot more that transmit the audible components of 
a  conversation.  It is technological innovation, combined, perhaps, with some measure of 
government regulation, that discourages the maintenance of even “natural” monopolies.

7

Telephone  Service - and Hello Girls - in Keokuk, Iowa
 by Tom Gardner

Keokuk’s “Hello Girls” in the 
Mississippi Valley Telephone 
Company break room, 1901 
or 1902.

Continued on Page 8



One of the more interesting stories from out of that first 
chapter in the history of the telephone took place right here in 
Keokuk and con-
cerns Keokuk’s most 
famous capitalist 
and entrepreneur, 
J.C. Hubinger.  Al-
though born in New 
Orleans, Hubinger 
had grown up in 
Keokuk, and it was 
back to Keokuk that 
he returned once he 
had started mak-
ing his fortune in 
laundry starch.  He 
had been living in 
Connecticut, work-
ing as a door-to-door 
salesman when he 
began manufacturing and selling “Elastic Starch.”

Apparently Hubinger’s interest was not fully engaged by 
the manufacture of starch once that business had become 
well established, so he looked for new enterprises in which he 
might invest his growing fortune.  Often these investments 
were intended to be local civic improvements as much as a 
way to increase his wealth.  Thus, in the closing years of the 
nineteenth century he owned the power company that was 
just down the bluff from his mansion at 1219 Grand Avenue, 
an estate that occupied all of the riverside of Grand from 
10th Street to Rand Park.  Ownership of the power plant 
quite naturally led to Hubinger’s owning Keokuk’s 
electric streetcar company and, just on the other side 
of Grand from his home, his Pastime Amusement 
Park and Casino.  He was also a principal owner of 
the Keokuk Brick and Tile Company.  Further from 
home, Hubinger acquired significant real estate hold-
ings, including, at one time, the largest undivided tract 
of land owned by one person, an entire county down 
in Missouri.

The jewel in the crown of J.C. Hubinger’s holdings 
was undoubtedly meant to be his Mississippi Valley 
Telephone Company, started in the mid-1890s, just 
after the Bell patent expired.  He had realized that he 
could operate his telephone company profitably while 
charging customers much less than the existing com-
pany.  This was true until that company began to match 
Hubinger’s lower rate.  Meanwhile, nearly all local 
businesses and many local homes discovered that they 
needed two telephones, one for each phone company.  
The combined cost of both telephone services was as 
much as they had had to pay before.

Hubinger saw expansion into nearby markets as 
the way for him to win this battle.  He established 
telephone exchanges in Burlington, Fort Madison and 
Muscatine, and then farther up the Mississippi River 
Valley in Saint Paul and Minneapolis, Minnesota.  He 
even tried expanding into Omaha’s telephone market.  
Within a year or two he was overextended or under capital-
ized.  The Saint Paul and Minneapolis exchange was spun 

off as the Twin City Telephone Company and sold to L.A. 
Trowbridge and D.R. River in 1901.  It survived until 1929, 
when it was absorbed into the Tri-State Telephone Company.  
However, the reversal in J.C. Hubinger’s fortune that began in 
1901, if not somewhat earlier, continued through the remain-
ing years of his life.  His health declined, too.  He found it 
necessary to give up his Grand Avenue mansion and move 
into a boarding house at 616 High Street.  There he died on 
January 27, 1908.  He was only fifty-seven years old.

The photograph that accompanies this article offers an 
insight into the way things were in Keokuk, and in the United 
States generally, just after the twentieth century got started.  
It is captioned “Keokuk Exchange.  Operator’s Rest Room 
and Kitchen.”  It appears to be an interior view of one end 
of the top floor of the building that Hubinger built at 6th and 
Blondeau Streets, a building that is better known today as the 
former location of Lucky’s.  There are seven women visible 
in the picture, all of them nicely and similarly dressed for 
their work as Keokuk’s telephone operators, or “hello girls.”  
One is wearing a coat and appears to be about ready to leave, 
while the other six are comfortably seated and either reading 
or chatting with each other.  It is a photograph that presents 
the working conditions of these women as pretty nearly ideal.

An article from the January 18, 1902, Daily Gate City 
provides a remarkably different perspective.  It let the people 
of Keokuk know that the entire force of Hubinger’s “hello 
girls” had just been summarily fired.  Apparently all of the 
operators had signed a letter complaining to Hubinger about 
their supervisor, a man named West, and requesting that West 
no longer supervise them.  The basis for this complaint is 
not revealed.

However, the article does quote in its entirety the letter 
Hubinger wrote to Mary Anderson, the chief operator:

J.C. Hubinger
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Continued from Page 7

January 18, 1902
Miss Mary Anderson
City

Dear Miss:

It is impossible to let you and your help dictate to this  
company what we are to do.  We expect to run our own business 
to give  satisfactory service to our patrons.  Your request will not 
be  granted.  Mr. West is our foreman and he has a perfect right 
to look after the work and see that it is properly done while I am 
absent from the city.

We hereby give you and operators working under you one 
day’s notice that your services are no longer required after 
 tomorrow  evening.  You and your operators call tomorrow  evening 
and get your pay, as we have no further use for your services.

Yours respectfully,

MISSISSIPPI VALLEY TELEPHONE COMPANY OF IOWA
J.C. Hubinger, Gen’l Mgr.



Join us beginning in July as Liz Clark begins classes in the house she is renovating in Hamilton, 
Illinois. For those of you who are used to coming to Keokuk, Hamilton is just on the other side 

of the Mississippi River Bridge. Liz’s new teaching kitchen is in a 100-year old Victorian cottage 
set beside a creek and woods. The live entertainment includes deer, an occasional coyote, and the 
resident groundhog with her little fur-ball, who get far more of the garden crops than Liz does. 
Oh well, the “fur-ball” is just too cute!

Friday Night Dinner Party: July 9, 6:00 pm, $65/person
For Bacon Lovers: Saturday Morning Workshop:  July 10,
       9:30 am.  Every dish will contain bacon. $49/person
Cooking With Summer Fruit: Sunday afternoon,  July 11, 
       1:30 pm.  $49/person
Traditional Bastille Day, Foie Gras, Truffles etc.:  Wednesday,  
       July 14, 6:00 pm. $75/person
Week-Long Italian Intensive:  July 26 – 30
For those of you coming from a distance, this is a chance to book 
one of the area bed and breakfasts and explore this region of the 
Mississippi. Liz will go back to fond memories of the years when 
she lived and traveled in Italy to create both classic and traditional 
family meals for you. $450/person for the week. Individual classes 
are available at $100/day if space allows. Classes will begin at 9:30 
am and end mid-afternoon.
A Retro Seafood Experience, Friday Night Dinner Party: 
       August 6,  6:00 pm.  $65/person
The Vegetable Garden at its Peak:  Saturday, August 7, 9:30 am.
       $49/person
Sunday Afternoon Chicken Workshop:  Sunday, August 8, 
       1:30 pm.  $49/person
Week-Long French Intensive:  August 16 - 20
Liz trained at La Varrene in the 1970s in Paris. She worked with 
Roger Vergé at the Moulin de Mougins in ’84. For several years she 
returned to the apartment above Cannes where she spent her time 

marketing, cooking and writing. Share a taste of her extensive knowledge of France and its 
food during this week of classic delights. As you know, with Liz, almost every recipe has a 
story.  $450/person for the week. Individual classes are available at $100/day if space allows. 
Classes will begin at 9:30 am and end mid afternoon.

An Evening in Spain, Friday Night Dinner Party:  September 10, 6:00 pm.
      $65/person
A Bread and Soup Workshop:  Saturday, September 11, 9:30 am.  $49/person
’Tis the Season for Tomatoes:  Sunday, September 12, 1:30 pm.  $49/person
Russian Zakuski Buffet, Friday Evening Dinner Party:  September 24, 
       6:00 pm.  $65/person
Tastes of Morocco:  Saturday, September 25, 9:30 am.  $49/person
Pasta Workshop:  Sunday, September 26, 1:30 pm.  $49/person
Thanksgiving in New Orleans:  November 24-28.  $695/person shared room
 

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, please send 
emails to artworks@mchsi.com.   Full descriptions of each class, with menus, and details about 
the trip can be emailed.

No refunds will be issued after the Wednesday preceding the class.  You may send
 someone else in your place. 

All New Cooking with Liz        
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“What the hell you got, 1968, that makes you so damned superior?” The answer in the 
immortal lyrics of Hair was, “I’ve got life, Brother!” And life it was! Energy, curiosity, 

a willingness to experiment, to challenge and to disrupt the status quo. It was a year of 
 dramatic change. A year that no one who lived through it could ever forget. The student riots 
in Paris, the Chicago Democratic Convention, and in Italy, where I was living as 
an  exchange student with the Experiment in International Living, there were student 
 Communist demonstrations.  Commitment, though sometimes 
misdirected, was the by-word.

I landed at Malpensa Airport outside Milan on July 3.  
A full day’s sleep in a student hostel and a shower had me 
alert enough to summon up my first line in broken Italian. 
“Dove la salla de mangiare?” Is it fortuitous that the initial 
conversation I had begun was,  “Where is the dining room?”

The dinner was Cotolette alla Milanese with saffron rice. 
In a student hostel? Yes, really. True cotolette, pounded thin 
and breaded, with the rib bone still attached.

After dinner I ventured out with some other students to 
find a bar. Coffee in the open air seemed appropriate. For an 
inveterate American coffee drinker, “a tiny cup of espresso” 
hardly seemed like enough, so “dopio,” or double, became my 
mantra.

As the hour neared midnight, we wandered over to the 
Palazzo del Duomo. The magnificent wedding cake Cathe-
dral of Milan dominated the city and acres of black and white 
marble paved the palazzo.

In front of the Cathedral steps hundreds of young people 
were gathered. They began to organize into groups. Each 
was carrying a furled flag pole. On command they marched, 
unfurling their banners: red flags with a yellow hammer and 
sickle. The chant was too much for my limited Italian to yet 
translate, but the message for us was ironically clear…
“Happy Fourth of July – 1968!”
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Risotto Alla Milanese
This golden epitome of risotto dishes is always 

synonymous with Milan. Italy’s wealthiest industrial 
town and financial capitol, Milan is generous with 
saffron, the world’s most expensive spice. This is the 
risotto that accompanied Liz’s first veal cutlet in 
that Milanese student hostel in 1968.

 1 cup imported Italian Arborio rice
 ½ stick (¼ cup) butter
 ½ cup onion, finely chopped
 6 cups (approximately) warm chicken stock
 ¼ tsp. saffron threads crushed in a mortar 
               and dissolved in ¼ cup boiling water
 freshly ground white pepper, to taste
 ½ cup grated Parmesan cheese*

Melt butter in a heavy enameled Dutch oven. 
Add the onion and stir over medium heat until 
onion is translucent. Stir in the rice and continue to 
stir constantly until rice begins to smell toasty and 
is golden. Add the chicken stock, 2 cups at a time, 
stirring constantly. As the stock is absorbed, add 
more liquid. When the rice begins to appear sticky, 
taste a grain for doneness. When rice is completely 
tender, allow only enough liquid to remain to give it 
a creamy consistency. Stir in the saffron and Parme-
san cheese and mix completely.

Serves 4

* More Parmesan may be passed 
at the table, if desired.

©Elizabeth M. Clark 1999

Life,  Brother!
 by Liz Clark

http://www.donhetzelfineart.com


The Keokuk Cultural and Entertainment District has recently unveiled the second puzzle 
in a planned series featuring the Hydroelectric Power Plant and other significant points 

of interest in Keokuk.  Graphic artist Mimi Kiedaisch-Elmore enhanced the original 
artwork, which had been commissioned nearly a hundred years ago for the Water Power 
Project’s quarterly progress report Bulletin # 9.  Each puzzle is signed and numbered by 
the cutting artist.  

Working these puzzles is truly a sensory delight.  The paper the 
design is printed on is the finest art paper available.  As many as 
72 trial printings are required to perfect the colors.  The wood is 
the finest ¼-inch maple plywood available.  Each piece is hand 
cleaned after production to remove all the dust “crumbs” that are 
typically found in cardboard puzzles.  The laser-cutting pro-
cess produces the smallest cracks between pieces of any wooden 
puzzle in the world, with perfectly smooth, dark-brown edges.  
This cutting, along with the unique shapes, makes each piece 
drop down with a click when it is perfectly inserted in its correct 
position.  There are no tight fits, only perfect ones.  The darkened 
edges make the outlines of all the pieces readily apparent when 
the  puzzle is turned over, and this reverse configuration is an 
 interesting way to display the completed puzzle.

This unique wooden puzzle includes 491 pieces and 41 whimsies 
(pieces or combinations of pieces that portray recognizable objects—people, animals and 
geometric shapes),  including our signature whimsy, Chief Keokuk.   Many of the whimsies 
require multiple pieces including five that require from five to eleven pieces to complete.

KCED board member, Tom Seabold, has created a custom, double-sided frame to 
 showcase the puzzle front and back.  The frame easily comes apart so the fun of solving 
the puzzle may be enjoyed again  and again. Frames are a direct order item through Tom at 
Artworks.    

Keokuk Heritage Puzzles—Limited Editions are $125 and may be purchased through 
Main Street Keokuk, Inc. with the exception of puzzle #1 which was donated to and auc-
tioned at MSKI’s 10th Annual Summer Fun and Fund Raiser—Year of the Tiger—with 
funds augmenting MSKI’s downtown revitalization efforts.  To reserve your puzzle, call or 
email Joyce Glasscock at 319.524.5056 or downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net.

   

Keokuk Heritage Puzzles - Water Power Series No. 2
 Collectors’ Edition
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The difference between the almost right word 
and the right word is really a large matter –
it’s the difference between the lightning bug and lightning. 

                Mark Twain

mailto:downtownkeokuk@iowatelecom.net


Has anyone ever told you to go fly a kite? Well, now you can! The first 
annual Keokuk Kite Festival, “The Air Fair,” will be held September 

18th and 19th from 10:00 a.m. until 4:00 p.m. at a location yet to be an-
nounced. The event is sponsored by the Keokuk Community Fine Arts 
Council and is free to the public. Attendees are encouraged to bring their 
own kites to the event or to purchase one on site.

The KCFAC will have pinwheels and sack kites available for free for 
children ten and under who are accompanied by a parent or guardian, 
while supplies last.

 
Special guests for the event will include members of the Quad City 

Kite Club and the I-80Go Kite Club from Chicago. Members of these 
clubs will demonstrate different kite styles and techniques throughout 
the two-day event. Tony and Ann Killip from Galesburg, Illinois, will be 
attending as the official kite vendor of the event. Weather permitting, they 
plan to fly a 90 foot kite that is in the shape of an octopus. 

According to KCFAC member, Tamela LaFoe, kite festivals are 
fast becoming national events. The American Kite Association has kite 
festivals from around the world listed on their website aka.kite.org.  After 
attending a kite festival in the Quad Cities, La Foe had the idea to start 
a similar event in Keokuk. She presented the idea to the KCFAC who 
supported the effort. James Patton, the event manager for the QC kite 
festival was happy to help.

 
KCFAC is encouraging non-profit civic and art-related organizations to set up activi-

ties at the fair (dunk tank, duck pond, etc.) There will be no cost to the organization; how-
ever, fair goers will need to purchase tickets for these activities at a cost of $1.00 per ticket.  
Proceeds from the ticket sales will be split 50/50 between the KCFAC and the sponsoring 
organization. 

 
The KCFAC is accepting for 

profit vendors for the event. The fee for 
vendor participation is $25.00 for the 
weekend. Vendors must be registered 
with fees paid by August 15. 

 
Trophies will be awarded on Sun-

day afternoon following a kite parade 
at 3:00 p.m. Trophy categories include 
youngest kite flyer, oldest kite flyer, the 
best use of recycled products in a kite, 
the most colorful kite, the funniest kite, 
the best homemade kite, the best use 
of theme (the Air Fair) and Peoples 
Choice.  If you would like to be con-
sidered for the event or would like to 
volunteer in some way, please contact 
LaFoe at born2bmild@hotmail.com or 
call (319) 795-7191. 

Coming soon:  Mrs. Ippy’s Damn Renaissance Faire, October 2nd and 3rd at Hubinger 
Landing, a celebration of the history, art and music of the 15th through the 18th centuries. 12

Keokuk  to  hold  its  first  Air  Fair
 by Tamela La Foe

Mr. Seller’s Physics class at KHS 
promotes both the building and 
flying of kites as demonstrated by 
Alicia Logan.

http://www.riverhillsvillage.com
mailto:born2bemild@hotmail.com


“Now that ain’t how you tell the joke, Bethy!” Crystal said, shaking her head as if it pained 
her to correct her friend, though a smile was firmly plastered on her face. “You got the 

punch line all mixed up again, and you keep saying ‘Uh’ and skipping parts.”  
“Well, then you tell it,” Bethany laughed, shaking her head. Her back was turned to 

Crystal as she sorted different envelopes and packages into the cubbyholes of her case. “I’m 
busy over here. ’Sides, you were the one who told me the joke in the first place, and you 
know you just did it so you could tell it better than me after I messed it up.”

“Oh, I did no such thing,” Crystal mocked, sliding an envelope into a slot on the wall 
next to her before pressing the back of her hand dramatically against her forehead. “Such 
lies you tell on poor little me.” She turned as she saw the new guy pushing a large cart full of 
mail into the back room. “Can you believe her, Jim?”

“I can’t believe anything that comes out of your mouth, that’s for sure,” Jim shrugged, 
grinning slowly as he leaned heavily on the cart. “Just tell it, Crys. I could hear you lamenting 
about Bethany’s aptitude for joke telling from the other side of the post office.” 

“Well alright, if you guys really think I should.” Crystal rolled her eyes up and sighed, 
before smirking and turning back to the envelopes in front of her. “So there was a blonde, a 
brunette, and a red head—”

“Wait a minute Crystal,” Bethany interrupted. “Where’s Kimmy at? She’d like this joke, 
and it’d probably make her think of twenty more of them to tell.”

Crystal paused, looking at the address on one of the many magazines in front of her, 
before filing it in her case and looking at Jim. “Yeah, you’re right. She would if she were here. 
You seen her Jim? Maybe she had another one of those “attacks” and couldn’t come in today.”

Jim shook his head slowly, reaching into the cart and pulling out a large box of mail. 
“I don’t know anything about any attacks she’s ever had, whatever those are,” he muttered, 
carrying the box over to Crystal. “This is some of her stuff for today. Boss’ll let us know if 
she doesn’t show, but then one of you two will have to run her route. I’d do it, but I haven’t 
been trained on it yet.”

Bethany and Crystal grimaced at the same time. “She’s got a long one, Crys,” Bethany 
frowned. “Maybe you and I could split it today?”

“Eh,” Crystal shrugged. “She might just be late. You never know with her. If she had one 
of her attacks though, we’d of known by now. She’d call from the hospital, Doug’d tell us. 
We’d know by now if she wasn’t coming.”

All three of them nodded a bit, looking away from each other and back to their work, 
until the heavy metal door in the back of the post office thunked into the wall. All three 
looked up at the same time, their hands still working the mail into the proper slots.

“Kimmy, that you?” Crystal half shouted toward the back
“Yeah,” a voice echoed back. “You all can stop talking about me now, I’m here.”
Kim walked into the room, her eyes to the floor as she moved back to her case. She sat 

down just as Jim set a box of mail in front of her, and without a thought she dropped her 
purse beside her and began to sort it.

“So Kimmy,” Crystal said softly, as though she were leading up to some grand event that 
was going to happen in her stall. “Bethy was telling this one joke earlier, and it was just the 
funniest thing, wasn’t it, Jim?”

“Oh, I dunno, Crys. I was up front at the time.” Jim chuckled slowly, looking down at the 
next box. “Why don’t you tell it?”

“No, I just couldn’t. It was Bethy’s joke, how could I be so mean as to take it from her?”

Heather Wholey was born and raised in Florida, but moved to southeastern Iowa a few 
years ago to be closer to friends and to attend college.  She completed her Associate in Arts 
degree at Southeastern Community College last year and is now at the University of 
Iowa, majoring in English.  She has a strong interest in the narrative potential of com-
puter games, but is fundamentally a very gifted storyteller.  We hope that in the future her 
work will become easy to find in books and magazines as well as online!
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Stray  
 by Heather  Wholey

Continued on Page 14



“Just tell it, Crystal!” Bethany laughed, reaching up high 
on her case to remove a letter from the wrong slot. 

“If you insist! You’ll like this Kimmy, but it’s a blonde 
joke, so don’t get offended now.” Crystal giggled. “Alright, so 
a blonde, a brunette and a red head are wandering around in 
a desert. They’re lost, they have no food or water, and they’re 
pretty sure they’re gonna die when one of them trips over a 
magic lamp, and a genie pops out—”

“Oh!” Bethany gasped. “I forgot that part. And then 
they—”

“Lemme tell it, Beth!” Crystal laughed, as Bethany 
huffed. “You’ll mess it up again. So any way, this genie pops 
out of the lamp and says ‘Normally I grant three wishes, but 
since there’s three of you here, I will grant you one wish each. 
So what do you wish for?’

“Well the brunette says ‘It’s so hot here, I wish to be 
taken to the coolest place on earth,’ and she gets sent to an 
igloo up in Antarctica. The redhead says ‘I’m so thirsty, I wish 
that I was some place with lots and lots of water,’ and she’s 
sent to the middle of the Pacific Ocean. But then the blonde 
comes up, and she thinks for a good long time, and then she 
says ‘I wish for a car door.’ The genie looks at her real funny, 
and says ‘Why do you want a car door?’ and she says ‘Well if 
you give me one I’ll show you why.’

“So the genie gives her a car door, and the blonde 
positions it next to her. The genie watches her for a second, 
wondering why she’d waste her wish on a car door. He says 
‘So why do you need that thing for?’ and the blonde rolls 
down the window and says ‘It was getting kind of hot in here.’”

Crystal immediately doubled over with laughter at her 
own joke, and Bethany spluttered out a laugh upon hearing 
her. Jim just shook his head and chuckled slowly as he 
methodically pushed the cart back to the other side of the 
post office.

“Oh, Kimmy,” Crystal added, wiping little tears from 
the corners of her eyes as a last few laughs squeaked out. “I 
don’t hear you laughing, Kimmy. Now don’t tell me you’re 
offended or anything? I’m sure you know how to use a car 
door properly even though you’re blonde!”

Crystal grinned, waiting for Kim to answer, but all she 
could hear was Bethany still laughing away. Frowning, Crystal 
set down a package and leaned over into the stall behind her.

“Now don’t go making any faces at me when I look 
back here,” Crystal said, still attempting to coax a laugh out 
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of Kim until she realized that the blonde woman in the stall 
behind her was hardly paying attention to her. “Kimmy, 
what’re you doing?”

Kim looked up, her eyes shiny and her face red, like 
she was holding something inside and she was struggling to 
keep it there. Crystal gasped quietly, and covered her mouth. 
“Kim, I didn’t realize the joke was going to bother you that 
much, I didn’t mean it!”

Kim shook her head. “It wasn’t really the joke, Crys. 
Something happened today… And I don’t really want to talk 
about it.”

“What?” Crystal frowned. “You can’t just tell me 
something happened and not tell me what it was!”

Kim held her breath for a moment, before turning away 
from Crystal and going back to sorting mail. “Not today 
Crys. I might tell you about it some other time, but I just 
can’t today.”

“But Kimmy!” Crystal groaned, “You gotta tell me! I’d 
tell you if something was going on with me, wouldn’t I? Just 
the other day even, I—“

“Crys, leave her alone.”
Crystal jumped and turned around. Standing close 

behind her was Jim, this time without the casual smile that 
always seemed to be on his face. The sound of shuffling 
behind him made Crystal look over his shoulder, and she 
could see Bethany quickly moving away from the side of her 
stall where she had been eavesdropping on their conversation. 
Crystal looked back up at Jim, still somewhat startled by his 
actions.

Jim must have thought she looked confused, because he 
leaned close to her and began to whisper. “Something’s not 
right with Kim today, I can see that much. Whatever it is, you 
should probably just leave her alone with it. I’m sure she’ll tell 
you later.”

Crystal pouted a bit. “But… Nothing’s ever that wrong 
with Kimmy. Even if she goes to the hospital when her 
pancreas starts throbbing in her side, she’s alright. The 
doctors say she can take levels of pain so much higher than 
everyone else that any normal person would pass out feeling 
like that, but that’s just the way Kimmy is. She can take 
anything; you don’t know her well enough to know that. What 
could be so bad that she couldn’t just tell me like normal?”

Jim opened his mouth to say something, but Kim 
stopped him. “… I found a girl on the side of the road 
coming to work, about half an hour ago. She was hit by a car, 

or jumped out of one or something.”
Crystal gasped and spun around, 

completely ignoring Jim now. “Oh, 
Kimmy! Was she alright?”

Kim wasn’t even sorting the mail 
any more. She reached up with her 
hands and pressed them to her closed 
eyelids, but she didn’t cry. “No, she 
wasn’t. Please Crys, I told you what was 
wrong. I don’t want to talk about it right 
now. I’ll tell you everything later, really, 
but let me just get the image of her out 
of my head first, alright?”

Continued from Page 13

Continued on Page 15

mailto:artworks@mchsi.com


15

Crystal nodded. “Alright, Kimmy,” she said, turning 
back to her stall. Jim had walked back to his cart, but he was 
pushing it much more stiffly than before. As Crystal picked 
up her next envelope, she sighed softly, but still loud enough 
for the rest of the postal workers to hear her. “You’ll get 
over it soon Kimmy, I know you will. You can take it all by 
yourself, and you’ll be back to normal and joking with us in 
about five minutes.”

But Kim wasn’t listening.
   
Her eyes were glazed over, a filmy goop clouding the 

deadened vision and clinging to the corners of her unblinking 
eyelids. Her head was propped up on the side of the ditch, 
bent at a strange angle because of an ill-placed rock. Her 
stomach was distended with the blood her broken bones and 
organs were pouring into her. She had to have been lying out 
here for hours, because the number of red ants slowly eating 
her body made her road rash look like it was moving. Yet 
somehow she was still breathing.

Kim 
couldn’t look 
away from 
the shallow 
rise and fall 
of the young 
woman’s 
chest. She 
was stunned 
that someone 
could have 
survived like this, so much so that she barely remembered 
calling emergency services until she heard the siren of the 
ambulance. She didn’t recall that the 911 operator on the 
other line had told her to “stay right there” so the paramedics 
would know where to stop, but it didn’t matter. She couldn’t 
have moved away anyway.

The ambulance appeared next to Kim as though it had 
been parked there the entire time. It had only taken them 
ten minutes to get here, yet this girl had probably lain here 
all night. Kim would have cried if she could have, but her 
brain wouldn’t register the action, and so she stood there as 
two paramedics leapt out of the ambulance. One, much taller 
than the other and with pudgy cheeks headed toward the 
girl, while the shorter paramedic with a thinly shaved head of 
hair went to unlock the back of the truck and get a stretcher. 
When the tall one got close to the girl and saw what state she 
was in, he blanched and stopped, squinting his eyes nearly 
shut before sighing and turning back to his partner.

Kim could see the two of them talking out of the corner 
of her eyes but her attention stayed on the young woman in 
the ditch. The girl kept breathing, but it slowed down more 
and more. Kim stared, almost as if she felt that the girl would 
stay alive as long as Kim stood watch over her.

The shorter of the two paramedics pulled the stretcher 
into the ditch, but left it to the side, instead crouching next to 
the girl. His back blocked Kim’s view of the girl’s face, and 
suddenly her brain seemed to begin working. Kim nearly 
panicked, needing to see that the young woman was still 
breathing, and she began to move toward the two in the ditch. 

Something held her back, however, and she realized suddenly 
what it was when the taller paramedic turned her around to 
face him.

“It probably isn’t a good idea for you to go over there,” 
he told her, but Kim stared at him as though he hadn’t said a 
word. “Are you Mrs. Murphy?”

Kim half muttered “Miss,” but the chubby-cheeked 
paramedic didn’t seem to hear. She nodded half-heartedly.

“You were the one who made the emergency call then,” 
he stated simply. “Do you know who this young woman is?”

Kim’s eyes seemed to focus on the tall paramedic for 
just a moment. “I thought I did,” she whispered, the words 
coming out like her throat was full of dry sand. “I thought it 
was my daughter. I could see her head just sticking out of the 
ditch, the same color hair... But my daughter is in Chicago, 
going to college. She’s days away from here.”

“So you don’t know her then?” the tall paramedic asked 
again. Kim frowned softly, her nerves too numb to berate 
the man in front of her. She shook her head in response, and 
the tall paramedic walked away. Kim followed him with her 

eyes half focused, until 
he stopped a little away 
from the paramedic 
with the shaved hair and 
said something to him. 
The shorter paramedic 
stood and walked 
toward the taller one, 
and Kim noticed that 
the short one had been 
wearing gloves. She 

glanced down at the girl in the ditch and flinched.
The short paramedic had twisted the girl’s head to the 

side. Her mouth was open now, and a black-red substance 
like pudding was slowly spilling out into the ditch. The girl’s 
chest quivered as Kim watched and she realized that the girl 
was coughing, her broken body only able to manage enough 
energy to shake loose a small hole to breathe out of.

As Kim stared, both of the paramedics returned to the 
ditch. They pulled the stretcher up close to the girl, lowered 
it and lifted her on. They didn’t strap her down, or apply a 
neck brace as they did with most patients with symptoms 
they didn’t know about. They never checked her pulse, and 
they didn’t bring any syringes or medicine for her. They just 
scooped her up and began to carry her away.

Kim was standing beside the stretcher before she even 
realized that her legs were moving, but she stopped when the 
tall paramedic with the chubby face starkly told her “No.” 
She looked at him, his eyes sharply glaring her down as 
though she were trying to take the girl on the stretcher away 
from him.

“But...” Kim started, “Aren’t you going to do anything to 
help her?”

The tall paramedic shook his head and looked away from 
her, before climbing up into the back of the ambulance to 
pull the stretcher inside. The short paramedic with the shaved 
head was still standing outside of the ambulance so he could 
hoist the stretcher up, and Kim reached him and 
caught his shoulder.

The tall paramedic shook his head 
and looked away from her, before climbing
into the back of the ambulence to pull 
the stretcher inside.

Continued from Page 14
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“I have some towels in my car,” Kim tried to offer in a 
pained voice. “You could at least wipe some of the ants off 
her.”

The short paramedic sighed, lifting the end of the 
stretcher into the ambulance before shutting the doors 
behind it. Kim watched as he turned the handle, almost as 
if she could see the girl in there, still breathing slowly on the 
other side.

“Mrs. Murphy,” the short paramedic sighed, “there’s 
nothing you can do.”

Kim’s attention turned back to the man’s face, and she 
gaped at him. “But, the ants?” she tried again. “Can’t you 
get some of them... or give her an injection of something to 
take the pain away? She must be hurting so bad, all night out 
there...”

“She doesn’t need help anymore,” the paramedic sighed. 
Kim’s eyes stayed on his face, but they went out of focus as 
he continued to speak. “ Mrs. Murphy, maybe you should go 
home and rest? Try to relax.”

“Can’t go home now,” she muttered distantly. “Gotta go 
to work. I need the money.”

The paramedic shrugged. He almost patted her shoulder 
as she turned to look back at the ambulance, but then 
realized his hands were still wearing bloodied gloves and 

dropped his arm back down to his side.
Kim didn’t watch him as he walked around the 

emergency vehicle and climbed into the driver’s seat. Instead, 
she continued to stare at the back of the ambulance, watching 
the closed doors as it pulled out of view. Behind those doors 
she saw an image of her daughter headed away from her again.

Kim leaned heavily against the side of her car, half-
sitting between the open space of the door and the seat. Her 
eyes and her body were stiff and faraway, as though she 
had simply lost control of things and was working fervently 
behind the scenes to get it running again. Her hair was stuck 
to her face with sweat, and the dust from the dirt roads she 
had driven on had billowed into her window and left little 
smudges on her cheeks. After a short time she finally moved, 
slowly and without purpose to the front door of her house. 
Her feet plodded heavily up the steps of the porch, and 
continued to do so even as she skirted the paths of many 
overhanging potted plants in her way. Most of the plants were 
vegetables and herbs, browning and dying with the unfulfilled 
promise of being turned into a garden. Only a stunted grape 
vine had any amount of green left in its color, its shrunken 
vines clutching a water bucket that had long since been left to 
catch the rain.

Inside the house was no different than outside, as Kim 
pulled sharply on the rusted front door to get it 
open. It creaked in an angry and metallic way as 
she stepped inside on a sand coated doormat that 
had never been shaken out. The dinner table was 
cluttered with months of mail and papers that 
seemed to have just appeared there to leave no room 
for actually eating on. The living room beyond the 
table had five different types of mismatched recliners 
and couches, all covered in cat and dog hair even 
though the animals were nowhere in sight. Even the 
blankets that she had thrown over the backs of the 
couches long ago were matted down with orange 
and black fur. The many end tables and bookshelves 
were covered with clutter and knick-knacks, on top 
of dissimilar books that had been hoarded since her 
years in high school. Her eyes came into focus for just 
a moment as she looked at the living room carpet. 
Directly in the center was a small pile of animal 
feces, freshly put down. After a minute or so, Kim 
only nodded at it before passing the living room and 
turning to the hall that led to her bedroom.

If Kim had not lived there, her room would 
have been completely unrecognizable to her as a 
place to sleep. An entertainment system was set up 
at the head wall, with a television that didn’t receive 
cable and an old DVD player to fill two of the main 
slots. The places where speakers and other gadgets 
went were cluttered with even more trinkets, most 
of which were chipped or broken. Surrounding that 
and everything else were waist high piles of paper, 
stained towels, trash and clothing meant to be taken 
to charity that blocked and covered nearly every 
path. Her bed faced the TV, the blankets 

Advertising...   it’s still a great idea!
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dingy with age and dirt and the comforter kicked up in a 
wrinkled clump in the center. The bed was a double, but on 
the side nearest to the door were two piles of clothes, one 
clean, one dirty.  Kim wasn’t sure which one was which. 

Though she could hardly see the floor, Kim knew where 

to step to avoid anything hard or sharp poking up beneath 
the mess. She walked the hidden path effortlessly, though her 
eyes did not focus on where she was going until she reached 
the far side of the bed. Exhausted, she collapsed into the 
sheets, pulling them over her and letting their musty smell 
surround her completely. She was not cold, but she only 
left the sweaty bits of her face above her nose visible. She 
lay there for a long time without moving, trying to sleep off 
and on for over an hour. When she opened her eyes for the 
seventh time, she frowned piteously, closing them tightly 
before rolling over to face the piles of laundry on the bed 
next to her. Without much effort she sifted through either 
pile, looking for one of her old nightgowns to wear, deciding 
randomly that now was the time to dress into something more 
comfortable. As she pulled articles of clothing from one pile 
and into the other, her half-caring eyes moved sluggishly to 
something hanging on the wall. 

A maroon phone that matched nothing in the room 
suddenly stood out to her in a manner it never had before. 
She stared at it, one hand stuffed into the now single large 
pile of clothing beside her. She looked away from it, as if 
debating something with herself before standing slowly and 
traversing the mounds of garbage on her floor to get to the 
other side of the bed. Her hand reached out for the phone, 
but she paused and drew back. Kim hadn’t said a word since 
Crystal had told her she would get over seeing the girl dying 
on the side of the road. She swallowed again, nearly walking 
back to the other side of the bed, but stopped. She breathed 
slowly for a moment before pulling the phone off of its base 
and dialing a quick number.

The ringing droned in her ear as she waited for the faint 
click. Before the person on the other end of the line could speak, 
Kim smiled faintly. “Hey sweetheart. How’s school going?”

Her smile widened slightly as her daughter’s voice chirped 
from the speaker. “That’s good, that’s good,” Kim said faintly, 
almost to herself. “So what are you up to right now?”

Her daughter continued talking to her, and Kim nodded 
several times as though the girl could see her. “Yeah, I can 
imagine,” Kim whispered, her smile slowly disappearing as a 
look of worry crept over her face. Looking at the ceiling for 
a moment, Kim swallowed and closed her eyes, pressing the 
knuckles of her free hand against her eyelids. 

“Hey, listen for just a second...” Kim asked. Her 
daughter’s voice abruptly halted, followed by a quizzical 
noise. “There’s something I wanted to tell you, why I called.”

The voice on the other end of the line waited patiently as 
Kim struggled to speak. “I... got the living room all cleaned 17

up,” Kim finally breathed, without saying what she had meant 
to say. Her daughter chirped excitedly at her in approval, 
bringing a smile back to Kim’s face. “Yeah, I know,” she half 
laughed, swallowing in a pained manner. “So maybe I could 
pull out the couch bed—the good couch bed—and you could 
come visit for a weekend?”

Her daughter’s voice paused, 
and Kim stood there silently as the 
girl slowly began to speak. “Oh, I 
see,” Kim muttered, her voice fading. 
“No, no I understand. Things get 
busy. Maybe another time.”

The voice on the other end of 
the line whined quietly at her in apology. Kim nodded, softly 
muttering, “Alright, I’ll talk to you later then,” trying to sound 
as unhurt as possible. “I love you too,” she whispered as the 
phone clicked and the dial tone came back.
 Kim stood still for a long time, the phone beeping in 
her hand. It was a while before she finally moved to put the 
maroon phone back on its receiver, but instead of shuffling 
back to the uncluttered side of her bed, she left the room and 
walked the tired steps out to the living room.
 Still ignoring the drying pile of feces on the floor, 
Kim looked around the room with half focused eyes before 
moving over to a bookshelf. Wearily, she reached up to the 
top of the shelf and began to pull the dusty books from their 
places, looking and brushing off each cover before quietly 
placing them back on the shelf in alphabetical order.

          

“No, no I understand.  
Things get busy.  May be another time.”

Mere Words
 by Tom Gardner
  for Betsy

One description
 is no more like the thing itself
  than another.
They are all
 vehicles, the possible means
  to an end
And mean little
 if left artifacts, a display
  of mere words.
Can you blame me then
 for hesitating to tell you
  how much you mean to me?
How much I like
 your smile, your quick wit, and the sound
  of your voice?
How very much
 I like being with you, sharing
  mere words?

Continued from Page 16



Garden spaded with toil and sweat in the early, cool, moist 
days of spring.

Tiny seeds lovingly purchased, tenderly planted - 
so carefully, so hopefully.

Too thick sprouts thinned to proper special proportions; 
Weeds extracted with excruciating concern lest a cherished 
plant, unrecognized, be accidentally exterminated during 
 germination.  

Flora flaunting multi riant colors like an uncleaned artist’s 
palette.

Bountiful bouquets gracefully gathered, artfully ar-
ranged, their adored aromas emanating throughout the house, 
 perfuming parlor and pantry.

Rain.  Sun.  Heat.  Growth.  Too much sun.  Too much 
heat.  Too little rain and growth.  The humble hose hauled out to 
provide sustenance and succor to withering zinnia, arid asters, 
hassled hollyhocks, and ruined roses.

The miracle materializes.  The flowers flourish, but the 
weeds, too, welcome the means to widen their wings, lengthen 
their legs, and take over the topography.

Flowers and weeds intermingle.  A cacophony of ageratum, 
crabgrass, coreopsis, and creeping charlie become melded to-
gether.  Choruses of crickets chime, beckoning the insect world 
to invade this lush untidy jumble.

My garden, a dream of beauty, a child of creativity and la-
bor has run amok.  The weeds have won.  The fertilizer failed or 
worked too well.  The chemicals collapsed.  My dream perished.  
There was only one thing to do now to preserve that 
fragment of gardening dignity I still had left.

Mow it! 18

My Garden
 by June Odell

 On hot steamy days
When there seems an absence
 Of breathable air
It’s exquisite agony getting there.

 But with loquacious
Companions, it’s a tolerable task
 A nigh soothing treat
For sweaty torso, aching feet.

 It makes our willing bodies
Hum with a rhythm
 Rarely played
As too indoors we’ve stayed.

 There’s therapy in walking
Talking with cohorts
 Getting frustrations out
Indignantly striding about.

 It’s exercise for legs
Lungs and longer life,
 Even brains weary with fatigue
Brisk exertion can relieve.

 In winter we hesitate
To bare our faces to the gales
 We shiver as we go
Through threats of sleet and snow.

 But in spring the glory
Of a scampering squirrel
 The fantasy of a flower
Consume the walking hour.

 In fall the crispness
Of the cooling breeze;
 Frost coloring the leaves
Propels us with a welcome ease.

 We oversee building projects
Praise their progress
 Or lament the decay
Of places passed along the way.

 Frequently as we tramp
No sights register.
 Our eyes are blind
As we unload the mind.

 We’ve walked by now
Hundred of miles
 Purposefully going nowhere
Having been everywhere.

Walking
 by June Odell
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July
 1-31  • Contemplating Trees: Photographs by Martha Johnstone, 
   Keokuk Art Center, Round Room Gallery,  Keokuk Public Library 
  1-2  •  Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
      1  •  Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Public Library
  • Afternoon Movie in the Round Room, 3:00 pm, Keokuk Public Library
  • Karaoke with Barnsey, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St. 
      2  • Artist Reception, Contemplating Trees: Martha Johnstone, 
   5:00 to 7:00 pm, Round Room Gallery, Keokuk Public Library
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St.
      3  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • “McNamara’s Band” Concert, 11:00 am, Rand Park Pavilion
  • “Smyrna Gospel Band,” 2:00 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
  • “Switchback” Concert, 7:00 to 9:00 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
  •  Fireworks Celebration & Display, Rand Park
      4  • Rand Park Pavilion Concerts:
   3:00 to 4:00  The Jeff Page Band
         4:15 to 4:45  Acoustic Acts Double J’s
        5:00 to 5:30  Ryan Dixson
        5:45 to 6:45  The Jeff Paige Band
         7:00 to 8:00  Laughing Soul
         8:15 to 9:15  Thirteen Stitches
  • Stories and More ICN Session (Reg. Required),
   1:00 pm, Keokuk Public Library
       7  • Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Library
       8   • Blank Park Zoo Traveling Program, 10:00 am, 
   Keokuk Public Library
  • Afternoon Movie in the Round Room, 3:00 pm, 
   Keokuk Public Library
  • Movie Night, 6:00 pm, Keokuk Library Round Room
  • Karaoke with Barnsey, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St. 
   8-9  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
 9-11  • Liz Clark Cooking Classes, Hamilton, IL
    10  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Mississippi Rat Pak Car Show, Tolmie Park
  • “Jeff Page Band,” TJ’s House of Music 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
  • “Love Junkie” Band, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, 600 Main St., Keokuk
    12  • Dan Wardell’s Reading Roadtrip (IPTV), 9:30 to 10:30 am, 
   Keokuk Public Library
  • Teen Scene Crafts Projects, 3:00 pm, ICN Room, Keokuk Public Library
    13  • Stories and More ICN Session (Reg. Required), 1:00 pm, Keokuk Public Library
14-15  • Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Public Library
  • Liz Clark Cooking Classes, Hamilton, IL
     15  • Afternoon Movie in the Round Room, 3:00 pm, Keokuk Public Library
  • Karaoke with Barnsey, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St.
15-16  •  Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
     16  • Teen Scene (Guitar Hero Tournament), 3:00 pm, Lower Level Meeting Room,
   Keokuk Public Library
16-17  • “The Pajama Game,” 7:30 pm, GRP Summer Youth Theatre,  The Grand Theatre 
  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main Street
     17  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • “The Mellowtones” Concert, 2:00 pm, Afternoon Concert, Rand Park Pavilion
  • Mississippi Rat Pak Car Cruise Night, Wal-Mart, Keokuk
  • “Steve Rivers” Concert, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
     18  • “The Pajama Game,” 2:00 pm, GRP Summer Youth Theatre,  The Grand Theatre
21-22  • Story Hour, 10:00 - 11:00 am, Keokuk Public Library
21-24  • L-Bird Convention and Fly-in, Keokuk Municipal AirportCa
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     22  • Karaoke with Barnsey, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St. 
22-23  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
     23  • “Movin’ On” Band, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St.
     24  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Road Rats’ Street Machines Cruise Night, River City Mall, Keokuk
  • “Laughing Soul”, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
  • “Larry Loring and The Baby Boomers,” 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S.
   Pit Stop, 600 Main St., Keokuk
     26  • Teen Scene Crafts Projects, 3:00 pm, ICN Room, Keokuk Public Library
26-30  • Liz Clark Cooking Classes, Hamilton, IL
     28  • “What Cheer: A Love Story,” Zachary Michael Jack, author discussion,
   4:00 pm, Lower Level Meeting Room, Keokuk Public Library
29-30  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
29-31  • “Dog Days of Summer” Crazy Days, Main Street Keokuk
  • Karaoke with Barnsey, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St. 
     30  • Class Act Karaoke, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.RS. Pit Stop, 600 Main St.
     31  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • “Victory in Control” Concert, 7:00 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
  • “Shade,” TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk

August
  1-31  • “Watercolors,” paintings by Joan Green; Quincy, IL, Round Room Gallery, 
   Keokuk Public Library 
       5  • Karaoke with Barnsey, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St.
   5-6  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
   6-8  • Liz Clark Cooking Classes, Hamilton, IL
     7  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • “Jeff Page Band,” TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
  9-11  • Liz Clark Cooking Classes, Hamilton, IL
     12  • Movie Night, 6:00 pm, Keokuk Library Round Room
  • Karaoke with Barnsey, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St. 
12-13  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
     13  • “Mountain Strings” Concert, 12:00 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
     14  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
  • “Love Junkie,” TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
     15  • “Cornet Chop Suey” Concert, 5:00 pm, Rand Park Pavilion 
16-20  • Liz Clark Cooking Classes, Hamilton, IL 
     19  • Karaoke with Barnsey, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am,
   C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 600 Main St.
19-20  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s 
   House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
20-21  • Rollin’ On the River, Blues Festival, 
   Victory Park,  Keokuk Riverfront
     21  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, 
   River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Mississippi Rat Pak Car Cruise Night, 
   Wal-Mart, Keokuk
  • “Laughing Soul,” TJ’s House of Music, 
   21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
     22  • Big Band for the Grand, 5:30 pm, 
   Lucky’s, 6th and Blondeau, Keokuk
     24  • S.E. Iowa Powerhouse Bash, Fishing Tournament, 
   Hubinger’s Landing Riverfront
     26  • Karaoke with Barnsey, 9:00 pm - 1:00 am, C.A.R.S. Pit Stop, 
   600 Main St.
26-27  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
     27  • “Telluride” Concert, 5:30 pm, Rand Park Pavilion
     28  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • Road Rat’s Street Machines Cruise Night, River City Mall, Keokuk
  • “Shade,” TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk



September
  1-30  • “Portraits,” Pastel Drawings by Ann Huiskamp McDermand, 
   Round Room Gallery, Keokuk Public Library 
    2-3  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
       4  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • “TNT,” TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
       6  • Labor Day Parade, Main Street Keokuk
       9  • Movie Night, 6:00 pm, Keokuk Library Round Room
  9-10  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St. 
10-12  • Liz Clark Cooking Classes, Hamilton, IL
     11  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot 
  • “Fatty Lumpkin,” TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
16-17  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
     17  • Mississippi Movie (Documentary of Mississippi River Tour), 7:30 pm, 
   Rand Park Pavilion
     18  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot
  • “Wine Over Water,” Keokuk Main Street, Inc., 4:00 pm, Keokuk Bridge Boardwalk

  • Kite Festival TBD
  • Mississippi Rat Pak Car Cruise Night, Wal-Mart, Keokuk
  • “Third Violation,” TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St. Keokuk
     19  • Kite Festival TBD
     21  • Smart Investing @ Your Library Program, 6:00 pm, 
   Keokuk Library Round Room
23-24  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St.
24-26  • Liz Clark Cooking Classes, Hamilton, IL
  • Geode Fest, Hamilton, IL
     25  • Farmer’s Market, 6:30 am, River City Mall Parking Lot  
  • Road Rats’ Street Machines Cruise Night, River City Mall, Keokuk
  • Zydeco Concert, 7:00 pm, Rand Park Pavilion  
  • “Wild Wild West,” TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th St., Keokuk
     30  • Ty’s Karaoke, 7:00 pm - 10:00 pm, TJ’s House of Music, 21 S. 5th 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 call Sandy Seabold 
at 319-524-1221 or email her at artworks@mchsi.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.

mailto:carole@courtyardbookstore.com
artworks@mchsi.com
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