Chapter 14

“Iowa, Des Moines Art Center, 1950, New House” 

Soon after Lester Longman's recommendation, a board of trustees committee from the Des Moines Art Center visited Dwight and Truby in Lincoln.  A press release was then sent to the media by Fred Hubbell, Chairman of the Edmundson Art Center, a part of the Des Moines Art Center.

The Lincoln Journal ran an announcement July 26, 1950, “Kirsch Leaving N.U. Art Post To Head Des Moines Institute.  Dwight Kirsch is taking a one-year leave of absence to serve as director of the Edmundson Art Center in Des Moines.  Kirsch, 51, will assume his duties in Des Moines Sept. 1.  He was in Des Moines Tuesday night.  A nationally known figure in the art world, Kirsch has built up a collection of pictures at the university, which is considered one of the outstanding groups of its kind in the country.  The Des Moines art center, opened in June, 1948, has been without a director since the resignation of Richard F. Howard in May.”

“Kirsch is a native of Pawnee County.  Mrs. Kirsch is the former Truby Kelly of Atkinson.  They have a son, John, 23, who recently graduated with honors from the university.  The son has exhibited widely in mid west exhibitions and is known as one of the region's outstanding younger painters.”

“Kirsch also is a painter and his work has been exhibited widely.  He is already widely known in Des Moines art circles, having visited and lectured there a number of times. . It was reported in Lincoln Tuesday night that Kirsch's leave of absence has been approved by university Chancellor R.G.Gustavson and Dean of Faculties Carl W. Borgmann pending the first meeting of the university board of regents this fall.”

“Kirsch is the second veteran member of the university's art staff who will not be back this fall.  Miss Kady Faulkner, professor of art, who had been with the department for the past 20 years, resigned in May, effective Aug. 31..”

The Lincoln Star mistakenly reported that Duard Laging would succeed Dwight as gallery director. The Star also reported however that, “Joe Ishikawa, curator for the University of Nebraska art galleries, took issue with a statement made by Prof. Duard Laging, art department chairman, that he (Laging) would succeed Dwight Kirsch as galleries director.  Ishikawa pointed out that the appointment. . must be made and approved by the university's administrative officials.”  (Norman Geske later ably filled the gallery director post and continued after the Sheldon was built.)  In retrospect, the university had derived a great bargain those many years when Dwight filled the two positions.

As if the approaching new job were not excitement enough, thunderous news was reported in the August 1950 Lincoln Star and Journal that Frances Sheldon had left nearly one million dollars to the University of Nebraska for an art gallery.  This was irony almost beyond belief, a Frances had received advice from Dwight for many years on personal art purchases, had admired his work and apparently felt confident that he would continue at the university for an indefinite period of time (if Dwight knew of her intentions, he kept his own council).  The Lincoln Artists' Guild had stated their wish for one for many years.

In a separate letter enclosed with his formal request for a leave of absence, Dwight made a proposal: “To submit a rather full report on problems and values of the Art Galleries seems to me to be a wise and essential step before the statement on the Art Galleries (also enclosed) is revised and resubmitted to the Regents.  In view of the Sheldon bequest for a new Art Gallery Building (though it may not be constructed for many years), I believe it is highly desirable to give through study to the immediate problems involved.  After twenty-six years on the staff of the University of Nebraska and fourteen years as Galleries director, I would be remiss in my duty not to see that steps are taken to safeguard the art collection here and the activities of the University Galleries as an entity.”  His proposal was a graceful, dignified finale.

With Dwight and Truby driving back and forth between Lincoln and Des Moines, trying to pack, rent an apartment, it is a wonder they had time to come to our little house warming party that summer.  Kelly Day Alexander had arrived April 2 on his Great-Aunt Truby's birthday, much to her delight and we felt it was a time for celebration.  They arrived at our little house in great style in a sleek, new (used) grey Lincoln Continental which looked worthy of the new position.  Aunt Truby looked radiant in an elegant new dress she had made from a Vogue “Designer Original” pattern, (I still have the pattern and sewed a dress from it for myself).  The party was simple, but we all had a wonderful time.

John stayed in Lincoln working on the packing, fulfilling several small art commissions, and applying for various scholarships, one of which was for a Fulbright.  My husband was working out in the state for the highway department and I was left without a car with a new baby.  John was a Godsend by helping with groceries and other emergencies. 

He was then jolted with a notice from the draft board that he report for a physical for induction in the U.S. Army. The Korean War had erupted.  The examining doctor found that he had high blood pressure rejected him as unfit, much to Truby's relief. She had plans for him to travel in Europe and remarked many times that, “all fine artists (as opposed to commercial artists) must travel to Europe before they can make a name for themselves.”  Kirsches then left for Iowa and John to Europe: France, Spain, Italy, Belgium, England and Germany.

My husband Fred was not as lucky as John, for he was also called up for an army physical after having served during World War II.  (My monthly army allowance was all of $24 and so my parents took us in.  Most new mothers did not work at paying jobs in those days.  When he was given a medical discharge at Christmas time, we moved to Cheyenne, Wyoming.)

John was awarded the top purchase prize of $500 that October in the Fourth Annual Exhibition by Missouri Valley artists, at the prestigious Mulvane Art Center in Topeka, Kansas.  The Atkinson Graphic reported that, “Kirsch who left Tuesday for Europe on a year's painting trip and study, won the prize with his canvas ‘Sangre de Cristo’ which was done while he was in Mexico earlier this year.  It becomes a permanent part of the Mulvane collection.”

Thus, there were droplets of hope, delight, and success for his future, and the prize money helped finance his trip!  When Dwight began to tackle his new (year-long) probationary job, he was asked in an interview by Art Digest to comment on the “causes and symptoms afflicting many institutions.”

His answers reflect his Nebraska dilemma and the Digest offered him the platform he needed to air his views:

“1.  Changes in policy and top personnel for no better reason than that change itself seems desirable.  Few shifts have been based upon any real study of the problems involved or upon considered examinations of the qualifications of the old or the new leaders.”

“2.  Some protective association may be needed to establish and enforce standards of professional ethics, freedom of creative teaching and freedom of art-museum administration.  Such an association could function in much the same way as the American Association of University Professors.  Perhaps an existing group could serve.”

“3.  A stronger assertion of faith in basic, timeless art principles for art instruction.  Too often the established order (perhaps strictly academic) has been followed without transition by the abstract academy.  Frequently this takes the form of encouraging a watered down Bauhaus style or an attempt to teach automatic painting.”

“4.  Most art institutions need to spend more energy in outlining a long-range program based upon specific or general needs of the students and public to be served.  It would be possible in this way to safeguard continuity, without which any art program becomes only a bewildering series of changes.  Keeping up with the times does not necessarily mean the exhibition and purchase of controversial art.  That has been a large measure of trouble, of course.  The museum should survey what artists are doing as objectively as possible, and present their work to the public as impartially as is consistent with those standards of quality which the museum must try to maintain.”

The Art Digest writer continued, “The highest of tributes was paid to him (Dwight) in the form of Miss Frances Sheldon's bequest of approximately $900,000 to the University to be used to build and equip a new art gallery.  Miss Sheldon knew Kirsch well, and this bonanza to the university was based, we must presume, entirely upon this wise legislator's (and her advisor's) admiration for the program and collection Kirsch constructed, and faith in his ability to continue his work.”

“The exact nature of the Nebraska unrest has not been revealed.  But when, after 26 years, a man of Kirsch's caliber has to face petty internal storms, which caused three members of the art faculty to resign and another, in addition to himself, to ask for a leave, there is something wrong with the institution, not the man.  Whatever community Kirsch blesses with his great talent for bringing art home to the people, we still will have him.”

To further demonstrate the loyalty and concern he still had for the university, in his formal request for Leave of Absence for one year, Dwight Kirsch said, “In accepting my new appointment, I feel certain that the experience of directing the most completely equipped modern art center in this section of the country will be of great benefit to me, and to the University of Nebraska.  For example, we have already made arrangements for co-operation on two exhibitions during the year which will be joint projects of the University of Nebraska and the Des Moines Art Center.”

Thus, the Kirsches left Nebraska with their heads held high, able to look forward to the second half of the century charged with an exciting challenge and new beginning!

IOWA

The Des Moines Art Center is nestled within a lovely, wooded area on a sloping hill in Greenwood Park, a stunning and appropriate setting for the handsome, Saairnen-designed building, which was only two years old when Dwight Kirsch was appointed director.

With his typical work ethic ingrained within, he immediately plunged into his new position by meeting with the various art center committees.  As Peggy Patrick, a long-time friend and museum volunteer and later, employee said, “Had the world's largest, most complicated computer attempted to choose the right director for this place, at this time and its being, it could not have done better, because Dwight was one who made people contact, who made people comfortable, there was no elitist feeling thing involved in being in the art center.  The African violet people held their shows there, the rose growers held their shows there. . Dwight's ‘folksiness’ his being a part of people-people, was very important for the foundation on which the art center was built.”

The second week that Dwight was in Des Moines, he met with the school committee and immediately asked the group, “What are the goals for the art center school?”  Peggy, who was new in town and anxious that her children have the same opportunities she enjoyed as a child, told him, “I want my children to have ‘thus and thus’ experience” and he looked at me straight-forwardly (he always looked at you square in the eye) with great sincerity, “you seem to know what it is you want us to do, why don't you help me do it?”

Art center board members were pleased with his cooperation and ability, and together they began to discuss plans for the future.  James Demetrion, former director succeeding Dwight, wrote, “Dwight's role in the development of this institution cannot be overestimated.  He shaped our acquisition and exhibitions policy and was instrumental in establishing professional standards in the museum and the art center's school.  He was a figure known throughout this part of the country and his effectiveness as a teacher is still mentioned by those with whom he came into contact.  He touched many lives in a very positive way.  No one can ask for more.”

After only a few months on the job, Dwight had a one-man show in Marshalltown in the Tallcorn Hotel.  Some of his paintings were by then old friends, including “Livingston's Pond,” “Lamplight at Quitsea,” “Martha's Vineyard,” “Frost in the Hills,” “Burwell Bank,” and “Main Street Crossing.”

His year's probation period was cut short, from September to February, and he was formerly invited to remain.  He was quoted in a Des Moines Register article that February as saying, “It is gratifying to have a hearty vote of confidence from the board that operates the Art Center.  This decision, coming now, will enable us to do a much more thorough job of planning a continuous long-range program.  I am pleased that the attitude of the people most actively concerned with the welfare of the Art Center is in unanimous agreement that we must all work together to make the Art Center function for the entire community and state.”

From a new friend, Rose F. Rosenfield, came this note, “Dear Mr. Kirsch:  I came home today feeling very happy and secure about the future of the art center. . your coming seems like an act of Providence.  Through your knowledge, tact and friendliness, you have won the confidence of DM and I know that I am one of very many who hope that you and Mrs. Kirsch will be with us for many years.  With many wishes for your complete success.”

While continuing his fast-paced work routine, he contacted artist friends.  There are letters and cards from B.J.O. Nordfeldt, Mrs. Walt Kuhn, and Fleur Cowles. The latter must have purchased a painting from him -- “I assure you I am a satisfied customer!  And my proof is attached.  Sincerely, Fleur Cowles.”

Promising craftsmen and artists were soon hired to teach classes at the center, it was a beehive of activity!  One craftsman who rejected his job offer, however, was from a young, struggling weaver none other than Jack Lenor Larsen.  Larsen very clumsily typed on cheap, badly hand-decorated paper, his letter. “It seems like an absolutely right position for a craftsman with some ideals and standards that make his experiments not too salable.  I am in exactly that position, but with some venturesome spirit that will probably lead me on a free lancing venture in New York this fall.  I am a fool not to consider this possibility for security more seriously, but I cannot help but follow my hunches.”  Those Larsen “hunches” were very much on target, though I doubt that in his wildest “hunch” did he suspect that years later, he would achieve his present status as a supreme, world-famous designer.

Truby again followed her pattern of helping Dwight at the art center, but she also handled a good share of the business end of their real estate transactions as well as spending nearly a year searching for a suitable building site for their house.  They needed space for entertaining, and for a studio.  Apartment living fell far short of fulfilling their needs.

Their Piedmont house in Lincoln was sold to Fred Sidles for $30,080 in late 1951.  Gretchen Fahnastock wrote a note to her sister Marguerite, “The Kirsches stopped by and spent Sunday night.  They were to move all their stuff from their house in Lincoln to Des Moines for storage.  Their building plans are slow, no site yet, and John has no immediate plan but thinks he will go to Mexico and angle for a gallery job somewhere.  He is skinny (he had returned from Europe, and was trying to get over a bout of amoebic dysentery he contracted in Mexico). Had (with him) three oils done in Colo.  Two portraits that were very Spanish, and a Marsden Hartley sort of moonlight mountain scene.  Mostly greys blacks & whites.  I liked them all but I'm no judge.  Dwight had some delightful monotypes - some of them miniatures and charming.  D's almost fat.  He looks fine and healthy.  Truby has been ill and is trying to pick up weight.  She is still Truby.”

I received a letter from her a bit earlier and she sounded enthusiastic, but tired, “We are about as busy with this job here as we've ever been in our lives, so you know our time can hardly be called our own.  It is a wonderful place but we don't know yet how long we can take the pace without more help.”  John was still in Europe, “He is in Seville, Spain, enjoying the Holy Week festivities.  He'll stay four more months.”

I was especially intrigued with his ability to travel alone without losing all his belongings and money, an amazing feat for him!  No doubt his Mexico experiences helped.  He returned home in one piece much to our delight, and brought his mother a stunning Spanish leather handbag, which I still have - very simple in design with none of tooling decorations we see in “cowboy country.”

During John's absence, the New York Times “Newcomers Column” on the Art Page mentioned that his “Sangre de Cristo, the Mulvane Art Center purchase, suggests a knowledge of Byzantine forerunners; it is deep and convincing.” 

A site for the new custom-built house was found on Casady Drive in Druid Hill Park, a portion of an estate that had recently been dissolved.  Truby again watched building progress, and managed, while Dwight carried on with his work, which included many out-of-town trips.

However, when letters from John arrived, everything stopped!  This time he was on his way again to Mexico, but took his parents' advice by first checking out a possible job. “January, 1952, Laredo, Texas: Dear Folks: I stayed over in Norman longer than I originally intended.  I had a very fine time there and liked everyone on the staff that I met.  Jim Hinkle had me out for lunch, and the ceramics teacher and his wife Corashaw (who used to know Tom McClure well), had supper for me and Mr. O'Neil.  Mr. O'Neil seems like a swell person, rather shy, but very honest. . one would always know where one stood while working with him.  Everything is run on a very friendly, informal basis around the dept., and there doesn't seem to be any trace of dissension.  Guess that was settled last year when the big turnover took place.  The museum situation is rather strange, with a Chinese scholar in charge, Mr. Chang, whose field is oriental art.  Mr. Chang has nothing to do with the American collection.  What Mr. O'Neil wants is someone who would work more directly with him and the department, who knows something about contemporary painting, to take charge of arranging the state department collection, temporary exhibits, student exhibits, etc.  Next year there will be a larger museum budget and a secretary to take care of museum correspondence and since the school is moving into the main campus from the naval station, the museum and school will be much more closely connected.  To make a long story short, Mr. O'Neil said the job was mine if I wanted it.  Next year the salary would be $2000 or so (formerly $1800).  So the deal seems to be all set, unless there should be a drastic budget cut.  There is also a chance to get a masters degree in painting without a thesis requirement, which I am interested in looking into. . I imagine I had better get home a little earlier than I thought, especially if I want to see the house.  You should see some of the ‘Nature Houses’ in Norman, designed by Gouth, head of the architecture department.  They are whacky, with roofs and floors supported on central poles, serpentine, hole-filled stonewalls with water falls running over them, and so forth.  They make our plans look old-fashioned.  I wish the DM FHA man could see them.  Love, John.”

Before he left for Mexico, John and artist friend, Bob Hansen were given a two-man show at the Joslyn Memorial Museum in Omaha.  John's paintings for the show were done in Mexico, southern Spain and Italy.  Ten were oils, one of which was the “Sangre de Cristo” that the Mulvane Art Center in Topeka had purchased.  Eight, such as “White Doves”, “Gray Day in the Campos,” “Villa in Florence,” “Mexican Graveyard” were done in casein.  There were several watercolors, including “Castle in Spain,” lent by Betty Slaughter, Des Moines, “Hills Below Ronda,” and two pen and ink drawings: “Spanish Religious Procession, Seville,” and “La Parroquia, San Miguel.”  The simple flyer listing their works printed a comment, “John Kirsch has a very free spontaneous use of oil and water media.  He has said that he paints ‘pretty much as I feel at the moment,’ keeping a fairly direct relationship to subject matter, and usually painting from nature or from memory.”

Unlike his father, John disliked being “on view,” as he put it, during exhibits of his work, though he was no doubt present the opening day.  His work was so much a reflection of his deep emotions and sensitivity and being so very modest, he felt almost “unclothed” to be near a crowd of viewers of his art.  He was embarrassed!  He was delighted to get back to San Miguel and again stayed with “the (Grimaldi) ladies.”  He painted and found a few friends, including a Colorado Springs contingent.  “Lew Tilley and his family are here to spend a year leave from the art center. . Lew and his wife seem like swell people, and I'd like to get to know them better.  Just to rub salt into your wounds, this is a very exceptional winter. . it doesn't get at all cold in the evening as it did the year we were here, and everything is much greener and more springs-like. . I have seen Chago, too.  Serapes cost about twice what they used to, and his business is not good.  Rebozos here are 35 pesos (just under $4.00) (John brought me a beautiful deep turquoise one that I still use and treasure) and Carmen's jewelry is a little more than it used to be.  Her brother has recently designed some stunning new geometric modern things, with copper and silver, black onyx, etc.  Glad to hear you are moving on the house plans. . Love, John.”

In another letter he wrote, “I am getting some painting done. . I have been to a couple of wild brawls here, fiestas that is, staged by the usual San Miguel Bohemian group.  Muy intersante!  Have been having lessons (classic guitar) once in a while with Carman, which usually turn into San Miguel gossip sessions.  Sounds as if you are going at the usual mad pace.  Have you got a contractor yet?  Was glad to hear the doctor says you are okay (his mother).  It must be nice to eat anything you want again.  Are you?”

This must have been the beginning of her cancer, because in spite of her doctor's report, Truby was still “having spells of the business” as John remarked.

John's March 10th birthday letter sounded upbeat, “The Tilleys are having Carman and me up for supper tonight.  Sort of a ‘pahty.’  Glad to hear about the house plans being finished.  We have seen one good bull fight, over to Irapuato, the biggest one of the season in this region.  Very exciting, with much throwing of things from the audience.  I picked up a second hand guitar cheap.  Don't know how to get it home, but may not bother.  Will look around for tin stuff, but think I will wait till later to buy things until more definite requests come in.  I'm getting rolling in the painting now, and the 4 months left doesn't seem long enough to even get a good start.  I sometimes wish I could sell enough paintings to stay here permanently.  I was just wondering the other night, while some mariachis were singing up at the corner in the moonlight, why anyone would want to live in the U.S., with juke boxes and super markets and people getting ulcers trying to go places in a hurry. Guess I am a bum at heart.  By the way, there is no hurry, but if some day you should get around to it you might send along a few pocket books.  There is no duty at the border on books, and I have run out of reading material.  No detective stories, though (Dwight loved them).  Whatever else that's reasonably good: F. Scott Fitzgerald, D.H. Lawrence, etc.   Love John.”

The April letter continues, “Am now pretty certain of a ride at least as far as the border with the Tilleys, some time around the first or second week in July.  It will be a lifesaver, since by now I have acquired, besides a serape, a rather large guitar and a six-foot long, 300-year old crucifix, which'll probably have to be smuggled out of the country.  It is a real beauty, and according to the antique dealer it was brought down from an abandoned church high in the Sierras of the state of Hidalgo, three days by burro back, and is probably 17th C. in date.  Maybe I can sell it to the Coffin Collection, huh?  Since I just remembered you are having 7' ceilings, I don't quite know how a six-foot santo will fit in the new house.  In the small world department, at a local wild party here, who should I bump into but an ex-instructor from the art dept. at Okla., who besides teaching painting and art history had also been in charge of the museum.  (A Cranbrook grad.)  I got some of the inside dirt on the dept. break-up, loyalty oath mess, etc. (the communist-accusation McCarthy era).  It didn't sound too savory, and didn't exactly increase my enthusiasm about the whole business, but we shall see, we have a wide choice among the local Taos and Santa Fe divorcees, down for the season, as models.  There is the usual arty, Bohemian bunch here.  With the new hiway thru, San Miguel is slowly being discovered by the touristas.  Among other people, Rita Hayworth, without Ali, was in town a couple of weeks ago.  Thanks for the exhibition catalogues, etc., looked like an exciting show.  What was finally bought?  My best to all the people.  Love, John.”

The show to which John referred may have been “20 American Artists of the 20th Century, A comparative Study of the Artists' Vision,” which ran from March 28 through April 22.  Dwight's forward, “THE ARTISTS' VISION,” gives us an engrossing, short, treatise on the subject: “The quality that most often distinguishes masters and masterpieces of art is vision: ‘vision’ in the sense of observing with the eyes of the artist, and also seeing with the more penetrating insight of both mind and feelings.  This extraordinary vision must be coordinated by the artist with his ability to use materials skillfully and with purpose - with energy and vitality - to express what he sees, understands and wishes to tell others.  The fact that he ‘sees differently’ is basic to the understanding of an artist's work by the people of his own time and country.  His way of seeing and selecting material for art expression represents a trained vision that is not necessarily like the observer's.  So it is futile to try to ‘pigeonhole’ each artist solely by the subject or style of his best-known work.”

He also wrote brief comments on each artist's “vision.”  For instance, on Walt Kuhn, who had seven paintings in the show, he wrote, “VISION, keen perception, psychological insight in portraiture, paintings forthright, posterlike, with subtle abstract structure, still lifes and portraits of American types among best work.”

Other artists in the show were Maurice Prendergast, Max Beckmann, Joseph De Martini, John Marin (he tried to get a good Marin for the Nebraska show from Stieglitz, whom he said had long white hairs growing out of his ears that looked like rabbit's feet), Raphael Soyer, Everett Spruce, Reuban Tam, etc. Sculptors, including Lachaise, Calder, Small, Der Harootian, Maldarelli and four pieces by William Zorach, and several others, also showed their works.  Of them he said, “The Sculptor's vision penetrates the materials he uses: the forms are carved or grown out of the materials.  He must visualize his work as the light reveals it from all sides and viewpoints.  The 20th century sculptor's vision has produced open sculpture (like Hare's) that one can look through, and sculpture made of thin metal wires that move, (like Calder's).  A Sculptor's energy, persistence and skill must be combined to carry out his vision.”

John's last letter from Mexico was written May 28.  “Dear Folks, I certainly enjoyed the kodachromes and shots of the house.  Almost as good as being on the spot.  The color of the brick sounds wonderful.  (I recall Dwight had quite a time convincing the brick-layers they had to come up with the right mortar color - he matched it to the brick.)  I suppose by now much more has happened.  I have been looking around for lanterns for entrance lights as you mentioned.  The best bet seems to be a large-sized star shaped fixture, since most of the others have sort of a carriage-lamp colonial look.  It is about a foot high, and costs 30 pesos ($4.00).  I wondered if you wanted one or two?  The only catch is that the glass isn't frosted, but since they dismantle for packing, they could probably be doped up from the inside.  (He sketched it, and brought at least one back.  It was still there when the house was sold, the cats couldn't get to it where it hung in the stairwell.  The design was perfect for the house.)  I suppose you have heard from JoAnn by now that they are expecting in August (Mark was born August 1,1952).  And now I hear from Maynard (Walker) that he is sailing for Spain in July and wants some information on places.  Will try to get it to him before sailing date.  The painting has slowed down a little, and a few more social engagements.  The Tilleys still plan to leave around the last of June or 1st of July.  We are meeting some interesting people here, with maybe the remote possibility of picture sales; a youngish authoress from Minn. who recently has a story in the New Yorker; the stepson of Don Felipe Pomar, the school owner, who is a fairly good water colorist with Feragil Galleries; a young New York interior decorator, etc. etc.  Have also met the Sudlers, owners of the Drake Hotel in Chicago.  San Miguel is going international, it seems.  Still haven't heard anything from Okla. love, John.  P.S.  Just as I was about to mail this, the letter from Okla. arrived.  It seems there was severe budget cut, but the job is still open to me there at a lower salary, it would mean only $1,800 on a 12-month basis, with mornings free.  Sounds sort of like starvation wages, but I suppose I had better accept it, at least for a year.  Title is ‘Museum Technician.’  Love, John”

He did not accept the Oklahoma job, however.  From the tone of his letter, he sounded skeptical especially from the salary point of view.  His parents could have discouraged him, also.  We will always wonder “what if” - would his life have been different?

The santo was smuggled out in Lew Tilley's station wagon.  I recall hearing John say that “it was under a blanket and other things we brought back,” probably including the large guitar because I remember he had one in Des Moines.  He hadn't thought of hanging the santo on the stairwell wall, which proved to be a choice space for it.  A crucifix seemed to be unusual for those three, who, on the surface, did not appear to be “religious.”  However, they were spiritual in their own quiet way.  John seemed to search throughout his life for answers to his theological questions.  Later, when Dwight sold his house, he donated it to the Des Moines Art Center.  Thankfully, the cats could not quite reach it with their claws, though they may have tried.
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