.

/4,

.--—‘H-"w‘.#
ST |

— e &

e Tk e S | Rt i b i i

e

| —
= |

[

s . . . ’ ;
4 L e ih" ::-f

P

‘ i =l — g 2
L] ] LY 4 c
I ?.,-&-, > ‘,..,?... R -
e Qo e w08 e
g WIS T ew N0 T P T
- % . l'."" '“—ru.‘. ._" 2 W » 2 . I .
r L J;' . ’t.&“n :p-?_‘ “.F"‘ ,:.‘ a S - hi.. '_t-"‘.‘&i
3 . g ¥ e + ‘.“:' 3 N‘::"."' ."‘.'.
- * . W 'I'"\._. «' C
- T o
A L ‘:‘ﬁ‘ "i":'tl ml
- o
1 y -
i
" . b
i N 7 e ¥
W

- Celebmtzon 0]

| Land People @’ Purposé



IOWA

A Celebration of Land,

Pe i[‘*[t‘ ¢ Purpose

“Towa is that special place which
has crafted itself to claim a big
part of the future but, at the same
time, never sacrificed those values
of person and community on
which a successful society must
rest. From my perch, I see lowa as
a unique blend of land and people
and purpose.”

—Hugh Sidey
In the 150 years since its founding
as the 29th state, lowa has 1""[L’1’1Lik‘xl
a rural society with modern urban
culture. Yet it remains a place
u-'i"u:'l‘t' comimon sense :llh_i I‘h;lllll't:!\
rhythms prevail. It has no towering
mountains, great forests, or oil
fields. But it does, more than any
other area of equal size, possess
renewable resources of soil and
talented, caring men and women—
:_1['1L| u‘L’”-L'LllkL‘;—i[’t'd L‘]']ith‘L'H u']'l-..i
will carry lowa’s legacy into a new

century of ]Wl'nud %EL‘u-‘;ln,lhhi[‘r and

solid achievement.

© 1995 lowa Sesquicentennial
Commission, Produced by

Meredith Publishing Services
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Celebrate
Our State
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/é\nni\.’m'a;lrwh. by definition, occur every year. Most pass with barely a nod. Some
anniversaries, though, we recognize as mileposts. They give us occasion to pause,
measure how far we have come, and peer into the possibilities of the future. lowa’s
Sesquicentennial in 1996 marks the 150th year of our statehood. lowans
have always thought of our home as a quiet place,
where changes, like the seasons, move at their
leisure. Now, from the vantage point of this land-
mark year, we see clearly that our accumulared
progress has been breathraking. [n 1846, when lowa
became the 29th state, we were a society of

"
l-'. Iimmigrant plronecers, \[*lI\Ill},: OUr |]H]"L“‘~ On 4 ﬂltl[']\'.

(T

demanding prairie. By our 1896 Golden Jubilee, we
had sown the seeds of our \it"*ill]‘!.' not only as a
farming state, but as a heartland center for industry
and trade. At our Centennial in 1946, we

celebrated the end of World War Il and the

beginning of an era of growth and creativity that

would bring lowa to a place of prominence in our
nation thl ;il"'f'{l;id. _LHI;H. |i‘1t’ ]"I'Hk]IIL (S Ht- Oul “L'ILI“\ tl..‘t‘LI the \.'{HI'ILi ;l]"lkl [I'IL‘ PIc H.lllt'I'-a
of our manufacturing plants are staples in countless homes, farms, and businesses.
lowa-built systems provided the communications links that let billions watch and
listen as Apollo 11 took the first earthlings to the moon. lowa men and women,
products of our renowned educational system, have always been among our nation’s
oreat innovartors, artists, humanitarians, leaders, and doers. Tl'm book is dedicated to
all those pioneers who came—and continue to come—to make their homes in our
beautiful state. Gathered at this Sesquicentennial milepost, we look forward to

tomorrow, as unbounded as our vision and as free as our dreams.

The Honorable Robert D. Ray
Chairman,

[owa Sesquicentennial Commission
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“Sure,” I answered. “It i1s home.
10 You have to understand the prairie.”

[ recall that he bobbed his head
and erinned. He liked that. He was
intricued by the unfamiliar, by the
hint of adventure. For a few long
M‘CHHJH, he was silent, staring at the
rich greens and blacks filling the
cabin window. “My world is beaches
and oceans,” he said. “But | always
remember something Robert Frost
said: ‘It’s a shame to grow crops and
run them through animals for food,
because that black lowa soil looks

11

L{nud L‘nnllgh TO ealt as 1l 1S,

8

2
i
E

That tempting black lowa soil, a

o e — —

full quarter of all the nation’s prime
farmland, has yielded much more
than grain (which, when all is said

and done, may be the lesser product).

- B e iy . e i i e i B e e

That soil has produced a rare and

[T 1 -



seamless community that is state-
wide—a people woven together by
shared concerns and disciplines who
remain bound to the exciting and
dazzling cycles of nature, yet
schooled, capitalized and equipped
for the global village and rthe
information highway.

After the disturbing summit
between Kennedy and Nikita
Khrushchev in Vienna in 1961, I
asked the President for his personal
assessment of the Sovietr boss. He

waved my question aside with a

orimace and said, “Your damned

lowans are about the only people he
seems to respect. Nothing seems to
bother him but the fear that he
can't feed his people. If he ever
invaded the U.S., | think he would

head straight for lowa.”
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\/\/hen [ was among an adventure-
some band of Americans who

arrived in China with Richard

Nixon in 1972, about the only solid

link with the West that | saw there
was some pamphlets on farming
from lowa State University, neatly
preserved in a rack at a state farm.
Once in Moscow when | was
introduced to Leonid Brezhnev, he
looked monumentally bored with my
credentials until Nixon explained
that | hailed from lowa. Brezhnev’s
heavy lids shot up, and he actually
smiled. “Good place,” he said. “Lots
of corn and hogs.” Mikhail
Gorbachev had the same reaction
years later in the White House at
one of those noisy, milling recep-
tions. “I know about lowa,” said
Gorbachev, who once was the politi-
cal overseer of Soviet agriculture. “I

respect and admire what they do.”




-—

— i m—

e,

- -

o =

e i ey [ 8 [ A e e g

-

[A

| 4

B ——




yn, JENYs | ~—
TN o 9 i}.-m P
;L-! . YA T ST Y -~ —

P -
L A

& = —r

i, T S YW A




V'V hen national attention began to
I.Hl..ll“\ On ln'ﬁ';l |‘\L'L4|l|-u' Of 1ts k-.H'l‘».
[‘*[‘L‘HIL_It'HH:I] CAUCUSsSes, | |u-’[ |l.l1._|'~' of
the number of my colleagues who
came back well chilled from the
winter winds but fascinated by the
pervasive human warmth and the
high degree of understanding among
I'IIL‘ I"L‘H['PLL‘ H*“HHI wiml was al HI;’-L’L'_
At a seminar at T:Ill_' one time, |
found myself with one of the faculty
members who screened student
;1}111]1-.,;1111}[15. Who would el the
t_'.n'x-'i:[l:t] acceptances, I ;Iakt'ii.
Without hesitation, the man
responded that a boy or a girl from
lowa who stood near the top of the
class and had been a leader in his

church or community was an almost

certain winner. ‘1t is remarkable.” he

'w.||~|. “year after Vear, Emw ||'iHHL‘ L‘IJH
Ol ll'lL'I'L‘ lkhhi 18 th-: festing '.H‘h.] I\;!\'L‘
so much character.”

After the terrible floods of 1993,
NBC anchorman Tom Brokaw, who
had produced some of his nightly
shows from lowa during the crisis,
grabbed my arm. “You’d have been

3

proud of those lowans,” he told me.
“They were just magnificent, helping
each other, giving to each other.”
Providence did not simply select a
special group of people and put them
down in some primordial lottery on
that garden spot between the great
rivers. President Thomas Jefferson
bought the 36 million acres of lowa,

along with a lot of lesser territory in

the Louisiana Purchase, for about four
cents an acre. Few people, if any, really
understood that the area was the
world’s preatest renewable res« urce, a
haven of wealth beyond reckoning.
But, to those who had the heart to
breast the vastness of the prairie and
the mind to listen and learn, that
land formed a base that, in the words
of author John Madson, was “a reposi-
tory of traditional artitudes that are
metered out thr mja.:h the root system
in subtle but ]um'vriui ways. [t is a
region whose soil base has lent the
freedom and stability that men need
to reach free and stable conclusions.”

'.";rul‘llc unal even -;II\".'.'.H,'.‘» r]‘ml,
The wealth of soil had been ladled

out generously from border to border.

T



The rain with heavenly regularity
brushed the hills and swales. The
extremes of cold and heat were sub-
dued. God seemed to cradle the land
in His hand and make it the taproot
of this republic. Every part of lowa
was equally good, and people spread
themselves evenly across the abun-
dance. Communities, schools and
churches followed in logical patterns.
Then roads and railroads, uninhibited
by mountains and forests, were
rushed across the }_[L‘H[Il' H\\'L‘”‘w,
scratching squares between the fields.
No big cities grew up, just towns,
small and big, and then bigger.
Those half-dozen [I‘ll|‘~,-' urban
areas are, in reality, loose confedera-

tions of neighborhoods and towns

benienly stitching together oftice

buildings, universities, shopping
malls and service centers. Traffic
jams are rarely worthy of the name.
But the enterprises—insurance,
pl||“~|qah11'lu, and transportation, to
name a few—are of national stature.

The deep black earth and vaulted
sky speak lowa’s language. It can be
heard in the harmony of seasons by
those who are born and live here,
and is carried forever by those who
wander. It i1s a language of patience
and common sense and joy in hard
work. It is the I.II]}_{II;I;_‘&.‘ of achieve-
ment, of growing corn and soybeans
and hogs and cattle beyond
imagining. It is, after 150 years of

settling and learning, a language of

enlightened progress and renewal.
]uu;l ul]h;‘uud to me when | was
a young boy growing up in
(ilL'L‘IHIu‘lJ. Stories were IH[J at the
family table of Great-grandfather
ridine the railroad as far as it went,
then striding off over unmarked
prairie to find a home and found a
livelihood. | listened to those
blizzards when the snow blew paral-
lel to the ground and shrieked their
warnings, only partly heeded by
bundled, laughing kids. [ listened to
the soft spring air when gardening
was a ritual of family love, with the
sigh of earth being newly turned, of
robins scolding, and of twilight
suppers with Mother and Father

beneath fragrant lilacs.
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I read lowa’s language in literature
and in history books—stories of
earlv farmers marveling because
they plowed up more birds’ nests
than stones, of the terrible beauty of
sun and infinite horizon that drove
the rimid back into the forests but
revealed its marvelous secrets to the
wise and strong, of Henry A.
\v‘lH.ILU our of Illk‘ Hiﬂ] of my own
county, of hybrid erains and animals
and new machines and fertilizers
that produced enough food to fuel a
nation and a world thart stood in
awe of lowa's ac i‘lh‘k‘t'ilu'l‘ll.

| heard the language of lowa in a
church basement with threshing
crews eating a mountain of potatoes

and a ton of pot roast. And I lis-

tened to lowa laughter, as ceaseless
as the prairie wind—life-sustaining
laughter in the depths of drought
and depression, laughter trom a
twinkle-eyed farmer whose only
wealth was his wit. Know how to get
rid of j:T'.i~w\|11.!}"*]'*=;1'~1.1 Take two
leneths of two-by-four, catch a hop-
per, put it on one board and slam
the other one down on the insect.
Just keep it up until they're all gone.

lowa’s language now is heard in
the whir of factories, an accompani-
ment to the eternal rustling, ripening
orain. It is now fitted to better educa-
tion, higher skills, new products and
services, and distant markets. It
speaks through fiber-optic cables that

run l]ll'ullgh the ancient valleys of







Ll

the Nodaway and Wapsipinicon rivers. It tells of an urban-rural alchemy of well-being that is unequaled in any other state.
Factories and laboratories in low profile have taken up residence in the vast expanses of grain, for the most part quiet,
uncomplaining and industrious neighbors in productivity. Russia’s Aeroflot planes use a collision-avoidance system made in
lowa, the Disney empire uses software from the state, and Manhattan cloaks some of its skyscrapers with sheets of lowa-
made insulated glass. The sheets roll out on trucks night and day along the great highways that feed into the other states,

most of them less than two days’ drive away.

Today in lowa there are about 100,000 businesses, tiny and large, scattered among 100,000 farms, which themselves
have become businesses with management techniques matching those of the banks and insurance firms and supply
companies that serve agriculture. There are a thousand cities and towns, many of them now reshaping themselves
for a new wave of lowa culture.

No lowa farmer now lives more than 25 miles from a hospital. There is no high-school student
who cannor try his or her hand at basketball or French. And there is no lowan anywhere in the

state who is more than 20 minutes from the sublime call of a meadowlark.







A RICH
GENTLE & WATERED LAND

By Cornelia E Mutel

IC)\K\“TE& it means beautiful

land. A land whose beauty lies
in her natural wealth. Land of
oreen and brown, of life and
earth, of rivers and sky, of grasses waving in the breeze. Land
of h’ﬁ,‘]‘*[’id gTasses, of L'l'I'I'T-li'IiL'.ILIH, of *_..'L‘”LH.—\'[I‘[},: kernels encased In
drying husks etched against the hot blue sky. lowa: for many
thousands of years, a land of grasses. [\\lum'c peoples knew it
thus for thousands of years before European settlement. An

ample land of favorable climate, well-watered both from above

and under the ground, the land we now call lowa lay in the
heart of the tallgrass prairie, one of Earth’s largest and most

productive grasslands.
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A new wave of sertlers, wading
from eastern forests into the grass-
land sea in the 1800s, must have
wondered whether they would sur-
vive the prairie’s sprays of wind, its
frothing fires, its wave upon wave of
orass blades and seed heads cresting
higher than a horse’s head, dense
enough to hide a herd of cattle.
They must have marveled at the
color: the golden rays of compass
plant and sawtooth sunflower, the
rich autumn rusting of big bluestem,
the lavender spikes of blazing stars,
and the dances of bobolinks. And at
the stillness and sound: thunderous
herds of bison, wedges of long-billed

curlews whistling on the wing,

rivers of golden plovers, the calls

and cackles of migrants flying

through by the millions.
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CL"I‘['{I”'II‘_\' these new settlers

despaired at the marshes, sloughs,
and potholes soaking the land. Yet
even these yielded life in profusion:
clouds of geese, ducks, swans,
whooping and sandhill cranes,
eorets. Pelican eggs could be col-
lected }W the boatload.

[t is said that the European
settlers first feared this land of
limitless grass, wind, sky, and fire,
and clung instead to the torests
strung through the region alongside
the ribbons of rivers and which,
roward the moister east, climbed up
hillsides: forests of oak and hickory,
of maple and basswood, draped each
spring in a profusion of hepatica,
trillium, rue anemone, spring
beauty, and other spring wildtlow-
ers, darkened by huge flocks of
passenger pigeons, abounding in
wild turkey and deer. The settlers
+L']L1n_sj1 das ur“. to the savannas—
i-lt‘f“'k‘l"‘“l"L‘L'I\'|L'&i |"'r'.l['|\'1;ll"h.15 that
lined the forest’s edge and stretched
westward along ridgetops. Here a
person could ride a horse with ease
for miles beneath the spreading
limbs of wide-spaced, broad-
crowned white and bur oaks, crossed
by great herds of elk and by roaming

bears and wolves.




WITH AUTUMN GOLD
NEAR DECORAH,

WINNESHIEK COUNTY
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New tones pierced the prairie air:

the thud of oxen hooves, the twang
of the plow. Pawing bison and
booming prairie chickens, once
numbering in the countless thou-
sands, yielded to bawling cattle and
baying dogs. Quenched were the
ragine fires that could outrace a
horse, so loved by prairies and
savannas but feared by the new
settlers. Finally even sloughs and
potholes were ditched, tiled, and
planted to row crops. Thirty million
acres of lowa prairie, for millennia
purified and purged of trees by fire
and drought, now were forced to

vield their riches without return.
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loday the scattered remnants linger
here and there: a russet patch of
prairie grass alongside a dirt roadway,
5 1‘!'[“11”“ orange uh]wh't' Ol |*LJ[T+.:I1]*H
milkweed near a deserted train track.
A flurry of shooting stars purpling a
pioneer cemetery, flower-scented
clouds of lavender and vellow float
ing through the few prairie preserves
that speckle the state: Steele Prairie
and Sheeder, Hayden and Cayler,
Freda Haffner Kerttlehole, those of
the drier Loess Hills. Here and there
d lHIH' \'-.'l']ll‘-_' H;tLZ, Itsilllt_|'E1=|‘l[‘*L'k1 J”'-.]
massive, outlines 1its savanna
reminiscences against the setring
sun, Or a mature tree grove whispers
of the extensive forests that once
were. Whirlwinds of glistening snow
veese, winging north along the
Missouri each March, honk the
memories ol II‘lL' LHH!"&['L“‘*H ihl'rllf

sands that once flew here.
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Tln* Mormons, setring out from
Nauvoo, lllinois, to forge a major
pioneer trail across southern lowa,
crossed the deeply creased billows and
*-u.!lt'a Of Iill\ 1"!.'.!|U|"'k'~l|""~'k'il I:llh{, f1n-
cered everywhere with drainages. So
do roday’s travelers on Interstate 80.

Hlll NOl IhuHL' u'hul L|I]‘u' TlHTT]lL‘]H
|HTL‘|'-I,|T_1' 3?:*. 'n.ilitii transcects a
broad peninsular tongue stretching
south to modern Des Moines. Here,
.s[uult l-*.fﬂf vears dago, Tlh' L'Lu 1EIS
made one final, crunching play.
They flattened the hills and
drainaces, once aeain floodine the
river valleys and feeding them with
sand and silt. The glaciers brought in
the last load of rocky parent material
that u'mlld |‘-; u'a';lr}u'r'-.m] and
nurtured into today’s rich soils. After
couging out Spirit Lake, Clear Lake,
[Lake Okoboji, and thousands of pot-
l'l”lk"‘*. It'u“l, THUI!L'L] l“.ILL 4 mere
12,000 Vears ago to leave north-
LL"I"I.H'i!i IHU.';I‘H “i )es :\JHII'H,‘M l_n!'n'” o
bogey flatland with garlands of
hummocky hills. Then, eight or nine
thousand years ago, as the land we
call lowa quieted, as the last glaciers
melted and their gushing meltwaters
narrowed, as the silt-laden winds

were stilled and a drying sun bathed

I|'1L‘Ht‘ ].ilhla. forests 15.|L'|L11;1| Lo
grasslands and the modern prairies
first held dominion.

lowa settlers of the 1800s may
ILH'I.' E.IIIL'“FL} lh.iT grgantic .Hillll.ll‘w
had once trumpeted their deaf-

ening calls here, that elephantlike

mammoths and mastodons, beavers
the size of bears, camels, lions, and
giant armadillos had roamed lowa’s
glacier-laden past. Perhaps the set-
tlers found a mastodon tusk along
the eroding banks of a creek, or
plowed up a mammoth tooth that

made their horses’ molars look like

toothpicks. Maybe when digging a
well, they pulled up the cranium of a
giant sloth. These great animals had
been tracked by an earlier group of
settlers—lowa’s first human immi-

orants, who arrived in North

,"\IIH_'I'IL.i Ornl IiH_' [.I][‘w Ol [}IL' l.lw[

L:l;lLtuI':ﬂ, u'iwn [hL‘ L'l'Flil ;‘*LI”L"J IhL‘
carth’s warers into frozen rank and
rlw L‘tlL"L":‘w OF oceans M}H‘l‘.’clul. T‘h’n.'u--
legeed hunters then had leapt the
islands of a land bridge stretching
from Siberia to Alaska and started a
methodical march south through

the Americas. They crept into

.

.
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[owa about 12,000 years ago, their
sharp-edged spears at the ready for
hunting giant mammals.

At various times, I'I]L‘ IcCe-age
hunters' prey fed among shorrt,
patchy grasses that nestled near the

olacial margins, or in parklands of

spruce, or with dwellers of the arctic
tundra. These cold-adapted commu-
nities followed the receding glaciers

north, only to march south again

with the next onslaught of ice. Their

remains, pollen grains of the larch

and fir, fossilized seeds and bits of

wood, lie buried within peat bogs.

Living remnants of this era still cling
to survival in northeastern lowa,
where balsam fir, Canada yew, and
bearberry thrive in crevices and
crannites Tl‘t'.li arc Ll'l'li,i .'llni Maolist
L‘I‘tmluh O Meel I}'lL“«L' SPed IL"H‘ I‘1-H'l|1~

ern cravings. On nearby talus slopes,

YT &
el

tiny Pleistocene land
snails creep among
golden saxifrage and northern
llllH"II\'hI'H}Hkl. u"‘ul«.'h are ;IH NnNow
endangered species.

[owa's successive waves of human
settlers, on examining fossil-laden

outcroppings of limestone and shale,

may have understood that an even
stranger past ];l‘a,‘ recorded beneath
lowa’s glacial remnants. Life first
sureed and swayed here within the
salty belly of shallow trnpiu]l seas.
QOur continent then clustered with
other land masses near the equator.
For hundreds of millions of years, lite
evolved within warm lapping waters,
which receded only to advance
agaln, Now as a salty lagoon, now as
a vast coastal swamp, now as the
broad plain at the mouth of a great
river. | he remains of each passing
environment sank to the watery
floor, to be added to a thousand feet
of rock-forming sediments, as if the
life forms to follow would need the
sure footing of a firm rock bed.
Today, the slosh and gurgle of this
ancient, watery lowa can be sensed
;llnI]}_{ It "LL"!,' road cuts and I'H'L‘i‘hixiL‘h.
which are exposed especially in
lowa’s “Little Switzerland,” the
northeast corner of the state where
olacial deposits are thinnest. Fossils
of lowa’s earliest inhabitants—the
crinoids and corals, trilobites and
sponges, the steaming swampy
forests of tree ferns—call out from
the building stones, crushed rock,

and coal mined from lowa'’s depths.
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CLOCKWISE FROM UPPER

LEFT: STORM BREWING
OVER BENTON COUNTY
RED FOX PUP NEAR LIBERTY,

CLARKE COUNTY; TASSELS

L

AT SUNSET, CENTRAL

lOwWA

SYLVAN SCENE IN

®
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Pikes Peax STATE PARK,

Crayton COunNTy
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\//viml. water, and ice: for millions
of years th”'_; blew and t,_',rnulh] and
carved lowa into the forms we see
today, providing the substance and
substrate for grasses, for prairies. But
now the prairie has been broken,
and the human hand has set out to
transform the earth’s shape. The
land of water and ice and wind has
been carved into terraced farmlands
and leveled roadways, into cities
and suburbs, into farmed wetlands,
into straightened and dredged rivers.
We have transmuted a land accus-
tomed to growing seas of prairie into
a fenced land of straight-rowed,
domesticated grasses—as if th‘ land
and its wealth could be held within

{I]L‘ L.ll'll'!]iﬂit}]"l Uf l']lL' hlllﬂliﬂ f-i‘%T.

Yet it was not always this way.
The siens of earlier times lie every-
U.'ht‘['t'_- if one HH"@.' knows where to
|t‘n‘|1\'. Tl]L‘ﬁL' S1EINS [“‘L‘t‘l\' al us t.I'n‘rIII
roadsides as we speed by, they wink
at us from riversides and waysides.
The leavings of oceans and glaciers
firm the ground beneath our feet.
The remnants of prairie earth feed
us. They live still, reminding us
about the past and nurturing the
present. They live still, rempting us
to release our clutch just a bit, to
reflood potholes and restore prairies,
to return some of the land to its
original inhabitants. Whispering to
us to let the land 0, o watch and
see what returns. Witnessing to us

what yel mi;:]ll come to be.
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A NEW PAIR OF OVERALLS
FOR THE STATE FAIR,
POLK COUNTY,

EARLY 19705
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A PRIZE CATCH
FROM A FARM POND
NEAR CUMMING,
WAaRREN COUNTY
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PICNIC" AREA
k still embrace dif-
....... ficulty with grace and
even humor. “lowa: A Place to
Row,” quipped the t shirts (in a
I spoof on an old state motto, “A

Place to Grow”) during the 1993

flood. But underneath lowa humor

I '

‘ 0 1S L_l'I]'II"‘.i"'ﬁl'TH .!Ihl a sense ol Illt'
| interconnectedness of society. In
'l 11
i 66 1996, we may not be as conscious as
| OUr ancestors were ol Il'il.' HTI'k.‘T'IL_'T}I Of
! the whole chain. In 1846, lowans

|
i

knew thev could not live without

each other. Thev knew that their
economy. their safety, their very

lives depended on the help of family

and neighbors. So the tight bonds

of communities developed. So

churches became not only religious

but social centers. So a place such as

Buxton, a mining town where

African-Americans and Euro-

Americans lived in integrated

harmony, could thrive.
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AT HOME ON

DEs MOINES" NEAR
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ORTH SIDE, 1949,
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A SOCIETY OF PURPOSE & ENERGY

By Craig Canine

/\//\‘) family took long car-trips when I was a kid. We drove to

the New York World’s Fair, Washington, D.C., Niagara Falls,
= and one strangely subtropical Christmas, to San Diego. From
M the moment we left lowa on our way to these destinations,
spotting another car with lowa plates was a big event. The minimum greeting was a
wave: sometimes this would escalate to a friendly honk of the horn, or even a quick
flash of the headlights. The farther away from home we got, the more exuberant
II'EL"‘R' grecrings |‘L.’L'.1|HL". [t was as if every [owa PLHC W L'IIL'LHIHIL‘I'L’L} In 4 distant
stare I*L‘ll}ﬂ}_{td (0 a set ol ]UI‘IL‘-IH*«[ relatives. -]_EHH was L'NPV-.;I:’:”H' true if the lowa
plates happened to have the number 77 imprinted on the left-hand side, which
meant that the car, like ours, was registered in Polk County. If we saw a Polk County
car in, say, Virginia Beach, or near the Grand Canyon, we'd go crazy. We would do
the wave, honk, and headlight flash, all three. A challenge arose when we saw an
l[owa plate from a county other than number 77. What was county 65, 82, or 127 My
father often knew the answer, but the real expert in this alphabetical code was my
orandmother, who sometimes travelled with us. She knew them all, from 01 (Adair)
to YY {\er}:h[ ). She had memorized lowa’s counties and their county seats when she
was a student in a one-room schoolhouse, shortly after the turn of the century. Later,
when she was a schoolteacher, she made sure that her pupils knew them, too. In

those days, knowing the lowa counties and their seats was considered no less impor-

tant than knowing the states and their capitals.
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Otudents in lowa schools no longer memorize the counties. Perhaps because
of this, county names are now spelled out on standard lowa license plates. This
removes an opportunity for trivia quizzes during car trips, [ suppose, but it does
not alter a larger fact: lowans possess a strong, often enthusiastic sense of who
they are and where they come from. Natives and longtime residents ot the
state seem to have that euphonious word lowa stamped somewhere on their
souls. “The state of lowa,” says writer Laurence Lafore, “is not a chunk of
Midwest cut out by arbitrary lines from the enormous map of farmland that
extends interminably through twelve states. It is a unit of consciousness, and it
has a culture of its own. It exists in a way that Pennsylvania or New York do
not. It is a state in the way that, say, Norway is a nation.”

What accounts for this unique culture, this distinctively lowan state of
consciousness? It may arise from the view, widely if vaguely held both within
lowa’s borders and without, that this is the t.llilI'Irk“-u*-L'I'llhll state, the heartland’s

own heart. The storv of lowa is really the story of America—the tale of a

5188
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WHETHER THE RESULT
IS A GOLF COURSE
(THIS PAGE) OR A
SOYBEAN FIELD
 U(FACING PAGE), THE
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bank of the Upper Mississippi.
Native Americans and French
;nl\.'cnlnruru Il'iII"IL."L] ||‘1L‘-L.‘ LlL'I"HaHH,
off and on, for a century.

In 1788, Julien Dubuque, an
enterprising voyageur from Quebec,
befriended the Meskwaki and
received permission to mine lead on
their lands. Dubuque and 10

tt}l‘l'l}"!;ll‘iit\I“lH IHILidlL‘tI dCILOSS [l‘IL‘

Mississippi and settled near Catfish
Creek. They cleared several acres of
river-bottom timber, built dwellings,
put up fences, and planted corn.

Near the x.lL'|"HHIT‘~n of ,L'HlL‘H;l ore that

l"lulﬁu-\]ut called the “Mines of

Spain,” he and his companions built
a furnace for smelting the ore into
lead. This was the first example of

European-style industry in the future

l[owa. More lead mines and mining
towns eventually sprang up. Before
long, these were followed by large
mills that sawed logs, which were
floated down the Mississippi from
Minnesota and Wisconsin, into
lumber to supply the pioneers’ insa-
tiable demand as they settled lowa
in an energetic burst and then

pushed on, ever westward.
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L\ this swath of historv—trom about

1840 (betore lowa was yet a state)
and extending backward far into the
prehistoric past—Ilie the seeds of
nearly all that lowa has become.
The Hopewell and other woodland
cultures. the loway, and the
Meskwaki (whom Europeans called
the Fox) discovered and cultivated
the land’s richness. These native
peoples bred and planted the corn
that would become lowa’s, and the
nation’s, foremost crop. They lived
lichtly but well on the land—well
enough to develop arts, crafts,
music, dance, poetry, and monu-
ments. Remnants of these early lowa
cultures survive today. The
European settlers of the 19th century
saw themselves as heirs to a New
\‘(,"PHI'H. T]n‘\.' WeErce, I‘lH‘I.'-.'L"\'L‘i', Hﬁl‘\
the latest in a |HIILI succession of
r"L'HPIL'H ‘U-.'}nr I.HHI'h], On Il‘LL‘ ancient
land now called lowa, an inviting
place to build homes, plant crops,
and pursue refinements of culture.
From around 1840 onward,

|HtH.]L'|'n’ti.-|"-_.' iH‘U.'.I L|Uk'k.'il1]“'L'Ll ‘x‘»'ll]‘t

= e e s 3 5 -__
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astonishing rapidity. The land
between the rivers was surveyed,
platted and divided into townships
and sections—the rectangular
gridwork that is, today, so strikingly
evident when viewed from an air-
plane. Seemingly overnight, farms
and towns germinated all over the
oridwork, like weeds in a summer-
plowed field. This settlement
occurred in an explosive burst
lasting, at its most intense, from the
1840s through the 1870s. In the
n”dhl l]'I. 1L, [H"I..‘l.".l wads Eik!lni[[L"k] 9,

IhL‘

the Union as the 29th state

first free state to be carved out of

the wvast Louisiana Purchase.
President James K. Polk signed the
bill of statehood on December 28,
1846. The number of people living
within lowa’s borders at the time
was just under 100,000. Ten years
later, the state’s population had
quintupled and stood at half a
million. By 1900, census takers
counted 2.2 million residents, not

that far shy of the 2.8 million who

1i1-"..‘ In ll}w;'l [Uk].‘l‘fn,‘.
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T =S [\lnw, after a century and a half of
ok
. statehood, lowa can take stock of its
e e,
nt;.}‘
§ B on o place in the country and the world.
:""""
Tk [ts most striking accomplishments
I B =
e _
o™ still flow from its unparalleled endow-
_——
y T oy k - .
~ ment of rich soil. The marriage of
good land and hard-working people
‘ has produced a litany of superlatives.
lowa is, for example, the most
v extensively cultivated state in the
nation (some 92 percent of lowa’s
- ol ' ' 56,276 square-mile area is farm-
" land). Though the number of farms
in the state has been declining for
some time, lowa still has more than

30.000 farms with sales of at least

$100,000—more farms in this category
than any other state. In most years,

lowa is the nation’s number-one

producer of corn, soybeans, and red

meat. It is the undisputed king of

pork production: lowa has twice as

many hogs and pigs on farms as

any other state and produces more

l]ldn d L|u;1rrcr Hll [I'lL‘ lﬁillit‘!{"l‘N I"'HI‘k.

The total value of lowa’s crops in
1994 was more than $7 billion,

second only to California.
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me;-i stands out in education, too. It has among the lowest adult illiteracy and high-school dropout rates in the nation.
lowa students consistently rank at or near the top in college entrance exams. In spite of a long-standing trend toward
school consolidation, the state has more than 400 public school districts. lowa’s public schools have acquired a nation-
wide reputation for innovative teaching and administrative methods, curriculum reform, and financing. lowa also has
nearly 200 parochial and private schools, three state universities, more than 50 private colleges, and 15 community

colleges. In short, the Hawkeye State is a good place to learn.
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L‘rw:l'ﬁ business and political leaders
have devoted particular energy in
the recent past to attracting more
high-tech industries to the state. To
some skeptics, the idea of a “Silicon
Prairie” may seem as wildly opti-
mistic as “Ski lowa” posters.
(Although even this tongue-in-
cheek slogan isn’t quite as far-
fetched as it might seem; although
lowa doesn’t claim to have any true
mountain ranges, it does have eight
commercial ski areas.) What
skeptics may overlook, however, is
that lowa is no newcomer to the
role of high-tech innovator. In fact,
l[owans have led the world in devel-
oping some of the most important
and definitive technologies of the
20th century—specifically the
mechanical and genetic underpin-
nings of modern food production.
Nothing illustrates lowa’s
historical inventiveness better
than the development of the tractor
and i‘l':.'{“ll'h] corn. Hnll‘t of []"H“.‘-l._'
cornerstones of modern agriculture
were born and raised, to a large
extent, in lowa. They still provide
the basis for some of the state’s most

important industries.
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THIS FARMER
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MACHINES
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Thc internal-combustion tractor
revolutionized agriculture, dragging
it into the modern age of oil, enamel
paint, and down payments. Just as
important to this revolution was the
application of modern plant
genetics to farming—for without
higher-yielding crops, expensive
machines such as tractors and com-
bines wouldn’t make sense, practi-
cally or economically. Corn was the
first crop to be transformed by the
new genetics. Here again, lowa and .
lowans played leading roles in 127
the transformation.

Perry Greeley Holden, an acade-
mically trained botanist from
Michigan, barnstormed through
[owa in so-called Corn Gospel
Trains shortly after the turn of the
century. As a faculty member of
l[owa State College, Holden
preached a “gospel” of better living

through cultivating better types of

corn. Another way he promoted this

message among farmers was [hrm_lgh

SRR T T R o . AREeE corn shows. These events, which

were tremendously popular from
about 1910 to 1930, amounted to
beauty contests for corn. Farmers
would enter ten of their best ears in
the shows, which were held during

county fairs and other festivals.
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PRIZE-WINNING
CORN EARS

AT THE 1938
StatE FAIR
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3 _]-l‘tL‘ P‘.Ih_!nt'\l K”d .]ill'-._'WIH‘I'K
Reunion, held each year during
Labor Day weekend near Mount
Pleasant, is a premier gathering of
Il‘;.lL}Hl‘it“* rom the awesome dgC of
steam on America's farms. An
associated museum offers exhibits
on themes such as the contributions
of women to agriculture.

v The Annual Corn Husking
Festival in Kimballton hearkens
l‘;IL_L' to I]'Ik" u{.ﬂﬁ |“‘L‘1H!'L' \Y{'Hl']kl War
[[. when virtually all of America’s
primary crop was harvested by
hand—and when hand-husking
LlTI1‘Ji"L'[|Tlt1ITH were major spectator

cvents in Ihl._‘ L_leI'I] Hk“!.

| ALBERT

PRITCHARD
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“* The Two-Cylinder Expo, held
each year near Grundy Center, is

one of the world’s largest and most

impressive gatherings

of nostalgia-inducing

farm machinery (in this case,
older John Deere tractors and
equipment). Smaller gatherings of
antique-tractor enthusiasts take
place nearly every summer weekend
somewhere in lowa. Tractor pulls
also attract thousands of fans
throughout the state.

“* The annual rodeo in Sidney
celebrates lowa’s historical role as a
gateway to the Old West.

“* Waverly, in the state’s northeast
quadrant, holds a large biannual
sale of draft horses and horse-
farming equipment, a vivid
reminder of the days when “horse-
power” referred to Belgians,

Percherons, Shires, or mules.
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" .gklhlr Of course, there’s the end-of-
summer imnstitution I\T]H"C\II “||11I‘|‘» dd
Il‘.u. Fair.” Almost as Mln.] A5 Ilhi..'
state Hw‘“. the lowa State Fair each
VCAr L|1'.-ru'- l'llllhl['t‘u.{H Ol I|‘LHH-.tTh|“~ Of
people—rural residents, townstolk,

and city dwellers alike—who wish

to experience the sights, sounds,

and smells of what 1s still, in
essence, a lr\'EI1}_;'-1:L.‘ celebration of

rural culrure.
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CANDY-COLORED |/
.BIKES AT A FAVORITE '
STOP N WILTON,

MuUSCATINE COUNTY

— -



TAKING A BREAK
FROM FESTIVITIES
AT THE MESKWAKI
SETTLEMENT,
TaMA COUNTY
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Thi:_-. revival of interest in Carrie Chapman Catt exemplifies the spirit of purpose and energy that will serve lowa well in

its future—a spirit that recognizes the past, finds inspiring strengths there, then builds upon those strengths as we move
confidently forward. A lifetime apo, lowa ranked first in farm-owned automobiles and in per-capita ownership of tele-

phones and radios. Today, lowa has the most extensive tiber-optic communications network in the world. Tomorrow,

who knows? I only hope that when lowans see each other on the high-tech highways of the future, they wave.
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THE ENDURING PROMISE OF [OWA.
WALKING BEANS

By Michael Martone

'r f/
\/\/’nuhi vou like to walk beans this weekend?” my
friend Thayer Brown asked me one July day. I accepted

his invitation on the strength of that turn of phrase,

“walking beans.” It conjured up, in my mind, a visual
pun in which [ was leading a bunch of legumes around by a leash—a notion |
couldn’t shake, even when Mr. Brown explained the actual procedure. And that
procedure sounded inviting as well, patrolling along the rows of beans with family
and neighbors and then hoeing out the weeds we found there—cockleburs,
sunflowers. burning bush. devil’s shoestrings, and the volunteer corn sprouting
from seeds spilled last year when the field had been planted to corn. Early the
following Saturday morning, | drove to the Brown farm. It’s located near Turin,
in the western part of the state. | joined a group of Browns and their neighbors,
who gathered at the edge of a soybean field on bottom land near the Little
Sioux River. Thayer Brown’s pickup raced out of the hills roward us along
the section road. [Te brought us the new implements we were to use while
walking beans that day. These implements looked a little like traditional hoes.
They were not made of wood and metal, however, but of white plastic pipe.
A loop of nylon rope dangled from one end of each pipe. Mr. Brown poured a
brand-new liquid herbicide into the hollow handles. The chemical filled
the handles and ran down to the rope-wicks and saturated them. He capped oft

the open end of one handle and handed me my “hoe.”
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Wulking beans this year would
mean travelling the rows and
painting weed-leaves with a lick
of the wick. We had to avoid
the beans, because they were
also susceptible to the chemical’s
herbicidal action. This was new.
The herbicide was supposed to be

absorbed into the vascular system

of the touched plant, the poison

drawn down into its very roots. In a

week or so, the weed would be dead.

My purpose in bringing up this
moment is not to discuss the merits
and detriments of certain technolo-
gies. It is to point out the moment
when a future arrived in lowa. Other
futures, | assume, arrive daily. What
interests me about this particular
moment is how it was met. lowans, it
seems to me, are particularly adept at
negotiating the meeting of the past
and future, at negotiating the

transformations of yesterdays into

tomorrows. We were about to engage
in a classic lowa summer ritual, yet
in a way that was radically new.
We even called our newfangled
implements “hoes.” We talked as we
walked and touched the weeds with
our wands, the talk connecting me to
past summers on the farm, just as the
bushy eruptions of volunteer corn
hearkened back to events in this field
the previous summer. With our new

tool, we continued to work.
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ere’s another example of what I mean—another of
lowa's creative responses to shifting boundaries of time and
place. The original townships, a highly imaginative

invention of their time. alwavs included a concession of

1.1111.1 O NHPI””'T free |"It|“|IL' .‘\(IHH""\- (1r‘ll1wll]in.ill|IHH*~ H|.

those original school districts, however, have forced
l[owans to rethink the very idea of the classroom. The
result is that the state has embraced a vision of a virtual
schoolhouse constructed of satellite dishes, fiber-optic
cable networks, and computers. Any part of the organ-
ism will be able to tap into expertise and resources of
information from any other part.

The experience of living in such a place is thrilling,
though subtle. It involves cultivating the ability to shifi
between ways of looking at things, the ability to shift gears

L]

E"k"T‘k‘u'L‘L‘H hHL' ,II]L_1 “{'iHL‘,” from wllut*”h*lht‘ Lo ‘wtlltit"['
house.” lowans daily flex this metaphorical muscle. They
oet the jokes. They envision puns (“walking beans,” for
example). They shoot the breeze. They shake out the rug.
These are creative and healthy activities. Such vision
allows lowans to escape the tyranny of the literal, and to
confront the new and unexpected with a habit of mind
that questions habitual thought and practice.

[t is no mistake, | think, that Field of Dreams is one of
the most telling of our cultural icons. Author W. P.
KIHHL'“H“'\ tiI‘i}_{iﬂHl STOTY Incorporates, 1n 1tS maln « I‘|;|I‘.H.'IL‘I',
this lowan knack of seeing when the character imagines his
farm as a baseball field. Perhaps even more telling is the
.IL'TII;II gxistence HT. S LIC |'1 A IIL'lJ. ('FL‘;ITL'J [Or the movie
version of the book, the imagined set has taken on a life of
its own. Near Dyersville is a monument to the lowan habi
of mind: A humble baseball diamond represents the space

that is made for living and working amidst the dreaming.
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Ci”l?ﬁikit.‘r for a moment those times
in our history when some of our
actual borders really did ger up and
move. I'm not speaking metaphori-
cally now—I'm thinking of the
recent summer of floods when
lowa's bordering rivers and their
tributaries quite literally left their
E\L'L_ia and took a walk. It amounted
to a physical rearrangement of the
entire state. The native response to
the u{;lih' disasters was remarkable.
There was patience, persistence,
good humor, and courage. The
floods were surprising in their
vOraciousness HHLI In l]‘lL‘ll‘ SC ;lll_'. but
lowans were not taken l“,-' Surprise.
Rivers had come to life amidst
a population expert in dealing
creatively with shifting boundaries,
skilled in coping with new ways of

ordering and reordering the world.










- A =










T ———— ) | i




——— Wy

F ORI T T e R WA S T N

R T S s

T aed = e rEgrapTeree S-S @

TS R e g —

e R e e

T T T O T O TR ST T LA,

|




[OWA: A Celebration of Land,
Pe i'}'.J!rL’ O [']It.‘r[.h:'r\t' captures the
beauty and character of the Hawkeye
State in stunning photography and lyrical

essays. Meet the authors:

Hugh Sidey

Borm and raised in Greenfield, Hugh
Sidey is a journalist of mternational
renoun. He recently completed 40 years
with TIME magazine, where his column,
“The Presidency,” established him as one

of America’s foremost political observers.

Cornelia F. Mutel

Comnelia Mutel is the author of Fragile
Giants and coeditor of Land of the
Fragile Giants, both about the Loess
Hills of western lowa. A frequent writer
and lecturer on the state’s natural history,
she i1s a historian of science at the

University of lowa.

Mary Swander

Award-winning poet Mary Swander
has published essays, short stories, two
books of poetry, and two nonfiction
books: Parsnips in the Snow and (as
coeditor with Cornelia Mutel) Land of
the Fragile Giants. She teaches at lowa

State University

Craig Canine

Author of Dream Reaper: An Old-

Fashioned Inventor in the High-
Tech, High-Stakes World of Modern
Agriculture, Craig Canine is an editor at
.'\'1{"!-#."!'.{”1!] 'L Tl. 'T-f“ maton EJL [“'t""‘i im IJ“\ L,'”l.'

orandparents’ farm near Norwalk

Michael Martone

Michael Martone has published books of
short stories as well as many essays
and articles. He taught writing at lowa
State University for seven years and now

teaches at Syracuse University

BlueCross BlueShield
of lowa

An Independent Licensea of the Blue Cross and Blue Shield Associalion
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h “P’ve been involved in creat-

Celebrate ing a dozen commemorative

Our State . _
184691996  picture books, and this one is

the best. It’s got heart and soul and

something that every lowan can look at

' »

and say, ‘Yes, this is us.

— Hugh Sidey, Contributing

Editor, TIME magazine

“This book captures something of lowa
itself—our friends and neighbors, our
towns and cities, our history, and of course,
our beautiful rich, rolling land. It’s with
pleasure and pride that we dedicate
lowa: A Celebration of Land, People &
Purpose to all Iowans.”
—Tht" l It'lllt,l'?'{I!'"*l’U R _J"-'L’Ti B R{t'_\'
Chairman, lowa Sesquicentennial

Commussion

In lively prose and stunning photographs, this
official book of the lowa Sesquicentennial

presents a heartwarming, informative look

at lowa, rooted in our past and focused | Ty
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M Oon our ftuture.
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