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1

The Story of the Field of Dreams

“If you build it, he will come.”

—The Voice

The film Field of Dreams debuted in Dubuque, Iowa, in April 1989. Just three months later, twelve-year-old Matt Bohn died in the crash of United Airlines Flight 232 across the state in Sioux City. Matt’s flight crashed into an anonymous Iowa cornfield, but a very special Iowa cornfield would help his family cope with the tragedy, just as it would touch the lives of countless others. Built to bring a work of fiction to life as a film, the Field of Dreams just outside Dyersville, Iowa, has been transformed from a movie set into a pop culture mecca and secular hallowed ground.

When Matt boarded his plane, nobody—not his family, not the Field of Dreams filmmakers, not the owners of the Field of Dreams site—knew what the future would bring. The little leaguer had been on his way from Denver to Pittsburgh to return home to his parents after visiting family in Colorado. Shortly into the flight, an engine exploded, and flying shrapnel severed all three of the jet’s hydraulic lines. The pilots were left with little control over their aircraft. In dire peril, the pilots used engine thrust from the jet’s remaining engines to steady the flight and prepared for an emergency landing at the Sioux Gateway Airport.

Emergency personnel assembled to meet the imperiled flight. The hundreds who gathered prepared for the worst and held their collective breath as Flight 232 began its descent. For a moment, it seemed as if the crippled jet would land safely, but its right wing tip touched down first, causing the aircraft to burst into flames, cartwheel off the runway, and break into three pieces.

Somehow, 184 travelers survived. Matt and his grandmother, Lena Blaha, who was traveling with him, were among the 112 who perished in the fiery disaster.

Back in western Pennsylvania, Matt’s father Jim, mother Cindy, and sister Stephanie drove to the airport to meet the flight, unaware of the drama that was unfolding in the Midwest. Arriving at the Pittsburgh airport, the Bohns saw a local television news van and learned that a plane was down in Iowa. They had no reason to be concerned until they noticed that Matt’s flight was not listed on the monitor that tracked arrivals.

While Matt’s family quickly discovered that it was Matt’s flight that had crashed, they were unable to learn whether Matt and his grandmother were on board or whether they had been harmed. The Bohns had to return home unsure whether Matt and Lena had survived and wondering how the coming news could alter their lives.

Hours of frantic calls, anxious wondering, and prayer brought no answers. A Sioux City hospital reported that a boy who fit Matt’s description was being treated in one of its wards, but positive identification was not yet possible. Jim Bohn was desperate for news. Finally, the airline agreed to fly him to Iowa, but because he could not find a convenient flight, he accepted a ride on a charter flight from the same local television station that first told him of the crash. He left unsure of whether he was going to Iowa to help care for Matt or take on the grim duty of claiming his remains.

Jim was a high school physical education teacher who served as a coach for his son—a blossoming second baseman—on the baseball diamond. He was used to young people counting on him for guidance and looking to him as a role model. He left his home, hoping his son could count on him that day.

When he arrived in Iowa, Jim went from hospital to hospital, trying to find his son among the survivors, but Matt was not among any of the recovering passengers. Jim knew the awful truth. Matt was the first of the victims to be identified and was released to his father.

Jim’s visit to Iowa lasted just three days and two nights, but it changed his life forever. He was shattered. But amid the tragic circumstances surrounding his visit, Jim found a bit of solace. Just weeks before, the Bohn family celebrated Matt’s birthday by going to see Field of Dreams. The film’s tale of the power of dreams and a special Iowa cornfield brought the family together.

At their home, Cindy and Stephanie Bohn sat in Matt’s room staring at the ticket stub from the family’s night at the movie, freshly recovered from Cindy’s purse. The ticket for Field of Dreams was dated May 7, 1989. It had been Matt’s twelfth and last birthday.

In Iowa, Jim was housed in a college dormitory where he spent much of his time staring out his window, thinking about the past—and the future. Amid his family’s suffering, Jim had an inspiration: “When I was out in Iowa and I looked out the dorm room window and saw a baseball field bordered by a cornfield, it just all hit me.”

He had previously associated the film Field of Dreams with the relationship between himself and his father. Now he saw a connection between himself and his own son. “We saw the movie on Matt’s birthday,” he said. “And when the movie was over, I remember saying to Cindy that there was a message there for me, but I didn’t know what it was. But I knew it was telling me something, and I thought it was telling me a message about me and my dad. I didn’t know it was about me and my son.”

At home in western Pennsylvania late that summer, Jim read in a local paper that the Field of Dreams movie set could be found near Dyersville, Iowa, and that—just like in the film—people were coming to visit it. Jim sat down to write a difficult letter asking an Iowa farmer whose land had been the setting for the film to keep the attraction intact for an additional season so that the Bohns could visit it on the anniversary of Matt’s death:


You don’t know me; my name is Jim Bohn. My son Matt and mother-in-law Lena Blaha died in the crash of United Airlines Flight 232 in Sioux City on July 19.

This past spring I had taken my son and family to see the movie “Field of Dreams.” We loved the movie. I had no idea that the “field” was still there. I figured that after the filming it had been replanted. To my surprise and delight, I read an article last evening in our Pittsburgh (PA.) Press newspaper that you have been maintaining the field. How long do you plan to maintain it as the baseball field? Will you still receive visitors next summer? We are planning to visit Sioux City next summer for the anniversary of the crash and would love to stop and visit the field.

Matt was 12 and loved baseball. So do I, as my father before me did. I’ve always coached Matt’s team. For the past 6 years we have had a great time enjoying each other and baseball.

As you may know the plane crashed in an Iowa corn field. I found the whole idea very ironic; the story of an Iowa corn farmer who plows up his corn field to make a baseball field where dreams come true and my son, who loved baseball, dying in an Iowa corn field. My dreams came to an end.

When I was in Sioux City after the crash, I stayed at Briar Cliff College. From my room the most prominent object in the landscape was a baseball field. I could not stop thinking about the movie, the crash and a corn field in Iowa. There was message there.

When I read the article last evening I knew I had to visit the “field.” Please let me know of your plans for the field. I hope I will have the chance to walk with my son one more time.



Jim said the letter was basically a question “Can I come? Kind of like in the movie when they ask if they can play.” He followed up his letter with a phone call to the man whose farm had served as a movie set and had suddenly turned into an unlikely tourist attraction. Bohn remembered asking whether the field would remain intact. The response was simply that it would remain as is “as long as people came.”

The next July, Jim, Cindy, and Stephanie Bohn set off on a drive—the idea of flying made them uneasy—from western Pennsylvania to Colorado to see the family Matt had been visiting with when he took his fateful flight. Along the way, the Bohns stopped at the Field of Dreams—now transformed into something much more meaningful than a movie set. The visit coincided with Jim’s birthday, just days before the one-year anniversary of Matt’s death. Even though the journey could not bring Matt back, the field could bring his family a measure of comfort.

“At first, it was so soon after my son’s death,” Matt’s father said. “I don’t know if I was really thinking anything, and then as the time came, I’m thinking, ‘Well, he died in Iowa; the last time I talked to him was on my birthday when he called from my sister-in-law’s. I want to go here to feel close to him.’ Not so much close to him—all I had to do is go in his bedroom and I felt close to him. But he’ll be here. I had a feeling that maybe he would be there—in spirit.”

Jim not only came to the field looking to take away a sense of connection with his son but also brought with him a few tokens that he wanted to leave behind. He placed a bat that he and Matt had played with, balls they used for playing catch, and one of Matt’s baseball gloves amid the corn surrounding the Field of Dreams. The gesture was a show of fatherly love, a sacrifice to the higher powers that watch over baseball players everywhere, and a way to form a bond with something that had resonated with him.

Jim, a soft-spoken, thoughtful man, described the visit as “comforting, healing, rewarding.” But for a man who lost his son, one of the most important aspects of the trip was the ability to somehow reconnect to that which he had lost.

“I always find connections with things, and people tell me, ‘You’re just imagining that’ or ‘You’re making more out of something than it is,’” Jim said. “And I said, ‘Maybe. But, maybe I’m just attuned to it and I see it. There’s always connections there, but unless you’re attuned to it, you don’t see it.’”

Jim and Cindy had joined a bereavement group called Compassionate Friends for parents whose children had died young. The group’s symbol was a butterfly, emblematic of the metamorphosis of a young spirit shuffling off its mortal shell to move on after death. Since joining the group, Jim associated his son with the butterfly and always thought of Matt when he saw one. At the Field of Dreams, Jim, Cindy, and Stephanie posed for pictures with the Iowa farmer whose land hosted most of the Field of Dreams. As they posed, they noticed a butterfly making lazy loops around the group. Perhaps it was just a butterfly and nothing more, but for a grieving family it was a comforting to think that a part of Matt could still be with them.

Walking away from the Field of Dreams, Jim Bohn realized that the trip accomplished more than he had hoped. At first, he confessed, his hopes had been elevated. “I wanted to see Matt come walking out of the cornfield,” he confessed. “And then I said, ‘Jim, that’s not what’s going to happen here.’ I just kind of had to wake myself up.”

But the trip helped him not only come to terms with his loss but also find a way to move forward. “I think it was good in that it—even though I was going out there for whatever was going to be in relation to Matt, it drew my daughter and me closer,” he reflected. “I just remember coming away having had a sense of Matt while there but that I left having done things with Stephanie there . . . that helped a bonding.”

Using words customarily reserved for religious shrines or sacred places, Jim Bohn spoke of his experience at the Field of Dreams. “I didn’t get that real, deep, emotional feeling,” he said. “But I did come away in peace.”

The tale of how Jim, Cindy, and Stephanie Bohn turned to a stage for make-believe to help them weather the storm of an all-too-real calamity is a remarkable story. “It’s a fictional place that has become a real place,” Jim said. But the Bohns’ story, and tales like it, have become almost commonplace at the Field of Dreams. For more than a decade now, men, women, and children have come to the tiny town of Dyers-ville to visit a movie set and experience the magic they believe can be found within the chalk lines of the Field of Dreams. Once-productive Iowa farmland turned into a movie set and then evolved as a very special destination.

Make-believe places are able to establish a tug at people’s hearts and minds—some kitschy, some spiritual, but all quite real despite the contrived nature of the actual sites. The acreage that served as the setting for Kevin Costner’s and Ray Liotta’s quest for redemption and fulfillment through the mystical elements of America’s national pastime has become a destination for people searching for something. People from across the globe have found their way to this diamond to race around the bases, shag fly balls, knock one out of the park, and connect with something missing in their lives.

The people of Dyersville cannot say they weren’t warned. Field of Dreams foretold the pilgrimage that began just weeks after the film debuted and has continued to today.

“People will come,” predicted the character Terence Mann in Field of Dreams. More than ten years after Hollywood transformed the fields of two Dyersville farmers into a baseball diamond, people have turned off a narrow country road, down one of a pair of short gravel drives, and onto the farms of Don Lansing and Al and Rita Ameskamp—more than fifty thousand visitors each year, perhaps as many as one million visitors to date, and counting.

Field of Dreams may center around fictional farmer Ray Kinsella’s ability to conjure a connection with his late father—and “Shoeless” Joe Jackson—out of the Iowa corn, but the tangible remains of the story’s magic have come to mean much more to its visitors. People have come to Dyersville and the Field of Dreams for a variety of reasons and have walked away with an astounding array of moving experiences. Fathers and sons have cemented tattered relationships with a game of catch on the magical field. Families have found relief from stress and a sanctuary away from their hectic everyday lives just wandering along the foul lines.

This book is an account of a remnant from an author’s and filmmaker’s imagination, transformed into a shrine and sanctified by the faithful who have something special on a grass and dirt movie set. Most of all, this book is the story of how a small corner of picturesque farmland has been transformed from a rich patch of earth that produced a lucrative cash crop into a place that produces profound changes in its visitors—changes that have been as nourishing as the most succulent Iowa corn.

A UNIQUE ATTRACTION

The term redemption never appears in a baseball box score, and the word reconciliation is usually left out of most sportscasters’ descriptions of last night’s ball game. While a sacrifice can be an integral part of a big inning, baseball does not often have much to do with a shrine, a pilgrimage, or heaven. But at the Field of Dreams, redemption and reconciliation are noted more carefully than strikes or balls, and talk of a shrine, a pilgrimage, and even heaven drowns out talk of runs, hits, or errors. In a small town at the heart of America, on a baseball field carved into a cornfield, these words describe the experiences of visitors who search for something they need in their lives and find peace in an extraordinary location.

When the Dyersville farms of Don Lansing and Al and Rita Ameskamp were turned into a movie set for the filming of Field of Dreams, there was no way to tell that it would bring more than Kevin Costner and James Earl Jones to town. But the film’s story about ghosts and dreams—too fanciful for many reviewers to take seriously—resonated with those who suspended their disbelief. Looking to discover whether second chances could actually be found in the Dyersville corn and whether heaven is indeed nestled on an Iowa farm, a trickle of visitors began to journey to the former movie set in 1989. Buoyed by remarkable stories recounted by those who made the trip, the Field of Dreams grew from a temporary Hollywood back lot to a destination for tens of thousands of visitors each year. It is not unusual for thousands of people to visit the field on a peak weekend.

The field’s tenders have become unlikely soothsayers for their tribe of visitors, working an enchantment as benevolent hosts. In an attempt to capture its magic, the Carolina Mudcats of the Double A Southern League flew Don Lansing to Zebulon, North Carolina, where he sprinkled a bucket full of dirt from the Field of Dreams onto the infield of new Five County Stadium to inaugurate the park in 1991. The Mudcats had a lackluster run from 1966 to 1976, but Lansing’s dirt may have been magical for some 1991 Mudcats players—pitcher Tim Wakefield and first baseman Kevin Young carried a little Field of Dreams dirt on their spikes all the way to the majors.

Al and Rita Ameskamp made vials of Field of Dreams dirt available for anyone who wanted to make a small donation. The Ameskamps, tickled by their newfound celebrity, laughed about being asked to autograph ears of corn but wouldn’t hazard a guess as to how many vials of “Dream Dirt” have been purchased over the years. They proudly recalled sessions when they used a five-gallon bucket of dirt to prepare hundreds of vials at a time.

The plastic containers of Iowa soil (now decorated with a tasteful “Dream Dirt” logo and an affidavit of authenticity that reads, “This certifies that Dream Dirt is from the original left & center Field of Dreams, Dyersville, Iowa”) may be one of the most popular souvenirs for visitors. One man even ordered hundreds of vials and gave them out as favors at his wedding.

In one of his columns, Chicago Sun-Times travel writer Bob Puhala sheepishly admitted to taking home one such vial. When confronted by his wife about his buying dirt, he responded, “It’s not just dirt. It’s . . . well, kind of hard to explain.” Puhala’s wife reluctantly accepted the dirt and the explanation that it represented all the memories of all the hours her husband played ball throughout his life. Still, she demanded, “Just put the dirt in the drawer when company comes over.”

The Ameskamps were not the only ones to promote a unique gift. After renovating their home’s picket fence, the Lansings took the pickets from the fence that appeared in the film Field of Dreams, cleaned them up, added a note to vouch for their authenticity, and offered them to souvenir seekers. Dozens of visitors brought home pickets from the Field of Dreams along with memories of their trip to Iowa.

Although some of the people of Dyersville have been irritated by the influx of outsiders and their seemingly odd quest for something mystical in the usually quiet corner of the world—and some have even expressed petty jealousies over the perception that their neighbors have undeservedly cashed in on the lucky break that Hollywood chose their land as a movie set—most seem to have enthusiastically embraced the presence of the field and its resulting economic impact. They don’t quite know what to make of the nearly ceaseless parade of tourists, but as the crowds have come and gone, the townsfolk have largely respond to the influx of international visitors with pleasant bewilderment and even costumed involvement in the fantasy.

In the summer of 1990, local farmer Keith Rahe organized a team of Ghost Players to entertain Field of Dreams visitors and re-create the image of old-time players emerging from the corn to frolic once again on the enchanted baseball diamond. The Ghost Players—fully clad in authentic 1919 Chicago White Sox uniforms—now include a veterinarian, a state representative, a college baseball coach, and several players who appeared in the film Field of Dreams as ballplayers. Frequently asked for autographs, these neighbors have become popular entertainers, traveling the world to spread a little magic from the corn.

LIGHTS, CAMERA, ACTION

The 1989 film Field of Dreams, written and directed by Phil Alden Robinson, is based on the 1982 book Shoeless Joe by William Patrick (W. P.) Kinsella. Both the film and the book revolve around the power of dreams and the magic of second chances. In the film, child-of-the-sixties-turned-middle-aged-Iowa-farmer Ray Kinsella is able to establish a bond with his late father through a journey that begins with the seemingly irrational action of transforming his rows of corn into a baseball field—and ends with an acceptance that the magic created by that baseball field is not only rational but real. By creating his magical baseball field, farmer Kinsella earns his chance at redemption, and by using the field to say what he could not say, he wins his reconciliation.

Field of Dreams debuted in 1989, promoted with the tag line, “If you believe the impossible, the incredible can come true.” The film tells the incredible tale of Iowa farmer Ray Kinsella, who hears a mysterious voice declare, “If you build it, he will come,” and plows under a portion of his cornfield to build a baseball diamond. The action, seen as lunacy by his neighbors but supported by his family, succeeds in conjuring the ghost of “Shoeless” Joe Jackson (his father’s hero) on the outfield grass of the spectral field. An extraordinary outfielder, Jackson became a baseball pariah after being banned from the game for his involvement in the “Black Sox” scandal, in which eight members of the Chicago White Sox conspired to accept bribes to throw the 1919 World Series. However, thanks to Kinsella’s field, which seems to be a portal to an afterlife, Jackson and the other disgraced White Sox players are able once again to play ball.

But the voice has more demands of Kinsella. Despite the fact that he faces losing his farm due to increasing debt, Kinsella travels across the country to obey his interpretations of the voice’s commands. He first journeys to Boston where he picks up celebrated but reclusive writer Terence Mann. Mann accompanies Kinsella on his journey—grudgingly at first but soon enthusiastically as he, too, becomes swept up in the magic.

Both Kinsella and Mann face psychological challenges. The Iowa farmer who created the magical ballfield carries guilt because he was unable to repair his damaged relationship with his deceased father. The writer who refuses to publish new stories despite his fans’ pleas is scarred by memories of the demolition of Ebbets Field and the Brooklyn Dodgers’ move to Los Angeles. Unified by their distinct longings despite their odd-couple appearance, the unlikely pair continues the trek to Minnesota.

In the Land of 10,000 Lakes, Kinsella slips through a window in time and encounters Archibald “Moonlight” Graham, who played one inning in the major leagues in 1905 before retiring from the game to become a doctor. Graham, who never realized his dream of stepping up to the plate for a big league at-bat, is happy to have made such a significant contribution as a doctor, but he still wonders about what could have been. Kinsella, Mann, and a young version of Archie Graham return to Iowa to await the next magical development.

In Iowa, Mann finally experiences the fantasy of ghost baseball, and Graham finally fulfills his dream of having a major league at-bat. But Kinsella and his wife Annie must deal with the real-life threat of losing their farm and its special field to Annie’s brother, Mark, who is threatening to foreclose on the property’s mortgage. Kinsella’s young daughter, Karin, believes she sees a way out of the financial trouble and predicts that the magical baseball field would attract paying customers who would be the salvation of the farm. Mann expands on the vision declaring that people would journey to the enchanted field and save the farm by gladly paying to enjoy the ghostly game of baseball and the memories it would recall.

The film reaches a climax when Karin is knocked to the ground during ongoing arguments between Kinsella and his brother-in-law. A lifeless Karin is revived by Archie Graham, who steps off the magic field and is transformed into an older version of himself—Doctor Graham. The older, wiser Graham concludes that it was not a true tragedy that he never fulfilled his baseball dream, but it would have been a tragedy if he had never become a doctor.

Mann’s pain is eased when he is invited to follow the ghost players into the corn and whatever waits beyond. Not only does this unique experience help him come to terms with the game of baseball and his feelings that the game betrayed him; it urges him on to reconnect with those who were inspired by his stories as he vows to write again.

Finally, it is Ray Kinsella’s turn. The story of the power of faith, the joy of redemption, and the ability of baseball to link the generations now liberates its protagonist. Ray is left alone on the field with a young catcher—his father incarnated as the young ballplayer he was years before Ray was born. As dusk falls on the field, Ray and his father talk and find reconciliation. As grown-men viewers reach for the tissues to dab watery eyes, Ray seals his redemption by asking, “Hey, Dad, you wanna have a catch?” The film ends with Ray and his father throwing a ball back and forth on the special field. The first carloads of visitors ready to pay to see the game begin to pull up the dirt road followed by a line of cars that stretches to the horizon. The field will be saved as the prophecy is realized, and the pilgrimage starts as the credits roll.

THE FARM TOY CAPITAL OF THE WORLD

When W. P. Kinsella wrote Shoeless Joe, he did not realize that a true Field of Dreams could have some of the power of his literary creation. Given its imaginative premises and vivid imagery, it is not surprising that one of Kinsella’s books inspired a film. But not only did Shoeless Joe inspire a film; it inspired a unique event that has gone beyond life imitating art. When Kevin Costner, James Earl Jones, and Ray Liotta wrapped up their filming duties, they had no notion that their portrayals would encourage thousands of others to repeat their journey of redemption to Iowa.

Before filmmakers found tiny Dyersville, Iowa, the community had enjoyed a mostly quiet existence. Just twenty-five miles west of Dubuque, about a five-hour drive from Chicago, the now predominately German American town was founded in 1848 by an English store owner named James Dyer who left his homeland for America to make his fortune. Dyer purchased land from the U.S. government and, with a handful of other families, made his home on the rich eastern Iowa soil. Ernest Hemingway’s ancestors were among those who followed the same path from England to settle in Dyersville.

As the home to three prominent toy manufacturers and the National Farm Toy Museum, Dyersville had been most renowned as the “Farm Toy Capital of the World.” In fact, with its numerous stores along its main thoroughfares hawking tiny tractors, miniature cars, and model trucks, Dyersville seems more suited to be associated with the film Toy Story than Field of Dreams. In the past, visitors came to the unique Becker Woodcarving Museum and its collection of the work of Iowa woodcarver Jack Becker or to the Dyer/Botsford Doll Museum, housed in the grand and ornate Victorian-era Queen Anne home of Dyers-ville’s founder. People seeking salvation or inspiration in Dyersville came to the twin-spired Basilica of St. Francis Xavier—a rare basilica in a rural setting—to sit in its carved wooden pews or marvel at its stained glass windows and gothic architecture, charmingly out of place in the Midwest. But that would all change when Hollywood came calling.

Just a few miles outside the town, where 3,800 people nestle along the meandering Maquoketa River, the Lansing and Ameskamp farms emerge from the gently rolling flatness of the American prairie. But amid the fields, where the rich earth yields eight-foot stalks of corn, a tiny baseball field looks somehow perfectly natural.

Dyersville is not quite quaint, but it is friendly and functional, a town where people meet each other with warm greetings and take note of strangers with cordial hellos. The Dyersville Area Chamber of Commerce describes the region as “a real place in the land mistaken for heaven in the classic movie Field of Dreams ; a place where traditional values and easy smiles have not gone out of style; a place where dreams come true.”

In Dyersville, “Who were you before?” means “What is your maiden name?” and people say “Katie bar the door” when trouble brews. Residents referring to a farm, home, or tractor are sure to mention its previous owners even if they are long gone— “Yes, I live on the old Johnson farm.” Visitors asking directions to “the field” receive explicit instructions and no quizzical looks, but anyone asking for “the toy factory” will be asked, “Which one?”

Like all small communities, Dyersville struggles to maintain employment and provide family-sustaining work that can enable it to retain residents and maintain the viability of the town. This need is especially acute in Iowa, which has lost population in recent decades, especially during the 1980s farm crisis that threatened the survival of the state’s many family farms. The Hawkeye State still struggles to retain young people after they graduate from high school. But with manufacturing, tourism, and agriculture providing a diverse employment base, Dyers-ville is more viable than many neighboring towns.

By day, the town is largely empty as residents leave for work. At night, backlit fluorescent signs hawk fast food and motel rooms for rent just off the highway. In town, cobra lights brighten the empty main street, and the glowing spires of the basilica shine placidly in the sky. Lights from Dyersville Community Park ballfields glow late in the evening to illuminate baseball and softball games for participants of all ages.

If it is possible to summarize the essence of a town on a police patch, Dyersville’s finest attempted it by placing the basilica across an unfurled U.S. flag and adding a baseball field, a farm tractor, a representation of the Heritage Trail—a nature pathway that stretches from Dyersville to Dubuque—and a few lush trees. That is Dyersville.

Checkerboarded by wide, shaded avenues running east to west cut perpendicularly by broad, tree-lined streets running north to south, the 4.5-square miles of Dyersville are divided neatly into unequal quadrants by 1st Street and 1st Avenue. With all streets in town numbered, directions are fairly simple—turn left at 3rd Street and go two blocks, or go right at 2nd Avenue and travel three blocks—but, because all streets are wide enough to allow a quick U-turn, anyone who did not realize that 3rd Street followed 2nd Street could immediately reverse course.

Traveling east through Dyersville on 1st Avenue, one finds the stately basilica dominates the northwest quadrant, its spires rising more than two hundred feet over the two-story town. Across the 1st Avenue Bridge, turn-of-the-century buildings housing the town bank and the local newspaper are interspersed with more modern, nondescript professional offices and practical stores along the town’s main street. Further east, the 1929 Memorial Building houses city hall and the public library across from the former home of Dyersville’s founder.

Winding north along 6th Street and then east along 2nd Avenue, visitors find Route 136 traveling north past train
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FANTASY BECOMES REALITY
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