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Guttenberg

Pearl of the Mississippi

Imagine yourself comng to Guttenberg for the first time by boat rather than air-condi-
tioned car and you’ll better understand the design of Guttenberg. “Die Guten Berge” 

was a German immigrants sales pitch of the mid-1800’s. The phrase meant good land, 
good black earth for farming, a good little berg(town), a place for good things to take 
place, a land waiting for discovery.  These pioneers had no roads, no other way to get 

to Guttenberg than by river. The Mississippi River was our original link to civilization.
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“I’ve been collecting “stories 
about the olden days” ever 

since I was 6 years old.     
I talked Grandma Schweik-

ert into letting me stay home 
from school so I could listen 

to her Aunt Marthie Bowman 
( my great great aunt ) tell 

about how they would wrap 
sheep skins around their 
legs on their way to the 

country school to keep out 
the cold.  Once in school 

they’d  hang the sheep skins 
around the pot bellied stove 
to dry before they put them 
on again when Dad picked 

them up with the horse and wagon for the 
trip home.   Did you ask about the aroma?   
Yes, the students and the room all smelled 

like sheep.
 

I can’t begin to thank all the people by 
name who have populated my brain with 
stories and pictures.  I’ve collected them 

all my life. Some people remember history 
with dates and places.  I imagine the char-
acters. I love those characters.  They were 

so human.  Aren’t we all?

There are lots of names missing in these stories.  I don’t want to embarrass anyone or cause pain 
with any unforgiving tales.  We all did the funny things and the dumb things. That’s life.  And 

thank goodness we got a picture to jab our memory so we can all smile about it 
now years later”.           Barbara Kann Leitgen

“Die Probe eines Genusses ist seines Erinnerung”

“The real test of pleasure 
is the happy memory it leaves behind.”

Grandma Schweikert Great great Aunt Marthie

Kann Imports
563-252-2072
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The many characters of our past have made our town, the “good little town”, Die Guten Berge” it is. The im-
migrants came to stay and place roots along our Mississippi. They built limestone houses to last for generations.  

These structures can be seen 
throughout Guttenberg but 

it’s those characters that 
built them that deserve their 

place in remembrance. 

They produced big families. 
Like the Moser family.  They 

needed the help on their 
new homesteads. Everyone 

worked. You worked for 
your place at the table.
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Fred Leitgen established his blacksmith shop right along the roadside into Guttenberg (now highway #52).
His blacksmith was Mr Hudek who usually brought his son, Harry to work with him.  Harry could keep busy 

sorting nails.  
Aunt Ina was about the best cook in town. She told me 
about her birthday dinner she gave for 14 people while she 
ran the restaurant at the hotel. At 83 years she was won-
dering how she did it.
She got up at daybreak to bake an angel food cake with 
the egg whites she had separated from the yolks that 
would be used for noodles. She started the water boiling 
for the plucking of the two live chickens waiting in the 
back yard.  She chopped off the chicken heads, then used 
the boiling water for their plucking. The chickens were 
then gutted and soaked in cold water while she mixed up 
the noodles with the reserved yolks. While the flat noodles 
were drying she prepared breakfast for some lodgers and 
cleaned up their dishes. She whipped up some frosting for 
the cake which had cooled, picked over some garden peas 
and fresh strawberries from a farmer.  It was time to pre-
pare the tables and lunches for the lodgers.  She cleared up 
the lunch dishes, started peeling potatoes and cut up the 
chicken in preparation for frying. She rolled the chicken 
in a bit of flour and fried it slowly, then added the potatoes 
for baking. The peas were cooked, chicken & potatoes 
baking, noodles cut and cooked, frosted cake was ready 
with strawberries on the side, and the table was set for 14. 
I don’t know how she did it either. I’d just like to join the 
dinner. 

Aunt Ina’s kitchen was 
immaculate.
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Wasn’t long 
and Fred had 

a hardware 
store next 

door. 
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Fred Leitgen took on a young wife and wanted to please her with a new home. There might not have been time 
for a proper property survey. Though the county seat was only 30 miles or so away, the trip would have been by 
horse and buggy, a real journey to say the least.  Fred inavertantly built the bay window of the living room onto 

a few feet of the next door lot owned by his deceased father.  His father would not have minded. He had died 
ten years earlier without a will, which meant his fathers assets were intestate, blocking Fred from legally obtain-
ing clear title to either lot without obtaining signatures from all his brothers and sisters who were now living all 
over the country. This didn’t bother Fred who was working to develop his business, but it was a constant worry 

to his young wife, who was busy having babies in a house that wasn’t really on their property.
They needed the help of someone who could advise them of the law, a lawyer. 

It was suggested Fred not pay his property tax and let the property go to a tax sale. (a most worrisome experi-
ence for that young wife).  One of Fred’s Lodge buddies made the successful bid at the next tax sale and in due 

time relinquished ownership to Fred’s relieved wife. But the story becomes more interesting.  As fate would 
have it, Fred died suddenly only 3 years later, also without a will. Oh oh, now Fred’s estate was intestate. 

The young widow made numerous visits to the lawyer to obtain Fred’s assets (money to feed the children, cloth-
ing, etc). Fortunately the house was already in her name and the family had a place to live while she worked 

through the courts to obtain Fred’s other assets. 

The widow and her 3 young children lived in that lovely brick house for 30 years.  There was many a reunion 
and dinner party enjoyed by the decendants, forming many happy memories.  The house is still standing as a 

testament to faith and trust in God. There must truly be a grand plan.  You can have fun finding the house just as 
you come into Guttenberg. 
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Getting into and out of Guttenberg before highway #52 was built was an adventure of mud, dust and perseverance, 
depending on the weather. People often traveled in caravans because it was common to get lost on the unmarked 

dirt roads. Traveling to Dubuque could be an all day adventure and you’d better know the correct turns in the road.  
There were no road signs and few farmers in between to ask the correct way.  

This is still a very busy corner on 
entering Guttenberg. 
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To get out of the Guttenberg valley you used the Miner’s Creek road as shown above, the Big Spring road or 
Heitman Hill. Because of the steep grade on the hills the car engine generally overheated and you had to stop 

midway to rest it, yourself and the car occupants. We are a neighborly valley so if you looked, there would 
probably be a log alongside the road to brace under the tires and also rest the car brakes. 

You had to have vision.  This was an artists vision of Guttenberg in 1869.  Maybe you had to have more vision.
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According to local legend the creek received its name from an early pioneer, not without a struggle.  One gen-
tleman wanted to call the creek Coon Creek because of the numerous racoons he found in the area.  The other, 
a local lead miner, thought it should be called Miner’s Creek.  The argument was settled in the local meeting 

place, a saloon.  Whether it was the beer or the ensueing fight but the winner selected the name 
and Miner’s Creek it became. ( incident reported by Walter Jacobs, “The First 100 Years”, a history of Guttenberg, Iowa )

“Dad and his  buddy, Jack, built a motorcycle from left over parts while they were teenagers (early 
1920).  Dad was selected to try out their creation.  He headed out of town, past the Pelzer Mill on 

Miner’s Creek road but before he made it to the top of the hill the motorcycle caught fire. Completely 
overcome with the excitement of the moment he landed in the ditch.  Now burned, with gravel and 

pebbles imbedded into his hide, he grabbed hands full of dirt to throw onto the pile of burned metal.  
Luck or his guardian angel found the next traveler on the road to be the local doctor, Dr Beyer, in 
his horse and buggy.  The grateful teenager was piled into the doctors wagon and brought home. I 

never knew Dad to have a very good opinion of motorcycles.”Barbara Kann

“My life is but  weaving, between my God and me.
I do not choose the colors, He worketh steadily. 

Oftimes He weaveth sorrow and I in foolish pride forget, He sees the upper, and I the 
underside.”

“Not till the loom is silent, and shuttles cease to fly, will God unroll the canvas and 
explain the reason why. The dark threads are as needful in the skillful Weavers’ hand 

as the threads of gold and silver in the pattern He has planned.”
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The occasion was special and you wanted 
to do something special to remember 

it.......so you went to the local photogra-
pher to have your picture taken. 

Today we don’t know remember what the 
occasion was but we know it was special 

because the picture was taken in front 
of the photographers studio.  The ladies 
were attractively attired. The wagon was 
perfect. And the horse stood smart and 

behaved.  He must have known he would 
be remembered. 

Bus Kann was “king of the road” in his 
Burnham wagon.
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The Glover Company Overall Factory in Guttenberg used heavy duty sewing machines run by a gas operated 
electrical generator in the basement.  The generator caught fire one time, killed the engineer from Dubuque and 

forced the eventual closing of the business.
The reconstructed building became the Princess Theater and eventually the U.S. Post Office.

Long before 
highway #52 
was invented, 
the dirt road 

pathway 
served as a 

pleasant Sun-
day afternoon 

walk.
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The Guttenberg Haus in the 200 block 
of South  River Park Drive was built 
in the early 1850’s by Mr Albertus, 
his wife and daughter using a mule to 
skid the stone from a hill quarry.  It 
took them three years to complete, a 
masterful fitting of wood and lime-
stone.  The fittings have been bared 
for todays generations to view and 
appreciate.

Grandpa Hinzman kept a harness shop 
in the building during the 1930’s with 
a new fangled gas station on the north 
side.  The station was run by a can-
takerous Doc Jinks.  The two friends 
often commiserated over a warm 
glass of beer on a hot summer day. 
They hired Grandpa’s grandson to get 
them the 10¢ gallon bucket of beer.  
The pioneer Germans didn’t appreci-
ate their beer cold or foamy so they 
carefully greased the gallon bucket 
with margarine before Ronny headed 
south.  The grease kept the foam to a 
minimum and by the time the 7 year 
old made it to Moxie’s ( 2 blocks 
south ) and back, the beer was warm 
and delicious.  It made for friendly 
relations and good conversation.

Grandpa Hinzman always 
claimed the people of 
Guttenberg would march 
in the streets when he 
died.  And you know, by 
golly, they did.  Not for 
Grandpa but because it 
was the end of World War 
II. The town  celebrated 
the news by clanging 
pots and pans, bells 
and anything that made 
noise, while the citizens 
marched up and down the 
streets all day in exuber-
ance.  Grandpa Hinzman 
was surely happy.  ( As 
told by Ron Hinzman )

The Mississippi River usually froze solid before Lock & Dam #10 was built. 
Many helping hands prepared the ice and you could run a tobaggon from Schil-
ler street lickity split all the way across the ice to the sands of the island on the 

other side but the route was better if it was shoveled and prepared.   
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As soon as the car was invented, people began to 
travel in the country.............

..........then nicer, more comfortable cars were 
developed..............

...........and before long you needed the 
service station.   This service station 
building still stands on River Park 
Drive in Guttenberg but has transi-
tioned to a restaurant. 
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Many of our German ancestors of the mid 1800’s came to this 
country to avoid the military. One such immigrant was Alexander 
Bliedung, born in Silkerode, Kreis Worbis Germany.  He came 

unprepared for the new life, felt encumbered by his debt for the pas-
sage and in the need for “quick money” he realized he was only pre-

pared for the military life......so he joined Company D, 27th Regi-
ment of the Iowa Infantry as orderly-sargent on August 15, 1862. 
The irony of life.  He avoided the draft in Germany and willingly 

joined the military in the U.S. in order to pay off his journey debts.

While trudging through Tennesee, Arkansas, Alabama and Missis-
sippi under the command of General Grant, Alexander discovered 

the soldiers greatest danger was hunger, thirst and contageous 
diseases. Just as a soldier in any war he dreamed of a new home in 
Guttenberg and what he would do upon his return. He was faithful 
with his letters to his sister left in Germany who left us with one 

of the most interesting of diaries of the period. See the diary in the 
Guttenberg Library “Letters of Alexander Bliedung”. 

Alexander took his citizenship seriously. He participated in 
politics, even ran for office, but he felt his heavy German accent 
was a turn-off to the voters. He lost his bid for office. So when 
the time came for him to serve on a grand jury he felt it was his 

duty to serve and made the arduous trip to the County Court 
House in Elkader even though it was in January, the middle of 
winter. The 18 mile journey seems but a blip in todays sched-
ules with cars but we must remember Alexander would have 

been constricted to either a slow train or horse and buggy.  The 
duty in Elkader took about a week and he would have been 

anxious to return home to Guttenberg.  

“I was ten years old at the time and remember his return from 
Elkader very well.  The temperature had gone down to twenty 
degrees below zero.  Instead of traveling by train next day, he 

had felt sorry for a liveryman, one Mr. Pearce, who had brought 
a passenger from Guttenberg to Elkader that day and was 

returning without a fare.  Father wanted to give him this op-
portunity to earn $3.00, and rode the distance of twenty miles in 
Pearce’s light two-horse buggy, practically unprotected against 

the biting wind.  Mother and we four children awaited him 
and placed him in an easy chair and lighted the Christmas tree 
which we had kept so he might see it once more. He was fever-
ish and tired but remained in the room with us for a half hour or 
more, relating especially for his children his experiences while 

visiting at the county jail that afternoon where he had comforted 
the prisoners, one of whom was a young man from Guttenberg 
named Osius, the son of a dear couple who lived near us.  Then 
we helped him to bed and he grew worse rapidly.  During his 
last hours we children, Willy, Clara and I, were on the floor 

below kneeling in prayer.”  taken from “Letters of Alexander 
Bliedung”, page 198-199.  

It must have been a sad day indeed the day this 
stone was set into the Guttenberg City Cemetery.  
Alexander’s widow, Ida was so overcome with 
grief she sold her assets in Guttenberg and moved 
to Joplin Missouri to be with her family.  Her son, 
Edgar, oldest of three children and 10 years old at 
the time of his father’s death,  became the “man 
of the family”.  Edgar focused on working hard 
and eventually owned a large department store in 
Joplin in partnership with a cousin. 

The Bliedung stone 
sets in the middle 
of the Guttenberg 
City Cemetery. The 
marble is pitted but 
the name and dates 
are still there
to remember a man 
who appreciated his 
adopted country.
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On June 5, Alexander Bliedung found his pen and ink and composed a humble request to a gentleman of 
some unknown authority named Baker in Des Moines,  He wrote, “Having had the pleasure of renewing per-
sonal acquaintance with you on occasion of our last year’s Republican State Convocation and feeling satis-
fied that if in your power you will grant my request, I would most respectfully ask you to furnish our City of 
Guttenberg with a Cannon.  A small one would be perfectly satisfactory but would like to have one of those 

guns.”
This Civil War Veteran, passionate about his cause, generouly offered, “I am willing to pay the freight and 
other expenses out of my own pocket.  There are a number of old soldiers here besides about 15 of my own 

company and all the soldiers as well as nearly all the citizens would be very thankful to you.”

Thinking about the pageantry of a public dedication of the cannon during a centennial summer, Bliedung 
continued, “Could you furnish us with two or three dozen muskets to equip a small company of soldiers?  It 

would greatly add to the solemnity of the occasion.”
Thanks to historical consultant Jim Jacobsen and Press reader Lou Kuempel for sharing the original copy of 

the letter. taken from the Opinion “Things that Matter” by M.J. Smith

(above) about 1923, 
the cannon was still 
a favorite spot for a 
photo.

We can thank Alexander Bliedung for the Civil War Cannon 
positioned in Ingleside Park just north of the school.  

In 2006, the cannon was still a favorite 
place to stop and take a picture.
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The arrival of a steamboat on the shores of Guttenberg is a special event any time in history.  Until you’ve heard 
the call of a river boat steam calliope you’ve not really experienced the thrill of the Mississippi.
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Strictly an American experience the paddlewheel steamboat could be big and usually announced a 
BIG event.  You would see them coming for miles just from the stream of black smoke on the river. 
The large dance floor was elegant.  The music were lively and you could roam from deck to deck, 

resting here and there to enjoy the view and the music. You always waved to those on shore and with 
envy they returned the gesture. It was a lazy afternoon.

The Capitol, a paddlewheel steamboat.
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It was the worst 
tornado to ever 

strike Guttenberg, 
mostly in south-

town Guttenberg. 

The date was imbedded on their minds, 
May 21, 1918.

It only took 10 minutes and roofs 
were torn off, houses moved off their 
foundations, and chimneys blown 
away.
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There were as many as 7 saloons at one time in Guttenberg that paid as much as $4 per month for a license. 
This was important revenue for the town of 1,873 citizens since it paid for running the town.  However, a State 
law was passed that allowed only 1 saloon for 2,000 people.  Five saloons were put on the ballot to decide who 

would get the one and only license.  George Jacob’s saloon on the corner of 1st street south and Schiller won 
and the city council had to find another source of revenue. 

Playtime might be “dress up” with a 
family parade, or the mud puddle in the 
middle of the street. (That’s May Kann 
with little brother, Bus, all dressed up. 
We don’t know who that is caught in 

the mud puddle, but it looks like they’re 
having fun.)
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The tractor factory built a foundry and factory in Guttenberg to produce the “Farm Horse Tractor” 
in about 1919. It was supposed to be the “simplest, the easiest to handle” which was necessary on 

our hilly land.
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The Farm Horse Tractor was a super tractor and could plow an acre of ground in 49 minutes. 
The wide wheels produced more traction and “gives you more power at the draw bar” as the 

advertisment stated.

The price tag for this Farm Horse Tractor was a whopping $1,885, much too much for the average 
farmer and the tractor never became popular.  

However, the few produced 
remained work horses for generations afterwards.

An original tractor is still in existance and on display at the Plagman‘s Barn Farm Museum, on 
the Garber highway (C7X)
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The ads for the “Farm Horse Tractor” were enticing but the price tag was troublesome.
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The Jungk Brewery produced a fine local beer but was caught in the change of the law.
“Officials who were in charge of enforcing the prohibition of approximately 1912 came into town by train with 
their shotguns in hand and came over to the brewery.  They carried the kegs that were in storage in the under-
ground cellar out onto the front lawn and took an ax to them.  The foam and flies were then thick as the beer 

flowed out into the street. These men then went down the street through the foam boasting that they had taught 
the Jungks a lesson, then got back on the train and rode out of town. It was a very cold and cruel event for the 

Jungk family.”  as described by a local resident. 
Mr Jungk, who thought he brewed a good beer, couldn’t understand the incident and died within a year.  

Jungk Brewery, established about 1862

The Fourth of July was an excellent holiday to celebrate with a parade.
The Guttenberg community club liked to organize the shooting of fireworks off the river bank on the Fourth of July.  
One year the members 
were determined to out 
perform the previous 
years activities and de-
cided to shoot fireworks 
off a barge in the middle 
of the river. After dark, 
the citizens of the town 
lined up along the river 
bank to watch the prom-
ised demonstration. 
Somehow the clubs 
stock  of  fireworks 
became ignited.  There 
was an  explosion of 
brilliant colors shooting 
into the dark sky.  But 
the most exciting part 
was watching the men jump off the barge to swim to shore. Everyone agreed the performance certainly was more 
spectacular than the year before.



    page 25

The Schiller Street 
Gang were a fearsome 
lot planning their next 
adventure.

The Civil War creeped into the lives of our ancestors in Guttenberg.
The gentleman sitting on the chair on the right was drafted as a young man, picked up his gun 
and headed for the east coast manuevers. Fortunately the War ended before he made it to his 

unit so he returned home with only travel stories. He married and lived with his wife and chil-
dren in this house on the 400 block of north First Street.   
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The Cassutt Building was built by the Cassutt family.  They lived upstairs and ran a saloon downstairs.  
Close proximity to work meant long hours at work.  Children were not exempted.

The saloon was a place for a gentleman to relax with a jug of beer and enjoy the comraderie of other gentlemen.  
Since beer without preservatives does not transport well the beer sold in Guttenberg was brewed in Guttenberg.

The brewers advertised “beer would be delivered to any part of the city”. 
(History of Guttenberg, by Walter Jacobs)

The Friedlein Family had their own orchestra, played 
and entertained locally in the 1910’s.

That’s Paul Friedlein 
on the trombone.

Paul was also a 
boxer and made quite 
a name for himself in 

local events.
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The warehouse in the 500 block of River Park Drive and Schiller was built by the Fleck Brothers in the mid-
1850’s.  The building, built on the water’s edge, faced the street where grain could be unloaded from wagons 

into large bins on the first floor.  There were large discharge doors on the water side where the cleaned, bagged 
grain was then run down large gangways and loaded onto steamboats.  

There was also an underground passage(under the street roadway) from this warehouse to the Fleck General 
Merchandise store on the opposite corner.  It was probably a convenient passage for the buildings during the 

cold winters.  It was later used as a wine cellar. 

Before Lock & Dam #10 was built in 
1935, there was a favorite swimming 

place down behind this warehouse build-
ing. 

 They all look like rascals to me but many 
of them protected us during World War 
II and carried their responsibilities for 

developing our town. 
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Actually it was a customer sometime in the early 1950’s who pointed out to us how beautiful it was in Gutten-
berg in the fall of the year.  She was from Chicago 
and she loved to come to Guttenberg. She asked us 
at Kann Imports to drop her a card when the leaves 
started to turn color. We didn’t think much about it 
at the time. We often tuned into customer requests, 
so along about October 5th we pulled out her name 
and address and dropped her a card.  Juanita Kann 

wondered if some other customers might also like to 
know about the lovely colors of our fall so we dug 

out a few more names and addresses, about 100 cards 
that first year, all hand written, hand addressed and 

stamped. We got back to work in the store and nearly 
forgot about the cards until WOW, one Sunday after-
noon there was fanfare at the front door.  We looked 

up from the counter in the back to see this wonderful 
lady maneuvering through the customers in the aisle 

holding this gorgeous strawberry whipped cream cake aloft! It was the first whipped cream cake I had ever seen 
and I’ll never forget it.  This wonderful customer was saying “thank you” for dropping her the card.  The prac-

tice of the cards grew each year and before long we were hand addressing over 6,000 cards.   Barbara Kann     

Charles Millham, wife Abbie and son, Chuck, moved to Gutten-
berg in about 1940 on the invitation of G.W. Hunt.  G.W.  needed 
an editor for the local weekly, the Guttenberg Press, and Charles 
came with the appreciated experience. 

The Press had a resident dog, Susie, which in retrospect prob-
ably should not have had the run of any business in town, never 
mind a newspaper.  Susie was a renegade with a deep fondness 
for some people, notably Tillie Gull and Willis Cordes, and an 
abiding hatred of some others, whom she would charge when 
they entered the Press office. Customers complained, but in the 
ambivalence of a small town, most often they would merely crack 
the door and yell for someone to corral the dog so they could 
come in and and place an ad.  Susie held her protective position 
with dignity. 
Down a few houses and across the street from the Press office, 
was the Ahlers Hotel run by Al and Sallie Ahlers.  This was the 
heyday of the traveling salesmen and the Hotel was a bustling 

place with a large dining room and lots of regular room renters.  Chicken was a popular menu item. In those 
days, chickens were bought live, with the purchaser responsible for plucking, gutting and scalding them.  
The day came when after Susie’s morning stroll, she appeared for work at the back door of the Press office with 
two plucked and gutted chickens, one hanging out of each side of her mouth.  The office froze.  The presses 
stopped.  Fortunately Editor Charles was briefly absent.  As the staff mulled over the crisis, ten year old Chuck, 
sensing possible doom for Susie, took it upon himself to destroy the evidence. He buried the chickens outside in 
the soft dirt between the buildings. The deed was hardly completed when Al Ahlers came down the alley asking 
if anyone had seen two plucked chickens. Chuck crossed his fingers and lied before he reported the burial to the 
employees.  With Abbie aghast and the rest of the office in hysterics, Susie was relieved of her protection for the 
day.  She and Abbie headed home as Cliff Valent sagely suggested they might as well get back to work. ( as told by 
Charles Millham )
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 This string of striped bass was caught with a fly rod and taken home 
for good eating.  The boys, however, were enterprizing and soon 

learned they could make ready cash by catching lots of fish and sell-
ing them to Kenny’s Fish Market.  

Most of the commercial fishermen of that day used a fish trap to 
catch the big haul.  The fish trap was a box made of wooden slats 

with a square opening about 1 ft by 1 ft and maybe 5 ft long.  If well 
placed a fish would swim against the current of the river and right 
into a trap on the bottom of the river.  Where you placed these fish 

traps was usually a well guarded “secret”.  

For this fish story we must start with: fishing was not very good at 
the time and most everyone was  having trouble finding a good spot 
for their traps.  The boys however suddenly showed up at Kenny’s 
Fish Market with 3 and 4 ft long flat head catfish for sale. Everyone was amazed at the number and size of the 

fish. These were fool hardy boys out fishing knowledgeable commercial fishermen.  The boys would only admit 
to using “Big Bertha”. 

The secret lasted at least a couple weeks, enough time for the boys to make some ready cash for their next ven-
ture.  They had built “Big Bertha”, a fish trap with a 2 ft by 2 ft front opening and about 8 ft long. When they 

removed this huge trap from the river it nearly sank the boat and that’s when their secret was discovered.  They 
were soon back to finding “stink” worms from under the corn cobs at the local corn canning factory and selling 

them to visiting fishermen.  This venture was short lived too, for the boys were selling their worms at the entrance 
to Kenny’s Fish Market for 10¢ a can. Kenny charged 25¢ a can for worms so he soon moved his competition out 

of business. 

<--------A few years ago.

The same smile and 
joy of the catch today.
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The highway connecting Guttenberg to 
the world was originally #55.

This road finally came as close to Gut-
tenberg as the hill south of Millville, 
however the Turkey River bottom in 

the Millville valley and hills along the 
Mississippi at Guttenberg were a serious 

challenge.

The engineers took up the work in 1929, 
just in time to help a sagging Depression 

economy with needed jobs.  

The road on the north hill of town was 
begun first.  It was almost cut through 

solid rock and the crew worked all win-
ter. 

The road on the south hill of Guttenberg 
was another battle but finished by the fall 
of 1930. Finally the number of the road-

way was formally changed to #52
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Butch Gilbertz always kept a bench in front of his 
Meat Market. One day while he and his buddy were 

“bench warming”  between customers, his friend 
told him of his recent traffic ticket. Thinking he 

would be able to pursuade the Justice of the Peace to 
forgive the ticket, he was surprised when judgement 

was given to “pay up”.  The episode was still dis-
turbing him.  As the two of them sat there commis-

erating they noticed a car slip up and thru the nearby 
Stop sign.The pair jumped up to make a citizens 

arrest but thought better when they discovered the 
culprit was the same Justice of the Peace.  

Sometimes it’s better to leave well enough alone. 

“One day my dad, Mickey Niemeyer, rushed into 
Butch Gilbertz’s Meat Market and asked Butch if he 
had his beef tongue ready yet. ( Butch did his own 
slaughtering in the back room.) Liz Webster was 

there at the time and spoke up about how disgust-
ing it was to eat something that came out of a cow’s 
mouth. Dad asked her if she ate eggs and she almost 

came unglued!”  Jim Niemeyer

Inside the Gilbertz Meat Market will bring back the 
aroma’s of sawdust, salts, and all the good stuff that 

made sausage and weiners such tasty treats.
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Jack Kuempel owned and managed the Kuempel Hardware Store on 
the corner of Herder and River Park Drive for a good half century. 
His windows were big and enticing, displaying everything from 

toys to wrenches. He made the printed signs to enhance these dis-
plays with a stencil. Anyone strolling by on the street could read the 
large letters and know the price. Tillie Gull made that stroll one day 
when she noticed a mis-spelled word. She went inside immediately 
to speak to Jack about the error. Jack took the correction in stride 

and commented: “Well, I meant to get your attention, and I guess it 
worked.”  

The Bosacher Jewelry Store in the early 1900’s was filled 
with jewelry, clocks, and watches. Mr. Bosacher made the re-
pairs at his work bench in the front window.  He claimed the 
natural light was perfect to see the tiny pieces involved.

May Kann remembers a gentle man sitting at the work 
bench, ready with a friendly “hello”  and a few greetings 
for the day.

 The store was lighted by a kerosene lantern. Mr 
Bosacher was suspicious of the new electricity and 
warned his wife and daughter, Tillie, about it when 
they built their house next door to his store.  He fi-
nally caved in under pressure from them.  “You can 
have electricity in the house, but NOT in my store” 
was his admonition. He maintained his good eye sight 
until his death and never used a pair of glasses.   
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Constructing Lock and Dam #10
in Guttenberg during 1934 - 1938

Originally, the lock and dam #10 was to be built on the Mississippi just south of Clayton, Iowa.  When the Gut-
tenberg city fathers learned this they complained to the government officials and had the site moved to Gutten-
berg.  This was to encourage tourism for the area.  

The rivers flow is continually changing and was digging a deeper and deeper hole in the bottom just below the 
dam.  It got to be about 96 feet deep just off the concrete apron that extends down river from the dam. When the 
engineers discovered this they were concerned that the dam was in danger of tipping over due to this undermin-
ing effect.  A willow mat was built and sunk into the deep hole with huge rocks to stop the river from undermin-
ing the dam.  This willow mat is still at the bottom of the river.  

The building of the dam was a huge economical boost to the town of Guttenberg.  Anyone who could get the 
money together to buy a truck could hire out to the contractors at a good wage and end paying for the truck in 
short order. 

During the building of the dam all of the trees that grew on islands upstream of the dam had to be cut and taken 
away.  This supplied a number of men with employment when employment was difficult to come by.  

March 1934. The pilings are piled on the north side of the old schoolhouse in Guttenberg.  
The pilings came from the Pete Adams Farm south of Turkey River.  They are being pre-

pared for use as a base for the lock #10 at Guttenberg. 
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May 1934.  Two government surveyors in the foreground.  The cofferdam has 
been completed and the pilings are piled for use.

 Beginning the cofferdam.  Nearly all of the power equipment burned coal.  Thus you can 
imagine the immense amount of smoke that hovered over the dam site.
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The pilings had to be driven down 110 feet below the river bed to reach bedrock upon which to 
build the Lock and Dam.

The town of Guttenberg is built upon a sand bar.  This allows water to flow almost as if there 
were no sand bar in place.  As a result, it was necessary to also build the cofferdam along the 

shore of the river to prevent water from flowing back into the dry area of the cofferdam through 
the sand under the town of Guttenberg.

Thanks to historian Don Moser for the pictures
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The cofferdam was necessary in order to have dry land on the river bottom in which to work. 
The smoke from the coal fired engines laid over the town in a constant pall.
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Note the cofferdam in the background that holds back the water 
of the river.  Smoke from the coal fired engine nearly obliterates a 

view of the school at Guttenberg.

Cement mixer. Note its size.

The dam, from the schoohouse to the Wisconsin shore was approximately a mile long.  As the 
dam was built across the twelve-mile slough, near Wisconsin, an overflow was built into the 

dam to allow for relief if the water got too high during a flood.



page 38

The dam under construction on the island opposite 
Guttenberg.

Just as the lower gates are closing a north bound ship enters the locks.  After the gates shut, the 
water in the lock will rise to equal a level of the river above the dam.  Then the north gates will 

open and the ship will get under way.   
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In 2008 the Lock and Dam No 10 completed a 3 year renovation project to 
restore and upgrade the locking system.  

When you visit the locking area you’ll want 
to head for the observation deck.  The view is 
fascinating as you watch the tows, barges and 

pleasure boats lock through.

(on the right) Lock looking north from the 
oberservation deck.
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 With the completion of the dam in 1937, Guttenberg was 
changed forever. It went from a sleepy little village to a first class 
metropolis with commercial traffic on the river, a paved highway 

into and out of town, and a dance hall that was thriving.
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The Carrier Dairy sprang into action with the influx of work-
ers on Lock and Dam #10.  The workers enjoyed the fresh milk 

pasturized by Lewis and Hilda. 

It wasn’t long and someone asked for ice cream. Lewis promised 
to have some ice cream for them the next day......and he did!  
The men were so happy with the delicious cold dessert, they 

suggested it was “just like Mother used to make”.  The slogan 
stuck and Lewis was in the ice cream business. 

We weren’t really used to the idea of electricity yet. Notice the 
single socket in the center of the room carrying the load of all 

the electrical equipment.
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Before the streets were tarred..........

or paved..........
It was plenty dusty.
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The city fathers (left to right starting front John Adams, major, Louis Aulwes, Emil Ihm, Ed Kuempel. standing 
back J.R. Kuempel, Ed Abel, Wilbur Cerny, John Soltau, Albert Kappen, Walter Jacobs, Sidney Bevins, Finley 

McGrew, and Glenn Mueller, town marshal), got together in 1937 for one of the biggest celebrations Guttenberg 
would ever witness, the centennial celebration of Guttenberg. 

It might have started out as a basket picnic in the park but expanded as enthusiasm turned it into a 3 day cel-
ebration and included the opening of Lock and Dam #10.  

The town siren announced the beginning of the 3-day event on Friday at 10:45am for the parade of approxi-
mately 200 persons dressed in German costumes.  The Iowa Highway Patrol counted more than 8,000 cars in 

Guttenberg on Sunday, the last day of the celebration. 

Walt Jacobs put drama to the occasion by inviting the cities of Bemiji Minnesota and New Orleans Louisiana 
to send just a bit of their Mississippi waters to mix into the Mississippi waters of Guttenberg.  Both cities were 

happy to comply.  New Orleans sent their water in a French decanter that had belonged to the same French fam-
ily for over 100 years.  Bemiji sent theirs in a pint beer can.  The beer can probably hadn’t been held very long.
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At only 2 years old, Mary, was dressed in costume for the centenial celebra-
tion.  She found her dress in the attic years later carefully packed away and 
saved. She won $1 and “Honorable Mention” at the Centennial celebration.

Men were ordered to form a Whiskers Club and the ladies added to the atmosphere with German 
costumes.  They performed German folk dances on stage in front of the school and paraded with 
their costumed children. Obdulia Niemeyer was noted as the best dancer.  One young attendee 

recalls a large black pot in the middle of the street filled with sauerkraut and weiners.

Water from Lake Itasca, the head waters of the 
Mississippi was carried to the stage by Mary Junk 

Newbern. 

from the Guttenberg Press (June 17, 1937)
NOTICE TO ALL GUTTENBERG MEN

You are hereby ordered to prepare for the Centen-
nial Celebration by this six weeks notice to under-
take at once and immediately the old and estab-

lished German custom of raising a beard.
All violators of this community edict unless ex-
cused by the Burgomeister, will be dealt with in 

no uncertain means.
A prize will be awarded to the one growing the 
best beard bwetween this date and the Guttenberg 

Centennial on July 30. 

Caravans of cars with band and loud speakers trav-
eled to McGregor, Marquette, Lansing, Waukon, 

Decorah, Calmar, Ossian, Postville, Monona, Gar-
navillo Luxemburg, Dyersville, Earlville, Man-

chester, Strawberry Point, Oelwein, West Union, 
Elgin and Elkader to advertise the Centennial. 
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John Degnan managed the Milwaukee Road train depot 
for years.  Many a kid stood in fascination watching him 
decipher the morse code as it clickity-clicked into his 
telegraph receiver. He could translate those clicks into 
words and disperse the critical message to the anxious 
recipient. 
John’s eldest son, Jack, remembers the times he could 
‘catch a ride up front” with the engineer while the train 
stopped to take on water from the tank which stood 
next to the depot. Jack might worry about not warning 
his mother where he was off to but the crew promised 
they’d have him home in time for dinner and no one 
would be the wiser. After all, his father was the “depot 
master”. 

Not all trains stopped at the depot.  The Express trains 
kept on moving. The Depot Master would pass the en-
gineer of the moving train a message via a long pole.  
John could wrap the paper message into string and attach 
it to the long pole. Then the engineer would catch the 
paper and string with his arm as they moved past the 
depot, hardly slowing down, never missing a minute in 
their hurry to deliver. 

One of John’s most critical moments in life occurred 
one time after he passed the engineer a message via the 
long pole and stood back to watch the moving cars.  Low 
and behold a man (we called them hobo’s) had illegally 
hitched a ride in one of the boxcars. Whether he was 
moving to hide his position or whatever, the man slipped 
and fell beneath the wheels of the moving train. His arm 
was severed instantly.  This was an express train. There 
was no way to warn the engineer who was far ahead and 
oblivious to the situation.  John knew the local doctor was 
only a block away from the depot but the man was heavy 
and bleeding profusely. He looked about for some way to 
move him. There was a wheelbarrel stacked up against 
the building.  John loaded him into the wheel barrel and 
hauled him the block to the doctor’s office.  This quick 
thinking and fast action saved this transient’s  life.

But the best part of this story occurred about a year later. 
The man, a negro, came back to thank John for his ac-
tions.  The races had met in this small community and 
both white and black were better for it. ( as told by Irish 
Degnan )
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“Gone Fishin’ Day”

Henry (Hank) Beerman owned the local furniture store 
and mortuary in the two-story brick building on the corner of 
Schiller and south First Street. 

His business was down stairs and he lived upstairs. In the summer 
when business was slow he would often put 
a sign on the window 
“Gone fishing. Be back later”. 

Here he is, cleaning his catch (usually sunfish) in the gutter on the 
street with the old Chevi garage in the background.

Mickey Niemeyer ran the Niemeyer Dry Cleaners on Schiller Street.  His front room smelled of steam and  dry 
cleaning solutions. He used a large tumbler washer in the back room, with an extractor next to it. The cloths were 
removed from the washer, wrung out in the extractor and finally hung in the deoderizer steam cabinet. You could 

watch him steam press your trousers in his front window. The heart of this system was the steam boiler he built in 
the basement. What few people knew about Mickey was, he was an expert in making homemade wines. He made 
dandelion, strawberry, raspberry, rhubarb, peach, apple,grape (both wild and tame), and gooseberry wines. That’s          

where his steamer came in. Mickey discovered he had the best still in the county right 
in his basement. It was just one step more and he made the best brandy anyone 

could wish for. If you had a chance to pick a friend, be sure you included 
Mickey.  He always brought “samples”.
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The Harry Stoeffler Meat Market was another choice 
for homemade meat products in Guttenberg.

Sometimes the ladies preferred their selections delivered to their homes. 
Two of the delivery boys were Bill and Joe. 

One day the two boys were really hungry for a tidbit of something tasty, so they went into 
Harry’s and stood in front of the weiners in the meat case. Harry acted busy and let them stand 

and drool. Finally he opened the case, reached in for 2 weiners and handed them to the boys.  
“Is this what you’re waiting for?” 

Sixty-five years later the boys could still describe that wonderful flavor and pure delight of a 
“free” hotdog. That was good livin’ in a small town!  

Carol Finch was born and raised in Guttenberg but dreamed of the bright 
lights of New York. She studied acting at Drake University and headed for 

New York after graduation.  She made it to some off Broadway produc-
tions but her dreams were cut short when she came down with Hodgekins 
lymphoma and too soon passed away.  We like to think Carol could have 

become “big time”  had she only lived long enough.  
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Lakeside was built in 1927 by Bill Kann as a center of musical entertainment.  It remains virtually unchanged 
today and still features a hard maple floor designed to give “spring” to dancer’s feet. The original floor was actu-
ally built on springs.  Louie Balls lived along the river and was a genius when it came to using different types of 
woods together.  Louie would finish his days work, clean up and head for the Kann General Merchandise store 

where he could sit in one of the captains chairs in the back of the store with Bill. The two of them spent many an 
evening visiting over how to develop that floor of hard maple and then put springs under it.  Bill Kann’s daughter, 

May, described the hall, filled with music, flickering lights that shown like stars on the ceiling and her matured 
father leading the beauty queen “Peaches Browning” across the floor to the podium for her introduction.  Later 

years saw the Jan Garber Orchestra, the Rex Morgan Orchestra, Brenda Lee, Guy Lombardo and Lawrence Welk.

Since the Lock and Dam #10 
had not yet been built, the 

ballroom market area includ-
ed Glen Haven and Cassville 

Wisconsin.  

A river launch was used to ferry guests from the 
Wisconsin side of the river to the Guttenberg side 

where they were met with a Studebaker limosine to 
take them to the ballroom on the north side of town, 

all for the price of the Lakeside dance ticket.

The name Lakeside was painted 
in large letters on the roof top and 

used for aerial dead-recogning 
navigation, the only method of air 
navigation at the time. Lindberg 
and other pioneer aviators used 
Lakeside as a checkpoint flying 

from Minneapolis to Chicago and 
St Louis. 
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The young men of Guttenberg carried their share of responsibility during World War II. By the end of 1942, 
Clayton County had 1,185 of their young men and women serving in the armed forces. 

Charles Millham, Editor of the Guttenberg Press, made them a prom-
ise: “So many men in service send us communications that we have 
wondered if they would like a section all their own in the paper each 
week.  Virtually all the men in service get The Press and if enough 
of them would promise to write us at least once a month, we would 
open a service-men’s section.  In this the boys could write letters to 
us telling about their activities ( as much as may be passed by cen-

sor ) and also keep in touch with each other through The Press.  How 
about it, Boys.”  Charles

Charles kept his word and the “Letters from the Boys in Service” 
became one of the best documented local stories of World War II. 

You may read through the clipped, worn, musty pages at the Lock-
master’s Museum on the Lock and Dam property

 in the 100 block of River Park Drive.Open daily: 12pm to 4pm 
May thru October.

On September 4, 1942 Douglas White wrote to Charles at the Press 
from Northern Ireland:  “...............I’ll never forget the class ( Gutten-
berg High 1937 ) motto: it went like this, (Out of the Harbor into the 
Deep) and it certainly has turned out that wasy for some of us .  Yu 

know Charles, those fond old memories will never be obsolete, in fact occasionally they are being brought out of 
the old knowledge box and rekindled with all their old glory, just like old and modern music.”   

Then again on November 1, 1942 Doug wrote from England: “I get to see Sergeant Luther (Boots to the local 
folks) every day and you can be certain, Charles, that whenever we receive the Press we pass it on to one an-

other and talk over the very welcome news of home.  As most of the fellows have said in previous letters to you 
that they truly appreciate the Men in Service column. I’ll say again we’re always pleased to read about the other 

home town boys in service and what they’re doing, made possible through your tireless efforts.” 

Sometime around Thanksgiving, Doug wrote again to Charles: “Although we are at war Charles, we have many 
things to be thankful for this year.  I could name you a thousand things that I have to be thankful for myself, 

but I have neither the time or stationary to list them all, but you probably can guess what they are nevertheless.  
Thanksgiving and Christmas always bring back what I call delicious memories, because I can just taste the meals 
mother has been planning in preparation for these holidays.  I can safely say Charles that I haven’t found anyone 
that can make homemade bread, coffee cake, pies, cakes, rolls, buns and desserts like mother or hold a candle to 
her cooking.  If you get a chance to stop in and see mother one of these days, try some of her baking and cook-

ing and see if I’m not correct about my statement.  Christmas in Guttenberg also brings back to me tonight in my 
reminiscence, a picture which I can’t begin to describe in words. The scene is this.  It’s Chrstimas eve and I’m 
coming into the valley of home from the south hill road and I see the town all lighted up with Christmas lights, 
and the lock and dam likewise, and the old Mississippi wending her way along.  It’s a picture words can’t des-

cibe and to me it’s one of the most beautiful spectacles I’ve ever witnessed.”   

Douglas White didn’t get to taste his mother’s cooking again nor see that hillside drive into Guttenberg again. In 
1944 he lost his life in North Africa. Because of censorship, his parents received little information on his death: 

“The Secretary of War desires me to express his deepest regret that your son, Private Douglas J. White, died Feb-
ruary 5 in Northwest Africa as result of accident.” 
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 Mike Jaquette landed at Omaha Beach with the 8th Field Ar-
tillary Observation Battalion under General George Marshall 
and raced across France headed for Berlin. While they were 

delayed in the forests of Ardennes during the Battle of the 
Bulge, fighting became desparate.  

Ready to catch “shut-eye” any place, anytime possible, the 
exhausted men collapsed one night on a mound. They were 

bothered by the strong aroma of cows but were too weary to 
care. Morning light dawned and displayed them snuggling on 

a manure pile.  This was nothing like John Wayne’s wars.

Just as in Guttenberg, Irish Degnan made friends wherever 
he went. He was surrounded by buddies in England in August 
of 1943 while they got ready for the invasion of France on D-

Day. Actually Irish was one of the first to make it to Omaha 
Beach that fateful day, June 6, 1944.  Two rubber boats were 
dispatched to the beach at around 2am with command radios 
getting ready for the grand arrival later. One boat hit a mine 

and drew the fire. Irish was in the other and made it to the 
beach.  Asked if he was lonely out there in the dark waters 
so early in the morning.  “Hell no.  There were a bunch of 

“them” and they were all shooting at him.”
He received the Silver Star later for his gallantry in action.   

The men who ended the war in Europe were sent 
to the Pacific after the surrender of the Germans.  

Irish got Okinawa.The fighting there was even 
more fierce. He and a buddy were trying to catch 
some sleep in a pup tent one night and the Japa-
nese decided to infiltrate.  Irish heard a commo-

tion, grabbed his .45 and shot the Japanese intrud-
er. It was too late for his buddy. The enemy had 
made the decision to bayonet “stick” his buddy. 

Irish survived again and returned home to marry, 
organize a business which bore his name and raise 

two lovely daughters.
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The Top Hat was worn by J. P. Eckart while in 
Washington DC negotiating for the Lock and 
Dam to be built on the Guttenberg side of the 
Mississippi River.  The hat is still in splendid 
condition and shown at the Guttenberg Lock-

masters Museum.

The ladies of Guttenberg have always been rather involved and strong willed.  It was said they refused to give 
away their picnics grounds along the river to the railroad when the train was enticed into Guttenberg in late 

1868.  Though the land was used as pasture land, it was always a favorite spot for a Sunday afternoon picnic.  

Some of the ladies of 1902 formed the Ingleside Club and looking for a community project decided to make 
the pasture along the river a formal park. They hired a New York landscape architect, originally from Gutten-
berg, to draw up the plans. With husbands and children in tow they worked weekends to build the lovely park 

we enjoy today. 
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Dr Downey with Mac, his nurse/receptionist 
in front of the clinic that served Guttenberg.

Joe Ihm and his father, Herman, found a great fishing hole on the Iowa side of “Twelve Mile Slough”.  They 
were so excited about catching so many striped bass they were telling Doc about it.  He asked if he could go 

with them.  They hesitated for a moment and then warned him. He must not tell anyone else where it was. They 
agreed to meet on the following morning.  Joe and his dad were ready early.  Doc was no where in sight, so the 

two headed on down to the boat at the foot of the river bank.  There sat Doc in the boat fishing pole in hand with 
a black scarf tied over his eyes.  He obviously didn’t care where he was going, just so the fishing was good.

Dr Mike Downey served the Guttenberg community for almost 
30 years. While his medical career was long and  exemplary, in 
his private life he was a professional hobbyist.  He was skilled 
as a ham radio operator, sky diver, scuba diving, pilot, bicyclist, 
sailing captain, artist, baker of breads, gardening,photography, 
ping-pong, camping,  clown, magician, fisherman and an avid 
reader.           He had a very dry sense of humor.

The local flying club was interested in a high performance 
aircraft, a Swift, which had an advanced wing slot design. Even 
today, this design is never used in general aviation and is re-
garded as dangerous. Some of the club members were excited 
about their find and pushing for Doc’s endorsement .  Doc and 
the owner took the aircraft up for the check ride.  The members 
stood below watching with anticipation.  When they finally 
landed Doc crawled out of the cockpit and announced the plane 
was “excellent”.  The only thing it lacked was “a button to push 
for the handles to come out for the coffin.”  
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Barges of clams headed for the Button Factory.

The clammer dragged large hooks along the bottom of the river and when he was
 lucky a clam would grab hold of the large hook and hang on until removed by the “clammer”  into 

his boat.  The shells were then cooked to force them open and remove the meat.  The meat was sold to 
fishermen for bait.

 
If they were lucky the clammer might find a pearl inside and tuck it into his pocket. This was a natural 
pearl, quite lovely and could be identified by its angular shape and imperfections. A natural Mississippi 

pearl may vary in size and color depending on what that clam had for dinner. In these early days, the 
clam was not fed by humans.  He had to find his meal all by himself and the dinner defined what he 

would eventually look like.

The opened shells were brought to the Empire Button Factory where workers held the shells in hands 
covered with heavy leather gloves for cutting by drills that had to be kept wet in order to make a clean 

cut. This meant your hand was wet and in water most of the day while you worked.   

The Empire Button Factory is now a comfortable hotel called “The Landing” and you can see some of 
the Button Factory equipment on display in the lobby.  You might even find some pieces of cut shells on 

the river bank if you’re willing to hunt. 
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The factory limestone building (703 South River Park Drive) was 
originally built as a grain terminal by Mr Wiest.  Wiest was one of the 
original purchasers of land in Guttenberg for the Western Settlement 

Socity of Cincinnati Ohio.
He also built the limestone building across the street to serve as his 

general store. 

These were “real” people, these pioneers in Guttenberg.  Many of their 
tombstones can be found in the local city cemetery. 

G. F. Wiest was born in Germany on Oct 15, 1825 and was only about 
25 years old when he came to Guttenberg.  He died on May 3, 1900. 

Buttons were once big business in Guttenberg!
Pearl buttons were cut from clam shells found in the 

Mississippi River.The shells were sold to the button 
factory where disc plugs were drilled 

from the shells  and polished into 
buttons. 

The factory was a busy place, some-
times with 120 employees running 2 

shifts.
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The mascot was 12 year old Bud Frommelt.  He was 
batboy for the “Lakeside Giants”, the heroes of 
Guttenberg 1932 and he was having the time of his life.  
His mother even made him a matching baseball uniform, 
pure wool, just like the big guys.  Though it itched like crazy 
and made him sweat, he drank more pop and enjoyed the 
moment. The team was headed out of town, lean and mean and ready for action. Bud was set to 
expand his horizons “on the road”. Then his uncle Leonard (Roth) dropped the bomb.  He told 
Bud’s mother the team would be taking a “case of beer”.  That did it.  No one remembers if the 
team won or lost but they made that road trip without their mascot batboy.  Mom had said “Ab-
solutely NO! if there was beer around.”  ( as told by Bud Frommelt )
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Right in the heart of town there was the Hawkeye Oil company, managed by Ed Felder and his atten-
dant, Wally Buetel.  It was August 9, 1932 and they were located just across from the Security State 
Bank on South 1st St.  Gas was pumped with a handle, pumping back and forth, into the glass bowl 

on top of the pumps. From there it was gravity feed into the tank of the car. 
Tuffy Schweikert fondly remembers learning to count change while working in this station for $2 a 

week.  He was in the 8th grade.   

War was never comfortable.
Paul Friedlein, a doughboy 

in World War I
wrote a poignant letter home 
to his sister, Hilda, in 1918. 

Somewhere in France, Nov 26, 1918
Dear Sister:
.........................Tell Pa to meet me at 
Berlin as I will be there soon, drink-
ing beer. ha ha! So the people in the 
States celebrated when they heard 
the good news.  Well we didn’t; 
We were in box cars, packed in like 
sardines, so you can see how we cel-
ebrated.  But it is all over now and 
can go home now in side of a few 
months.  Be sure to have something 
good to eat.  I haven’t had pie since 
I left Camp Dodge. Our barns sure 
are cold, and we can’t keep a fire but 
we are going to move soon, I think 
it will be soon and hope it is toward 
home............Must close as it is too 
cold to write. ...............
Your brother, Paul Friedlein
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Our Guttenberg Municipal Hospital started in a house in the 500 block of 
River Park Drive. Little did they realize how important this little episode 

would be for the next generations. 

It was 1953, cold and his-
tory was being made.
A few dedicated citizens 
pooled money to purchase 
the former medical clinic/
hospital on Front Street run 
by Dr Chet Goddard. They 
needed a name, looked 
across the street at the river 
and named it, the Riverview 
Hospital. 

How critical was this little 
hospital? We asked one of the 
old timers. He was water ski-
ing over in swiss slough, hit a 
protruding log in the river and 
made a nice slice in his upper 
thigh. No one was really con-

cerned until they identified the 
red in the river. They heaved 

the skiier into the boat and 
raced for Guttenberg. They hit 

the shoreline at Kenny’s and lit-
erally ran up the steep incline.
The nurses saw them coming 
and prepared the gurney. The 
bleeding was stopped, wood 

debris picked out of the wound 
and incision closed. Mighty 

nice to have the medical team 
on hand!
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A citizen of a small town is required to wear many hats in order to help fill the required positions of responsibility.  
G W Hunt, born in Riverside California,was a veteran of World 
War I , became a practicing attorney in Guttenberg in1921, 
served as County Attorney, Majority Floor Leader of the State 
Senate, Lt Governor, and helped to create the fund for our local 
hospital.    Three men of Guttenberg also owe their careers to 
his encouragement. Lloyd Sodawasser, Don Degnan, and Joe 
Ihm started a  painting business to make a little money in the 
summer of 1947.  They asked Mr Hunt if there was any work 
they could do for him.He hired the crew to paint farms, farm 
houses etc with the stipulation he would keep them busy as long 
as they used the money to go to college. Don eventually became 
a dentist and Lloyd and Joe became teachers. 

In the days before a commercial dairy came to Gut-
tenberg if you wanted milk you had to keep your own 
cow in your barn behind your house.  Lenz Tujetsch 
and his family had immigrated from Switzerland and 
knew all about cows and how to care for them. Lenz 
and his sister started their own business by collecting 
the cows after the early morning milking and herding 
them to the north field in town where they grazed them 
for the day. In the late afternoon they herded them 
back to their owners in town for the late milking. They 
earned $1 per cow per month and their parents were 
extremely proud of their work.  It meant at least $30 a 
month extra money for the family. 

Lenz always dreamed of owning his own business 
and eventually opened a grocery store. The hours 
were long and sometimes family activities were put 
on hold. One time his wife, Hilda, absolutely insisted 
Lenz leave the store to attend a wedding reception. He 
worked until the last minute and with his wife wait-
ing for him in the car, finally ran upstairs to change.  
When they arrived at the reception Hilda gave him 
a quick once over and discovered Lenz was wearing 
one brown shoe and one black shoe. How could he not 
notice this obvious mismatch!  She admonished him 
soundly, and then they had a good laugh. The story 
would be worth it for later telling.
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Johann Gutenberg,
(died 1468)

“Creator of Movable 
Type”

The Gutenberg Bible on 
display at the Gutten-

berg Library is one of a 
two volume set which 
was printed in Leipzig 
Germany in 1913. This 
facsimile copy was on 
display in the Guten-

berg Museum in Mainz 
where it was damaged by fire and water during an 

air attack on August 12,1942. 

Lavern Moser was a reader. He read everything he could get his hands 
on and then to the surprise of his mother, he remembered  it.  Lavern 
joined the army after high school graduation and was assigned to 
intelligence work. He would be one of our first Cold War warriors. 
He learned to speak both Russian and German. For weeks at a time 

Guttenberg Library, 603 S Second St,  252-3108 
 open:  Mon:10am to 7:30pm
  Wed:1pm to 7:30pm
            Tues, Thurs & Fri: 10am to 5pm
            Sat:  9am to 3pm

his family wouldn’t hear from him. Then a letter 
came to his father telling of an opportunity to get 
a Gutenberg Bible for his hometown, Guttenberg. 
His father spoke to his neighbor, the town histori-
an, Walter Jacobs, who passed the excited word to 
the town editor, Charles Millham, who passed the 
word on to G.W. Hunt, owner of the Guttenberg 
Press.  
They were told the Gutenberg Bible Museum in 
Mainz had been destroyed and needed money to 
rebuild the building and displays. The salvaged 
books were currently being stored in the basement 
of the local brewery.  In return for financial help 
the Museum would part with a facsimile set that 
had been damaged.  The city of Mainz would be 
grateful and the town of Guttenberg with the help 
of visionary citizens became the site of a rare set 
of Gutenberg Bibles.  ( as told by Betty Niehaus, 
sister to Lavern )
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Gerhard Henry Niemeyer had one of the first cabins on Essman Island.  You had to use his launch to get to it. 
You were assigned a seat on the launch and everyone was seated before the boat moved.  Gerhard was Prussian 
and you did things his way or the boat stayed at anchor.  Gerhard was also mayor of Guttenberg, three different 
times. He took his responsibility seriously and usually got the job completed with or without his council.  Ger-

hards council was superficial as far as he was concerned.

By the time, G.W. Hunt built his cabin, life 
was more relaxed.  You still went to the 

island for retreat, but you could drive your 
car to get there.  With a screened in porch 
even the mosquitos couldn’t get to you.  
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Gerhard Henry and his son, Edward, were professional tailors and owned a men’s apparel store on Main street.  
They sewed by hand sitting on the floor with their legs crossed under a short legged table called a “tailors 

bench”. Edward’s only son, Mick about 3 years old, often came into the store to watch them. 
One day Gerhard (the hard nosed Prussian) picked up a piece of wood from the shelf and announced to his 

grandson Mick, “I’ll carve you a boat”. You can appreciate how excited Mick was.  This was going to be a big 
deal. He could barely contain himself so he asked, “What kind of boat is it going to be?”  Gerhard, who toler-
ated no interruptions, 
stopped and put the 
wood back on the 

shelf.  That was the 
last of the boat. 

The General Mer-
chandise store was a 
meeting place to ex-
change gossip, select 
fabric and a dress pat-
tern, get a new corset 
to hold everything in 
place or get a pair of 

suspendors when your 
pants sagged. 
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From this

to this

Guttenberg boasts one of the finest golf courses in the midwest. The superior design overlooks the 
Mississippi river on one side and is guarded by a hardwood forest on the other.

This is an agricultural community and many of the founders of the golf course were farmers.
It must have been fate to make a person ride a tractor around a field six days a week and walk a ball 

around the field on the seventh. 

One of the founders, Clarence Leitgen, skeptical of this “silly game for grown men”, was invited to the 
initial organizational meeting by his buddy, Louie Miller.  Clarence was unmoved by the promotional 
arguments. Louis had had enough so he just wrote out the generic check, signed Clarence’s name, and 

stuffed it into the membership box.  The two became fanatical golfers, inventing colored balls when 
they couldn’t see the white balls in the snow.

Golfing stories get better with age.
Bill Carpenter was still playing golf in his 80’s. Two younger fellows, in their 60’s, decided to invite 

him to play a round with them, knowing Bill was much too old to be a challenge. While the two of 
them sliced from side to side, Bill played the ball straight down the middle. When the three arrived 

at the ninth green, the young fellows were stunned. “But Bill, what do you do when you get into the 
rough” was their question.  “I don’t play in the rough. Never have”, was Bill’s simple answer as he 

added up his score and found he had trounced them both.
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It only happened in the early hours of a dark moonless night. “Where are you Joe?” “Over here by the Schroed-
ers”.  A small light flashed across a stone trimmed in moss.  “Can’t see you.”  There was a tug on his hip boots. 

Sisters weren’t the best partners to take to a night time cemetery looking for night crawlers. It was wet and 
soggy from rain and she was tugging so hard on his boot straps he couldn’t move.  “Couldn’t you let go a bit?”. 
“No! I’m scared”.  His day on the river was slowly fading from sight. “Over there, quick before they disappear.”  
Grabbing at anything that wiggled, Joe stuffed the night crawlers by the fist full into a can and announced they 
could go home “Now!”.   Maybe it’s a secret but the Guttenberg City Cemetery is the best place to find night 

crawlers, only after a heavy rain and only at night. It’s also best to leave your sister at home.

The hills are the same. 
It’s just a different gen-

eration. These 2 kids 
on sleds were enjoying 

the hillside in 1938.

Let’s keep those hills 
and environment well 
and healthy so we can 
keep bringing the gen-
erations here to enjoy 

them.
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The hangout of every kid on Friday and Saturday night, the Princess Theater
I can still hear the pounding of the horses hooves, the zing of the bullet and that wonderful “Hi yo, Silver”. Was 

that the William Tell Overture they were playing?  It didn’t matter. We were all too excited to care 
about anything but that movie screen.

During World War II Guttenberg felt the absence of the men along with the rest of the nation. When the men left 
for service the women often picked up and managed the businesses left behind. Without any business training, 
Tillie Harris kept the theater open those long years during the war.We never thought much about it, but it was 

pretty nice.  One night after closing she headed home but had that nagging feeling as she walked down the alley. 
She turned around and headed back, just to double check.  She entered by way of the back door and there in the 

front row was a child, all crumpled together, sound asleep. Her talent for paying attention to details paid off. 

“It was a full theatre on a Friday night, largely kids attending a western, Indians were circling a wagon train, 
and a kid in the audience got out his dart pistol and managed to shoot one of the marauding Indians right in 

the butt.  The place broke up in hysterics, the lights went on, Bucky Harris came down and pulled the dart out 
of the screen and did a kid-to-kid search until he was satisfied he knew where the miscreant was sitting and that 

he had a handle on dealing with him. 

The screen never did get really repaired.  To the end of my visits to the theatre, there was a patch of medical, 
white adhesive covering the hole.”  Chuck Millham
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You had a movie at the Princess Theater on Satur-
day night with sundaes and sodas at Mahowald’s 

Cafe afterward.
One of the favorite ice creams was “rainbow”.
It contained every color and every flavor you 

could ever wish for. (photo saved by Adele Parker)

Those were the “good ol’ days”.
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There really IS a place 
named Guttenberg in Germany.  

It’s a castle  situated on top 
of a hill along the Neckar 
River southeast of Man-

nheim.  It was named Gut-
tenberg Castle because it 

commanded an extraordinary 
view of the lush valley and 
rich soil which surrounded 

the hill. Guttenberg, in German 

means “good rich earth”.    
The Castle was built in the 1200’s and 

purchased in 1449 by Hans von Gemmin-
gen. Hans was born into a family of mod-
est means but married into wealth.  Using 
his dowry money, he purchased the Castle 
and gained control over the surrounding 

lands and villages.  Before long he became 
known as “Hans, the Rich”. The marriage 
and investment must have been good for 

him for he lived for 96 years, an unusually long life in the 1500’s. The castle still remains in the 
von Gemmingen family today.

The art works, the library items, the many 
collections are all still intact and preserved 

in the Castle museum.

The Castle today serves as a 
rapture center.

The Castle Tavern is a 
restaurant and 

grand meeting place 
even today.
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The Guttenberg Castle remained intact even during 
the many wars of Europe. During some wars, the von 
Gemmingen’s purchased protection from both sides 

thereby insuring safety of the grounds and population.  

During the reformation, the castle became a center for 
the confession of sins and executions.  The rack used 

to extract these confessions is still in the dungeon. 
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Thanks to the Guttenberg Heritage Society and their 
many volunteers

 for helping to collect and tell the stories 
of these pictures.

Come see the Lockmaster’s Museum 
on the Lock and Dam property

 in the 100 block of River Park Drive.
Open daily: 12pm to 4pm 

May thru October

Still hiking the Beuchel 
Hill trail Barbara Kann 
Leitgen remembers the 
trail of 60 years ago. 

Almost hidden from the 
public, it offers an exhila-
rating view of Guttenberg.

Take Herder Street west 
to the hill. The start of the 

path may be hidden by 
bushes but is well worth 

the hunt.

Joe Ihm painted houses long before 
he finished college but that career 
almost ended in tragedy.  He was 
leaning over to reach the far side 

of a window one day and fell right 
through the pane. Fortunately it was 
only a one-story frame building but 
there was enough glass around that 
it scared him good.  He switched to 
teaching and has been volunteering 
for just about anything ever since.

You might even find him at the 
Lockmaster’s Museum doing what 

he’s best at..........telling stories.     
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