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Preface 

Carbondale’s Long Strange Trip

In the 1960s and ’70s, Southern Illinois University and Carbondale transmogrified from 
a quiet little college town in the Midwest into a cauldron of countercultural revolution, 
artistic renaissance and alternative lifestyles. Some say that was Carbondale’s golden 
age, while others call it the city’s hippie phase. Either way, it left a mark on the town and 
those who went through those tumultuous times, and it remains a period of interest to 
those who came after. 

Carbondale After Dark, first published 
in 1982, was my attempt to capture the es-
sence of that era, and to preserve a slice of 
local history that city and university offi-
cials might try to suppress. Actually, it was 
an unabashed vanity project that somehow 
became a touchstone for those who were 
there and a revelation for those who were 
not. A quarter-century later, CAD co-cre-
ator Deb Browne and I collaborated on a 
25th anniversary limited edition reprint. 
Both editions are now out of print. 

In 2018 I released expanded print-on-
demand paperback, hardcover, and e-book 
editions (updated in 2019), and a PDF that 

is available exclusively at my Dome Publications website, hbkoplowitz.com. This expand-
ed edition preserves the original text and layout, warts and all, although Yolan Presley 
has been credited for the Devil’s Kitchen band photo on page 35. Sorry Doon. There’s also 
an addendum with three additional stories. “Carbondale Before Dark” is about growing 
up in the town in the 1950s and ’60s. “Bucky’s Dome” is about living in futurist Buckmin-
ster Fuller’s dome home in the early 1980s. “Ghosts of Carbondale Past” is about a 2017 
reunion concert of Carbondale bands from the 1970s.

Over the past half century, much has changed in Carbondale and the world. In 1966, 
Playboy magazine named SIU the nation’s top party school, and by 1991, enrollment had 
grown to nearly 25,000 students. But by 2018, SIU’s party-school image was long gone, 
and enrollment had shrunk to under 13,400 students, a level not seen since, well, 1966. 

Following Halloween melees on the strip in the 1990s, the city and university tried to 
ban the holiday by restricting alcohol sales and closing the school over Halloween. In the 
aughts, students started a new tradition, officially called Unofficial Halloween, which 
entailed roving revelry and boisterous house parties the weekend before the Halloween 
break. In part to mitigate the perennial problem of raucous partying in residential neigh-
borhoods, in 2015 the city tried luring students back to the strip by repealing its Hallow-
een ordinance and sanctioning the first downtown street festival since 1988. 

After 15 years in Los Angeles, where I edited for City News Service and taught journal-
ism at Los Angeles Southwest College, in 2011 I moved to Boca Raton and became a writ-
ing consultant at Florida Atlantic University. In August 2017 I returned to Carbondale 
to experience two-and-a-half minutes of a total eclipse of the sun (and open containers 
of alcohol allowed on the strip the weekend of the blackout). I returned again in 2019 to 
attend my 50th high school class reunion.



Revisiting my hometown was happy-sad. Except for the Dairy Queen and PK’s, much 
of the strip was unrecognizable. South of PK’s was a new Hilton hotel, and south of that, 
another block of stores had been replaced by a new city hall and civic center. Across from 
PK’s, the former Golden Gauntlet/Merlin’s/T.J. McFly’s nightclub had been flattened into 
a parking lot that stretched south past the 1988 train station to Pagliai’s Pizza. Mary 
Lou’s and PK’s founders, Mary Lou Trammel-Staffey and Gwen Hunt, passed away, and 
the last of the Karayiannis family businesses, Pinch Penny Pub, closed.

PK’s and Hangar 9 were for sale. Jim’s Pub, Silverball, Gatsby’s, The Club and Booby’s, 
all gone. The last of the original bagel men, Winston Mezo, retired in 2017. Across the 
tracks, ABC Liquor and Tres Hombres were still there, but the former Tuscan Lodge and 
Jeremiah’s restaurant had become a community garden. Even 710 Bookstore had been 
replaced by a boxy student apartment building, and the iconic, 18-story Brush Towers 
-- Schneider, Mae Smith and Neely residence halls -- were awaiting demolition. 

SIU and Carbondale had fallen on hard times. A budget crisis in Springfield had forced 
cuts in state spending on higher education, causing tuition and fees to go up, causing en-
rollment to go down, with negative ripple effects throughout the region. Carbondale saw 
the eclipse as a chance to rehab its image. In anticipation of an influx of visitors, down-
town sidewalks and curbs, including the Dairy Queen wall, were replaced, and the strip 
looked cleaner than it had in years. The city restored the old train station and some of  the 
original town square around Main Street and the tracks. It also made efforts to preserve 
some of the older homes and downtown buildings. The Varsity Theater, in particular, 
became a center for performing arts. Beyond Carbondale, a vineyard and winery industry 
had sprung up, revitalizing rural communities like Makanda, Cobden and Alto Pass. Two 
other things Carbondale did to transform itself into Fun City again was to drop the bar 
entry age to 19 and allow pot dispensaries.

The country had also been transforming. In 2008, America elected president a young, 
liberal black man named Barack Hussein Obama, who embodied many of the ideals of the 
counterculture of the 1960s, like peace, equality and inclusion. In a stunning reversal, 
eight years later the voters replaced him with an old populist con man, Donald Trump, 
who in the 1980s epitomized what was then called yuppie scum. As president, Trump 
seemed hell-bent on dismantling not just the humanist legacy of his predecessor, but of a 
generation, and perhaps a planet. 

The 2013 verdict in the Trayvon Martin case in Florida, the death of Michael Brown 
a year later in Ferguson, Mo., and other unarmed blacks killed by cops ignited a Black 
Lives Matter movement that agitated for social justice. In response to men behaving bad-
ly in Hollywood, politics and the media, a #MeToo movement arose to combat sexual ha-
rassment and assault. In 2018, yet another mass shooting, at a high school in Parkland, 
Florida, sparked a children’s crusade for gun control. And Swedish teen climate activist 
Greta Thunberg tried to shame OK Boomers into saving the environment. They all sought 
a safer, saner society, but it’s too soon to say whether they will change the world or, as 
generations before them, be subsumed by materialism. America, indeed, all of humanity, 
is caught between the forces of modernity and the lures of chauvinism, and it is unclear 
whether we will embrace a global village or cling to the tribalism of our DNA.   

In 2015, Buckminster Fuller’s dome home, where much of CAD was written and laid 
out, was designated a Carbondale Historic Landmark. That same year, John “Mike” Hen-
ry, owner of Henry Printing, where the original book was typeset and produced, was elect-
ed mayor. His long association and assistance with CAD is much appreciated. 

Finally, my deepest gratitude and admiration for my dearly departed parents, Deb 
Browne, and all the “freaks, geeks and uniques” who made CAD possible. 

-- H.B. Koplowitz 
Boca Raton, Fla., 2019



Foreword
Dennis Franz, actor

Carbondale was probably my happiest, free-spirited, soul-
searching time. It was an experience that has remained lifelong.
It was far enough away from my home in the Chicago area, so I
felt removed. It was wonderful to be able to do things like go to
this old pond where we would spend days swimming with a lot of
the other students.

I used to love to go to the record stores. At the time, everybody
was into music, and that was the Beatles era, so a lot of people
were growing their hair long and wearing beads and bells on their
clothes. And there were two factions at the school -- the ones going
in that direction and those who hated anybody going in that direc-
tion. So you had to defend yourself if you chose to grow your hair
long and wear beads and bells.

When I went I think it was rated the number-two party school
in the country. And that had a great deal to do with my choice in
going there. I had gone down to spend a weekend with a buddy of

mine who was enrolled and we went to a party that lasted all weekend. I told my parents,
“This is the place for me. Send my transcripts.” I didn’t go back home. 

I was there during the riots, too. I was there, but I could never find them. We’d hear
about things, and I’d be at home and hear all this commotion was going on, and it would
have busted up. Even though I was there, I never was a part of any of it. That probably
was for the better.

I remember in town going to all the stores that were geared toward students … Moo ‘n’
Cackle … Varsity Theater … Italian Village … Many a night was spent there eating pizza
and salad with Italian dressing. Much of my time was spent at the McLeod Theatre being
in plays, rehearsing plays. In fact, I did the very first play at the theatre, Long Day’s
Journey into Night. That was my very first theatrical experience at SIU. My name back
then was Dennis Schlacta.

After I graduated, I spent a year in Vietnam. That was a rude awakening to manhood.
I think up until then I was a carefree, irresponsible young man.  But the direct opposite
-- the shit hit the wall when I went into the service. That experience, the military, changed
my personality quite a bit. I became much more serious and focused in life and realized
the things I had to do as a young man instead of nothing, and owing nothing to anybody.
I started a different type of soul-searching then, and when I came back to Chicago I got
involved in a few theater companies and started studying people. 

Somewhere along the way I came into possession of a copy of Carbondale After Dark,
and loved it. The book brought back so many memories of that idyllic town, and that won-
derful, growing time in my life. 

One of my teachers, Darwin Payne, years ago he said, “If you are going to be serious
about this business, you will suffer some things.” Those words always stuck in my head. I
enjoy movies and good television. I enjoy being challenged -- but I do like all kinds. I like
cartoons on Saturday morning, too, but I say my appreciation of entertainment started in
that direction back in Carbondale.

-- Dennis Franz, SIU class of 1970
As told to Carbondale Nightlife, August 2006

“Long Day’s Journey”
Dennis Franz, SIU 1966

-- Photo courtesy of
SIU Theater Department--



Backword
P.S. Mueller, humorist

When I arrived in Carbondale in the fall of 1969, SIU was druggies, jocks, frat rats and
ratettes, clueless party people like myself, and a whole lot of folks really pissed off about
a ruinous war on people we didn’t know anything about. Today I’m a middle-aged white
guy really pissed off about a ruinous war against people we don’t know anything about, as
well as at my fellow boomers, who blithely tell me to “get over it.”

I certainly got over any faith I had in Leave It To Beaver
America in the spring of 1970, when police stormed my
Italian language class in the basement of Wheeler Hall, the
upstairs of which was home to the ROTC. I was beaten for
attending class, gassed when I returned to my dorm, and
given little choice but to take my place amid thousands of con-
fused, frightened, angry kids in the streets. Days of hell, well
chronicled in this little book, followed. 

Then again, I was 18 and liked to draw cartoons, and the
Daily Egyptian published my cartoons, and I also learned
radio -- I still do both today. I also made great friends and had
fine adventures. I stole the hands off the north face of the

Pulliam clock, I blew up my hand in an abortive college prank, just the usual stuff.
In 1974 I met H.B. Koplowitz, or “H” as I call him -- he of the wily mustache and

Mykonos hat. I became great friends with the late Marvin Hill, whose cover drawing did
perfect justice to the text in this book. I hid out from bloodthirsty state troopers at Little
Caesar’s and ate strawberry pie with acidhead prison guards who worked the night shift
at the bighouse in Marion. I cooked at Charlie Pickle’s, where the local constable Art V.
arrived nightly to sell amphetamines to the waitresses. While renting a small trailer from
the remarkable Goffrey Hughes, I learned to avoid my neighbor, a cross-dressing some-
thing calling itself Joe Scorpio. I swam in old strip mines, sold records to hippies, went
broke, moved away, came back, and eventually departed forever for Wisconsin, all while
managing to draw and sell my silly cartoons.

One cold afternoon in Carbondale, I was riding in a car with a guy in possession of a
huge chunk of hashish. A police siren erupted behind us and I was handed the chewy
brown nugget and advised to eat it fast. The cop car sailed on by, and a couple of hours
later yours truly sailed on into the Carbondale night, so high I became convinced that a
long desperate walk around town was the only way to save my life. So I walked. And
walked. Until the middle of the night, when, as I passed the old graveyard on Logan
Street, a snowball nailed me on the side of my already bald head. 

There were kids in the graveyard! Young black kids hiding out and having a little fun
with people like me who happened along. I suddenly forgot about the existential pall of my
drugged-up situation and went back at ‘em. Soon enough, we picked teams and launched
into the mother of all snowball fights, there, in the Logan Street boneyard, among the
headstones and beneath the January stars. We slid and slammed and splooshed our way
to soaked exhaustion at 3 a.m. Then it was time for all of us to go home. I will never get
over Carbondale after dark.

-- P.S. Mueller, SIU class of 1976
Madison, Wisconsin, July 2006



Carbondale After Dark tells the story of how a sleepy little
teacher’s college in the Midwest called Southern Illinois
University earned a reputation for being a party school and rad-
ical outpost.

Written on a manual typewriter in Bucky Fuller’s funky dome
home, which I was renting at the time, it provides a blow-by-blow
account of the political and cultural upheavals that led to the
May 1970 riots in Carbondale -- how panty raids became politi-
cal movements, and riots evolved into a Halloween street party. 

It also chronicles streakers, bands, bars, hangouts, protest
movements and street people, and efforts by city and school offi-
cials to control the madness. In other words, all the things that
get left out of official histories and Chamber of Commerce
brochures.  

It didn’t start out that way. I intended to publish an anthology
of my early writings, which mostly explored the world of teenage
angst. But I soon realized that wasn’t going to sell. So I decided
to tack on a history of Carbondale’s notorious strip, which ended up taking me another
year to “research” and write. It also occurred to me that people like pictures, so with the
help of collaborator Deb Browne, the book was profusely illustrated with photos and draw-
ings by local artists, most notably the late Marvin Hill, who created the evocative cover
art. 

As it turned out, CAD chronicled a period that was a turning point in the history of
Carbondale and SIU. It became a touchstone for those who lived there during the 1960s
and ‘70s, and a reference for those who came later. Its reissue brings not just the events,
but the spirit of the times to a new generation. 

Hippies, freaks, counterculture and revolution, was it just another passing fad?
Recreational drugs never seem to go out of style, and on those rare occasions when I step
into a bar nowadays, it seems the band is always playing some Beatles or Chuck Berry
tune, which would be like Devil’s Kitchen doing Frank Sinatra, or Big Twist covering Rudy
Vallee. Certainly the music lives on. Every other TV commercial samples some song from
the golden age of rock, and Tony Bennett sings duets with Shawn Colvin. But Led Zeppelin
for Cadillac and Bob Dylan for Victoria’s Secret? Gimme a frickin’ break! 

Ironically, places like Eastern Europe and the Middle East are more stuck in the ‘60s
than we are. The Velvet Revolution in Czechoslovakia and Iranian “students” taking over
the U.S. embassy took some of their cues from protest movements in America, just as
Palestinian intifadas and riots over cartoons are a warped version of “no justice, no peace”
and “the whole world is watching.” 

Could it happen again? Should it? Righteous indignation is the most seductive drug of
all, especially for those still young enough to view the world in black and white, instead of
darker shades of pale. It can cloud reason, unloose savagery and send armies of children
marching into the night. Sometimes it’s righteous and sometimes it’s not, and sometimes
it’s really hard to tell the difference. 

Reacknowledgments
H.B. Koplowitz, writer

H.B. Koplowitz
Halloween in L.A. 2005



Americans felt righteously indignant after 9/11, as did the “greatest generation” after
Pearl Harbor. The free world united to invade Afghanistan and fight terrorists, just as the
Allies came together to defeat the Nazis. But then Afghanistan turned into Iraq, and
World War II morphed into Vietnam. Bush lied and people died. When there’s a credibili-
ty gap between what our leaders tell us and objective reality, the conditions are ripe for a
generation to turn on, tune in and drop out. The ‘60s are just a draft call away. 

Did the antiwar, civil rights, gay, feminist and other liberation movements of the ‘60s
change anything? America is more diverse, but there is still racism, or classism as they
like to call it today. Gays still can’t get married, pot is still illegal, and many of us have for-
gotten the hard lessons of Vietnam -- the limits of power, the folly of nation-building and
the dangers of hubris. We weren’t supposed to get fooled again. 

They say that nowadays, Carbondale is dead on Halloween because SIU is closed and
students are sent home, lest they rise up again. Even though it’s not meant to be, the
school’s quirky Halloween break is a testament to the student power movement, an annu-
al reminder of what happened in Carbondale and around the country in the ‘60s and ‘70s. 

Me? After Carbondale I moved to the Illinois state capital, Springfield, where I got a
master’s degree, became a flack for a state agency, ghostwrote a book for then-Gov. Jim
Thompson and had some serious relationships. But after 10 years I escaped to Los
Angeles, where I’ve tried to get back into writing. I took screenwriting classes, wrote
columns for a weekly, taught journalism at a community college in South-Central and edit-
ed for a news wire service. I never hit the big-time, but I’ve done a lot of writing and you
just may see it yet. 

I wish to thank Michael Batinski, Pete Emmett and everyone who encouraged me to do
a 25th anniversary reprint, especially those who purchased advance copies. Thanks also
to Sue Leonard and McNaughton & Gunn for their quality printing, as well as to Henry
Printing for once again providing technical assistance. A special thanks to Dennis Franz
and Pete Mueller for providing the Foreword and Backword (BTW, Pete’s third from the
left on the front cover and I’m second from the left -- Marvin is second from the right;
Dennis is on reruns of NYPD Blue).  

Finally, I wish to thank my parents, Julius and Audrey Koplowitz, for being there no
matter what, and Deb, without whom there never would have been a Carbondale After
Dark, or a 25th anniversary reprint, which is dedicated to Jim and Melissa, Booburt and
Boots, Cousin Mike and Mary Lou. The original book has been left intact, warts and all.
For the record, a certain photo caption should read Spyros Karayiannis; Kelly
VanLaningham also proofread the original manuscript; and it’s eminent sted imminent
domain. 

A lot has changed in Carbondale and the world since the 1960s, when America was fight-
ing an unpopular war and young people liked to party in the street. Then again, the more
things change . . . 

-- H.B. Koplowitz, SIU class of 1977
Los Angeles, January 2007
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Addendum

Part4



when the town was undergoing a seismic 
shift in race relations. 

I won’t pretend to know what it was like 
to be black in Carbondale. For that, I sug-
gest Traces in the Dust by Melvin LeRoy 
Green Macklin. His copious history of the 
town’s black community has a prelude 
called “The Wonder Years,” in which he de-
scribes his 1950s upbringing in the “Hood-
lums” neighborhood on the far northeast 
side. For more stories on Carbondale in 
the 1950s and ’60s, check out Short Stories 
from the Neighborhood, edited by Bob Pan-
key and authored by members of the CCHS 
class of 1969 on the occasion of our 50th 
high school reunion. 

 

In 1959, Carbondale had 15,000 residents 
and 12,000 SIU students. I was 8 years 
old and living in a bucolic neighborhood 
west of U-School so full of kids it might 
have been called a baby boomer incubator. 
Besides the Koplowitzes, other families 
in the area west of SIU, east of Oakland 
Avenue, north of Chautauqua Street, and 
south of Mill Street, included the Bed-
wells, Borkens, Byers, Camps, Cherrys, 
Connors, Crandles, Crenshaws, Ether-
tons, Flys, Galleglys, Heislers, Jordisons, 
Lavenders, Limpuses, Logans, Malpasses, 
Olsens, Pages, Pattersons, Prossers, Ran-
dolphs, Robbins, Sheltons, Smalls, Stein-
bergs, Swansons, Tobermans, Troutts, 
Vanmetres, Wellers, Whams, Whitmans 
and Wrights, and those are just the ones 
I remember. 

Our address was 906 W. Grand Ave., the 
middle house of three on the north side 
of Grand, between Elizabeth and Forest 

A tree stump clinging to a tiny grassy is-
land, marooned in a parking lot a quar-
ter-mile southwest of where I once went to 
school -- University School, aka Pulliam 
Hall, the building with the iconic clock 
tower on the campus of Southern Illinois 
University-Carbondale -- is the last ves-
tige of where I grew up from 1952, when 
I was in diapers, to 1964, when I was in 
puberty. Like other homes in the neighbor-
hood, during the 1960s, ours was eminent 
domained by the university for the higher 
public purpose of providing academicians 
with a place to park their cars. SIU eventu-
ally demolished the house, yard and street, 
leaving behind a solitary oak tree that had 
been in our front yard. It survived on the 
island until May 2009, when it was felled 
by a derecho storm.

In February 2008, when the university 
began tearing down the last 13 houses on 
my old stomping ground, an SIU Daily 
Egyptian reporter interviewed me about 
what the area had been like in the 1950s 
and ’60s, when I was living there and at-
tending U-School, a nursery-12th grade 
training school for teachers that began 
closing in 1968. I’m afraid I wasn’t much 
help to the reporter, and after getting off 
the phone I felt like I’d let down the ’hood, 
which had been unexceptional to grownups, 
but a virtual never-never land for kids.

As the author of Carbondale After Dark, 
I’d told the story of the town’s notorious 
strip. Now that the last of my childhood 
strip was disappearing, it seemed the least 
I could do was put together a few sentenc-
es to mark its passing. I also found myself 
reminiscing about growing up in the rest 
of Carbondale during the 1950s and ’60s, 

Carbondale Before Dark
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streets. Our square, white, frame house 
was modest, with a leaky basement and 
an unfinished attic. My younger broth-
er Sandy and I shared one bedroom, our 
parents, Audrey and Julius, the other. We 
all shared the bathroom. We also shared 
a single black-and-white console TV con-
nected to an antenna on the roof. Period-
ically, a repairman would drop by with 
a suitcase full of vacuum tubes to fix it. 
And we shared a single, black, rented tele-
phone, wired to the wall, that had no but-
tons or even a dial. To make a call, we’d 
pick up the handset and a human opera-
tor would say, “number please.” Unless a 
neighbor was on the party line, and then 
we’d eavesdrop.

The furnace in the basement had been 

converted from coal to fuel oil, and during 
the winter a man in a tank truck would 
drive down a cinder alley alongside our 
house and stick a hose through the coal 
chute to fill our tanks. New Era Dairy milk 
trucks also used the alley, to deliver and 
pick up bottles, as did peddlers and trash 
collectors, sometimes in a wooden wagon 
pulled by a couple of mules. 

Carbondale was covered with foliage 
that attracted birds, especially robins, car-
dinals and blue jays, while milkweed vines 
drew monarch butterflies. The town was 
also edible. Kids would pilfer from apple 
trees and chew on mint leaves a neighbor 
grew. We dangled the stems of wild wheat 
grasses from our mouths like they were 
cigarettes, and in the fall, maple seeds fell 

ABOVE: My neighborhood circa 1959, looking 
east toward SIU from the front yard of 906 W. 
Grand. My friend, Dave Small, 8 (Tom’s younger 
brother), is wearing a werewolf mask and claws. 
Branches from the oak tree at top left. Photo taken 
by me with a Kodak Brownie camera. RIGHT: The 
neighborhood-cum-parking lot photographed by 
me in 2008, looking south toward the Communica-
tions Building, with oak tree at center left.



blacks were supposedly segregated in the 
balcony, although white kids would sneak 
up there to make out. We also made out 
at the drive-in, which in those days meant 
drive-in movie theaters, like the Waring 
(later Campus) on old Route 13 halfway to 
Murphysboro, and the Egyptian, south of 
Herrin, which claimed to have the biggest 
outdoor screen in the country. 

The first fast food drive-in I remember 
in Carbondale was the A&W root beer 
stand on East Main Street, where instead 
of a drive-thru, carhops would deliver the 
frothy brew in frosty glass mugs on metal 
trays that attached to the car window. Next 
came a Frostop on the north side, a Dog n 
Suds on the west side, and a McDonald’s 
where Lenus Turley Park is now, across 
Glenview Drive from the town’s first strip 
mall, the Murdale Shopping Center, which 
opened in 1958.

U.S. 51 used to be a two-lane highway 
that traversed Normal (University) Ave-
nue. At the main gate to SIU it would jog 
west on Grand for a block, then turn south 
on Thompson Street, where the Faner 
Building is now, and head out of town west 
of the old campus and what would become 
the SIU Arena. Shortly before I was born 
in 1951, the highway was rerouted east to 
Illinois Avenue, clearing the way for the 
college to expand west. U-School became 
the first major addition to the campus in 
1950, followed by Woody Hall, which was a 
women’s dorm and cafeteria.  

If the definition of a private school is hav-
ing to pay tuition to get in, then U-School 
was a private school. However, being at-
tached to the university, it was anything 
but parochial, with student teachers and 
experimental teaching methods. Many of 
the students were the children of SIU fac-
ulty, so the student body was more tran-
sient and cosmopolitan, yet more insulat-
ed, than the townie schools. 

In addition to small and big gyms and 
small and big auditoriums, U-School had 
small and big swimming pools. The brick 
entryways to the grade school classrooms 
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to the ground in pods that whirled like he-
licopters. We’d pinch the pods to squirt the 
seeds at each other, then suck on the leafy 
part until it was just the right consistency 
to make a perfect kid’s noise -- somewhere 
between an air horn and a fart.

The neighborhood store was Kelley’s, 
a mom and pop grocery in a wooden pole 
building around the corner on Forest 
Street. Owned by the family that later 
managed the Giant City State Park Lodge, 
Kelley’s was my first hangout, where my 
recreational drug of choice was glucose in 
the form of Popsicles, candy bars, soda pop 
and bubble-gum. After school, the concrete 
porch in front of Kelley’s would be full of 
kids getting their sugar fixes. 

Spring and summer afternoons we’d 
chase after the ice cream truck, and at 
night we’d bicycle behind the “mosqui-
to truck,” a jeep with a loud contraption 
on the back that spewed a dense, white, 
smelly, plume of smoke that was probably 
toxic DDT. In the fall, families would drive 
past dorms and frat/sorority houses to 
view yard decorations that combined Hal-
loween and Homecoming themes to depict 
the dastardly things the football team was 
going to do to the opposition. The best part 
of winter was Christmastime, with more 
festive yard and store decorations, and a 
live manger scene on the lawn of Holden 
Hospital, next to the Dairy Queen, which 
had been turned into a Christmas tree lot.

The hub of downtown was actually called 
The Hub, a cafe owned by Nick Masters 
on the southwest corner of Illinois Avenue 
and Main Street. It’s the same building 
one of the town’s founding fathers, Daniel 
Brush, once had a general store. Beneath 
The Hub was a lounge called the Rathskel-
ler, aka Rathole, one of the few downtown 
taverns in the 1950s besides the Levee, 
a black strip across the train tracks on 
North Washington Street. 

Before South Illinois Avenue became 
known as the strip, it was dotted with 
eateries including the Alibi, Varsity Grill, 
Lavender’s and UD’s, where in my adoles-
cence I played a lot of pinball. We went to 
the movies at the Varsity Theater, where 



the oldest building on campus until June 
8, 1969, when it was apparently torched 
by an arsonist, motive unknown. Altgeld 
Hall, built in 1896 to resemble a medieval 
castle, had a natural history museum with 

d i o r a m a s 
and a gift 
shop that 
sold packets 
of Confeder-
ate money. 
We also ex-
plored the 
nooks and 
c r a n n i e s 
of Shryock 
A u d i t o r i -
um, got lost 
in a grid of 
World War 
II barracks 
that had 
been turned 
into mar-
ried student 
h o u s i n g , 
and infil-
trated the 
l a b y r i n -
thine steam 
tunnels be-
neath the 

campus. 
West of the Quad, past the Baptist Foun-

dation and SIU President Delyte Morris’ 
home, was the new Morris Library, which 
had three floors of open stacks and a base-
ment with microfilms of old newspapers. 
The Life Science Building, with its odorifer-
ous labs, was the westernmost building on 
the campus. Beyond that, Lawson Hall was 
houses, the Wham Building a dry marsh, 
and the Northwest Annex was woods. 

Itchy Jones and the rest of the Saluki 
baseball team played at Chautauqua Field, 
where the Communications Building is 
now. Between the baseball diamond and a 
state public health lab was a crawdad-lad-
en ditch fed by a bug-infested drainage 
pipe large enough for an 8-year-old and 
his pals to crawl into. Beyond right field, 

were adorned with six small corner castings 
or renderings of classic fairy tales, including 
“Hansel and Gretel” and “Three Billy Goats 
Gruff.” The nursery school and kindergar-
ten were in the same classroom, which 
had a one-
way mirror 
so adults 
could spy 
on us from 
an observa-
tion room. 
There was 
a shallow, 
indoor foun-
tain stocked 
with turtles 
and tad-
poles, and a 
hive encased 
in window 
p a n e s , 
where we 
could watch 
bees make 
honey. The 
highlight of 
those years 
were the 
field trips 
-- in nursery 
school we 
took a train to Anna and back, and as kin-
dergärtners we rode a bus to the St. Louis 
Zoo. Dr. Mott taught nursery and kinder-
garten, Mrs. Goodwin first grade, Mrs. 
Bricker second, Mrs. Treece third, and Mrs. 
Meehan fourth grade. 

In high school I spent a lot of time at 
a place called the typing room, where 
students learned to use more than their 
thumbs to tap letters on something called 
a typewriter. The typing room doubled as 
the newsroom for the Tower Times mimeo-
graphed student newspaper, which is why I 
hung out there with fellow nerds, although 
at the time we considered ourselves pseu-
do-hippies. 

Since U-School was on the grounds of 
SIU, the entire campus was our playground, 
including Old Main. Built in 1887, it was 
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Greek Row and Thompson Point dorms 
were construction sites where we had epic 
dirt clod fights. 

Between U-School and my house was a 
densely wooded area with winding foot-
paths worn through the ivy. Where the 
Wham Building is now, the woods gave 
way to a muddy field filled with cattails 
and reeds taller than an 8-year-old. Be-
tween the field and the woods was a rutty, 
barricaded dirt road called Lake Street, 
which is what it turned into when it 
rained. Parents warned their children not 
to go into the woods, so despite the poison 
ivy, ticks, pollen and chiggers, it was a for-
bidden pleasure. On the southeast edge 
of the woods, atop a steep hill fortified by 
thorn bushes, Virginia creepers and climb-
ing ivy, was a burned-out house. With a 
basement, two floors, an attic, and roof-
tops to explore, there was plenty of room to 
play hide and seek, light fire crackers, and 
indulge in other risky behavior. We called 
it the haunted house, although it was 
mostly haunted by us kids. The authori-
ties eventually got wind of the goings-on at 
the haunted house and tore it down.

On a more wholesome note, Sandy and I 
became Cub Scouts. For the regional Cub 
Scout Jamboree talent show competition 
at the Carbondale Armory, the town’s all-
white troop covered our faces with shoe 
polish and put on a minstrel show. Sandy 
got a solo, pantomiming Al Jolson singing 
“My Mammy.” Even back then, the show 
was panned for being racially insensitive.

Most of the kids in my neighborhood 
attended grade school at Winkler Elemen-
tary, west of Oakland on Freeman Street. 
They went to middle school at Lincoln Ju-
nior High on South Washington Street, be-
tween Freeman and College streets, where 
the police department is now, and then 
to Carbondale Community High School, 
which was on North Springer Street. The 
black kids went to Attucks on the north-
east side, across East Main Street from 
Woodlawn Cemetery. Like U-School, At-
tucks was both an elementary and high 
school, plus a community center.

The schools, my neighborhood and the 
west side in general were mostly white, 
except for Martha Johnson, our maid, who 
lived on the northeast side, but spent five 
days a week at our place, cleaning and 
corralling me and my brother. Back then, 
blacks were called colored people. We were 
one of the few families in the neighborhood 
to have a colored maid because our mom 
worked with our dad at Kay’s, the dress 
shop they owned across from the (old) train 
station. (They later opened Kay’s Campus 
Shop at Illinois and Freeman, above what 
was then Crazy Horse Billiards and Gats-
by’s bar.) 

As a child, I can’t say that I distinctly 
liked or disliked Martha, which is what we 
called her. She was the boss when my par-
ents weren’t around, and I respected her 
the same way I did my parents -- grudging-
ly. Martha was poor but she wasn’t bitter. 
She was basically a decent person, and I 
love her now like a third parent. 

When Martha was in her 50s and I was 
still in my single digits, she seemed ancient 
and intimidating. Her face was dark and 
wrinkly, and her body was short and wiry. 
She had rock-hard biceps from scrubbing 
our floors on her knees and wringing out 
our clothes by hand before pinning them to 
the clotheslines in our backyard. As well 
as cooking and cleaning, she bathed Sandy 
and me when we were little. She taught us 
Negro spirituals, like “Mary Had a Baby,” 
and read us our Jack & Jill and Humpty 
Dumpty magazines. She’d smell up the 
house with collard “greens,” watch her 
“stories” on our TV, and as she ironed she’d 
talk to herself about things that had hap-
pened at church, repeating conversations 
and cackling at the funny parts. 

Martha lived in a nondescript home 
with asbestos siding on Wall Street, at the 
northeast edge of town, next to relatives 
who had a small farm with mules and 
chickens. There was a barber chair on her 
front porch where her former husband had 
cut hair. Most days Martha took a Yellow 
Cab to our house, but some evenings my 
parents would drive her home. Sitting in 
the backseat with Martha and my brother, 

-138-



Martha Johnson outside her home on North 
Wall Street. Photo, taken by me In 1976, also 
appeared in the Daily Egyptian.

I’d peer wide-eyed out the window as we 
crossed the railroad tracks and came upon 
sheds and clapboard houses with sagging 
porches. I remember the embarrassment 
all around the car when I stuck out my fin-
ger one evening and asked “what’s that?” 
and my dad awkwardly tried to explain 
what an outhouse was for and that yes, 
Martha had one. At first I thought he was 
joking. 

One summer, when I was about 10 years 
old and school was out, I fell in with some 
slightly older boys, some of whom were 
black, and we were sitting on the rocks at 
U-School’s playground when I first reflect-
ed on the word “nigger.” I’d heard the term 

before, but it wasn’t part of my vocabulary. 
(When John F. Kennedy was elected pres-
ident in 1960, a politically incorrect limer-
ick made the rounds that poked fun at the 
new president’s diction and idealism, but 
today would simply be considered racist: 
“Do your work with great vigor, or you will 
be replaced by a nigger.”)

I don’t recall how we got around to the 
subject, but one of the black kids said a 
nigger was a very bad person. I said some-
thing like, “well, isn’t it a very bad colored 
person?” and he disagreed, saying anyone, 
black, white, blue or green, could be a nig-
ger if they were evil.

Unfortunately, I didn’t get the mes-
sage. A day or two later, I was outside and 
Martha told me it was time to go inside, 
but I didn’t want to go inside. Instead, I 
walked into our garage and hissed under 
my breath, “nigger.”

“What did you say?” Martha asked as 
she came in the garage after me, more 
sad than angry. I don’t recall what hap-
pened next, whether she bawled me out 
or if I apologized. I do recall feeling very 
ashamed, and I’ve never again used the 
word in anger.

Sports were a big part of our lives. We 
played baseball and football on the lawn in 
front of the state public health lab at Oak-
land and Chautauqua. We also played in 
front of the University Baptist Church at 
Oakland and Freeman, and in a neighbor’s 
yard on Elizabeth Street. A precocious old-
er childhood friend, Tom Small -- a bad in-
fluence who turned me on to pinball and 
girlie mags -- dubbed it Sad Sack Field. 

My next exposure to black people oc-
curred when I joined Little League. My 
friend Tom was a gifted athlete, and my 
dad made sure I got on his team -- the 
Cubs. There were eight teams in the Atom 
League, which was the youngest division 
of Little League at the time. Seven of the 
teams were all white and one was all black 
-- the Sox. At the end of the season there 
was a tournament, and Tom pitched the 
Cubs to the championship game, where we 
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met the Sox, who had just as talented a 
pitcher, Lester Taylor. 

It was a tight game throughout, with 
Tom and Les matching each other strike-
out for strikeout. For most of that sea-
son I had been frozen at the plate, never 
swinging, hoping for a walk, and I did the 
same thing in the championship game. 
But during my last at bat, I unaccountably 
took a swack at the ball and sent a squib-
ber toward the mound. I saw Lester reach 
down for the ball, saw it dribble out of his 
glove, and realized I should be running to 
first base. I took off, but he recovered the 
ball and threw me out by a half-step.

In the seventh and final inning, Tom’s 
arm gave out. He walked a batter, which in 
the Atom League was as good as a triple, 
because the batter soon stole second and 
third. Tom got a strikeout, but the next 
batter hit a grounder up the middle. From 
shortstop, I watched as the ball skipped 
over second base into center field. Game 
over. Tom stood on the pitcher’s mound, 
crying. The rest of us threw our gloves in 
the air. Time for ice cream. I don’t remem-
ber feeling upset that we’d been beaten by 
some colored kids, but it did occur to me 
that they sure were good at sports.

A couple years later, when I was in 
the Bantam League and Tom had moved 
away, my new team played another black 
team -- well, pretty much the same team, 
except older -- and they were still good at 
sports. By this time I had come to serious-
ly dislike playing the colored team, not be-
cause they were black, but because they all 
seemed to hit the ball to the shortstop, and 
I was the shortstop. One night we played 
the colored team on their home field on the 
northeast side, off Wall Street near the all-
black Thomas Elementary, now Attucks 
Park. The diamond hadn’t been graded, so 
before the game, we all went onto the in-
field to toss dirt clods into the outfield. But 
we couldn’t get them all, and sure enough, 
midway through the game, a batter hit 
a grounder to short that ricocheted off a 
clump of clay and smacked me right on the 
schnoz.

I stood there for a second, stunned, as 

blood began to gush down my face, and 
then I just started bawling. My dad ran 
onto the field and carried me off. My only 
solace was that it had happened on the 
east side, where nobody I knew except my 
teammates had seen me crying in baseball. 
Until the next morning, when Martha ar-
rived at our house and saw my shiner.

“I heard some white boy got hit in the 
face by a baseball last night and cried all 
the way home,” she said. “That was you?”

What could I say?

In the early 1960s, the civil rights move-
ment came to Carbondale in the form of 
SNCC, the Student Nonviolent Coordinat-
ing Committee, a chapter of which formed 
on the campus. One of SNCC’s first ac-
tions, in 1965, was to picket the Family 
Fun restaurant on the east side, which had 
blacks working in the kitchen but none in 
the dining area. The faculty father of one 
of the three other Jewish kids in my class 
was in SNCC, as was his son, who was my 
friend. But I also had friends who were 
against integration, and my parents, al-
though sympathetic to civil rights, didn’t 
want anyone telling them who they had 
to hire. Many of the local Jewish families 
were of the merchant class, and after ser-
vices at Beth Jacob Synagogue on a Sun-
day when SNCC was picketing, the con-
gregation drove en masse to Family Fun, 
where we crossed the picket line to have 
lunch, except for my friend and his dad, 
who joined the protesters.

Soon SNCC was sending “salt and pep-
per teams” to apply for jobs at other busi-
nesses. If the owner didn’t hire the black, 
SNCC would threaten to picket. My par-
ents found a way around the problem -- 
they hired a colored woman. And they soon 
found that integration wasn’t so bad, as 
other colored women began streaming into 
the store to buy clothes from the new col-
ored saleslady.

There were just a few colored kids at 
U-School, and I didn’t have much contact 
with them. That changed in 1968, when 
U-High was phased out and most of its stu-
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dents transferred to CCHS. Attucks had 
closed in 1964, so now everyone went to the 
same high school. (U-School’s grade school 
closed in 1971, marking the end of neigh-
borhood schools in Carbondale, as students 
were bused to achieve racial balance.) 

However, except for some of the sports 
teams and P.E. classes, high school re-
mained largely segregated. I still didn’t 
have many blacks in my classes, and the 
races mostly socialized separately. My fa-
vorite teacher, English instructor Mary 
Sasse, started a human relations club to 
try to bring everyone together. I joined the 
club, as did my girlfriend, Kathy “Weegee” 
McNeill, but then I got jealous and made 
us quit. I was all for social equality, just 
not with my girlfriend.

In Traces in the Dust, Macklin observes 
that integration was a mixed blessing for 
Carbondale’s black community. He says 
the closing of Attucks “spells an abrupt 
end to the close-knit, community struc-
ture Blacks had known for generations.” 
He adds that desegregation, “for which 
Blacks had fought, ultimately proved to 
be a two edged sword. While it ushered 
in a supposedly ‘new age of progress and 
opportunity for African Americans,’ it also 
launched the Black community in Carbon-
dale on a journey never witnessed before -- 
one which was to forever detract from the 
Black way of life.”

During my last years at U-School, I en-
tered the sphere of another precocious old-
er boy, Jerry Magnus, who experimented 
with pot, went to protest rallies and put out 
underground newspapers. I transferred to 
CCHS in 1968 as a junior, but kept in con-
tact with Jerry, who stayed at U-School 
and decided to do an underground news-
paper on race, with an opinion survey, 
articles on local race relations, and other 
provocative stuff. He also wanted to write 
about the East Side Rangers, a group of 
young, black males who said they weren’t 
a gang but a militant civil rights organi-
zation. Jerry invited me along to observe 
the group at their weekly meeting at City 
Hall, then located on East Main at Mari-
on Street. I was apprehensive, and so were 

my parents, but I was as curious as I was 
scared, and my parents let me go on one 
condition -- that I park the family Buick on 
the west side of the tracks.

During study hall a few days later, I 
spotted someone I thought I’d seen at the 
Ranger meeting, sitting at a table in the 
high school library. It was none other than 
my Little League nemesis Lester, who 
had become the star center on the Terri-
ers basketball team. I gingerly sat down 
across from him and asked if he would par-
ticipate in a survey about race relations. 
Les glared at me but didn’t say no, so I 
read the first question: “Do you think Teen 
Town should be integrated?” Without say-
ing a word, he reached across the table, 
took my pencil from me, snapped it in half 
with the fingers of one hand, then stared 
at me as if I were the pencil. 

We never finished the newspaper. 

Dedicated to Mary Sasse
(1932-2019)

-141-



Much of Carbondale After Dark was writ-
ten by me and laid out by Deb Browne in 
futurist Buckminster Fuller’s geodesic 
dome home while we lived there in the ear-
ly 1980s. After moving out, I wrote a story 
about the dome and sold it to a magazine 
called Technology Illustrated, which un-
fortunately folded before the article could 
be published and I could get paid. My re-
view was mixed, but to be fair, the dome 
was in pretty bad shape before we moved 
in, and by the time we left it was in worse 
shape. 

Fuller built his dome home in 1960, on 
the northeast corner of Forest Avenue and 
Cherry Street, just a few blocks from where 
I was growing up. After SIU President De-
lyte Morris resigned under fire in 1970, 
during a backlash to the student power 
movement, SIU became a less hospitable 
place for unconventional and often liberal 
thinkers like Fuller, and he left Carbondale 
forever in 1972. (He died at age 87 on July 
1, 1983; his wife Anne died two days later.)

The dome became a rental property, and 
like Fuller’s legacy, his home suffered from 
neglect. Few city or university officials were 
interested in preserving the structure, and 
some derisively called him Fucky Buller. 

In 2001, Fuller protege Bill Perk pur-
chased the property and donated it to a 
nonprofit, RBF Dome NFP, with the goal 
of restoring it. Since then, the group has re-
paired the exterior, rebuilt the interior, and 
put on a new roof. In 2015, the city finally 
designated the site as a historic landmark.

Some say geodesic dome inventor R. 
Buckminster Fuller was a genius. Others 
say he was a fool. After having lived in his 
house for four years, I feel qualified to say 
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he must have been a bit of both.
From September 1979 until November 

1983, I rented the same dome home that 
Bucky and his wife Anne Hewlett-Fuller 
inhabited from 1960 to 1972, while he was 
a professor at Southern Illinois University 
in Carbondale. The 39-foot diameter dome 
is one of the first ever made into a home, 
and the only house the Fullers ever owned. 
(Before building their home, they erected a 
prototype at the south end of the strip that 
later became Synergy, a drug treatment 
center.)

Living in Bucky’s dome was fun, often 
exhilarating, even transcendental, which 
is no surprise. Though many of his ideas 
seem complex or far out, Fuller was at 
heart a pragmatist who believed in the es-
sential goodness of nature.

Alas, as a place to live, the dome had its 
limitations, like few vertical walls upon 
which to hang pictures. The 1,400-square-
foot dwelling was modest, with just two 
closets, one bedroom (but two bathrooms), 
no basement and no garage. Drafty in the 
winter, muggy in the summer, it had a 
tendency to leak. With all its odd angles 
it was hard to keep clean, and arranging 
furniture was a challenge. It had also been 
through a lot of weather and a certain 
amount of neglect.

My first encounter with Bucky’s dome 
was on a field trip in the third grade. It 
was still being built, and my most vivid 
memory of the day is of the teacher warn-
ing us not to touch a mysterious pink sub-
stance on the walls that looked like cotton 
candy and seemed to be called viper glass. 
(Years later I realized she’d been talking 
about fiberglass.)

Bucky’s Dome
1983



The construction of the dome certainly 
illustrated Fuller’s principle of “more with 
less.” According to news accounts, the shell 
was assembled in less than eight hours on 
April 19, 1960. Hundreds of spectators 
were on hand, as was Fuller, who prose-
lytized to the crowd as workers bolted the 
triangular components together.

Though the 10-sided structure looked 
strange, it was made out of conventional 
building materials and cost only $8,000 in-
stalled. The parts were made by the Pease 
Woodworking Co. of Hamilton, Ohio -- lat-
er Cathedralite Domes -- one of about a 
hundred companies then leasing Fuller’s 
dome patent. In addition to fiberglass, the 
prefabricated kit included 60 triangular 
plywood panels on two-by-four frames, 
standard windows and doors, interior fin-
ish and kitchen and bathroom fixtures. 
When neighbors complained the spherical 
home broke up the boxy symmetry of the 
neighborhood, Fuller added a tall redwood 
fence to block the view.

The Fullers painted the outside of their 

new home turquoise and white, and the 
inside all white, accentuating its airiness. 
Ten small translucent skylights in the top 
created a diffused natural lighting. The 
floor was a concrete slab covered with du-
rable cork tiles. A network of hot water 
pipes beneath the floor exuded radiant 
heat.

The dome’s one large bedroom, shaped 
like a half moon, had five doors. Two led 
to closets, two to bathrooms, and one to the 
kitchen. One of the bedroom’s two windows 
was behind a closet next to the front door.

A 45-foot, semi-circular ventilation shaft 
in the bedroom ceiling came out under-
neath a bookcase cradling a loft that was 
Fuller’s study. The loft overlooked a larger 
crescent-shaped room, with a 16 1/2-foot-
high ceiling, that was the living room, din-
ing room and kitchen. The dominating fea-
ture of the living room was its three sets 
of glass patio doors spaced 20 feet apart. 
Beyond the patio doors was a fenced yard 
with a fountain.

Shortly after moving in, Fuller described 

The author at his typewriter in the dome, circa 1982. Deb’s light table is at the left.           --Deb Browne--
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dome life as “very secure. It’s an interest-
ing experience getting up and going out to 
the university in the morning from this 
round house. As I go from the bedroom 
through the kitchen and dining area, and 
then out through the living room and final-
ly all the way around again out the drive-
way, it’s like coming out of a conch shell.”

The first “bug” to turn up in the dome 
was the one space-age material used in its 
construction -- a Celastic tape soaked in 
methyl-ethyl-ketone -- meant to seal the 
seams between the triangular plywood 
sections. Many dome dwellers say a mira-
cle substance has yet to be developed that 
can take the place of shingles for keeping 
out water, and the Fullers added a layer of 
white shingles to their house a few years 
after moving in.

When Fuller came to SIU he said he’d 
be “putting down roots in southern Illi-
nois,” but it was not to be. Though in his 
60s, his public persona was just entering 
its prime. While he was based in Carbon-
dale, many of his writings were first pub-
lished, as were a spate of books and arti-
cles about him. In 1966, Walter Cronkite 
visited the dome to interview Bucky for the 
TV series The 21st Century.

As Fuller’s fame grew, and especial-
ly after he designed the U.S. Pavilion at 
Expo ’67 in Montreal, he spent more time 
globe-trotting and only a couple of months 
a year in Carbondale. In 1972, he accepted 
a position with the University City Science 
Center in Philadelphia, and moved out of 
the dome forever.

Michael Mitchell, a 39-year-old musi-
cian and self-described “unpaid assistant 
to Fuller for 17 years,” bought the proper-
ty from the inventor in 1973 for $22,000. 
He lived there for awhile before moving 
to California and renting it to college stu-
dents. A few years after the first tenants 
moved in, they began complaining about 
leaks. Instead of fixing the roof, the land-
lord advertised for new tenants. The old 
ones left, but not before alerting the city’s 
code enforcement department, which, after 

an inspection, posted unfit-for-occupancy 
signs.

Luckily, a local Fullerphile, George Ven-
sel, heard about the plight of the house 
and offered to make repairs. Vensel, who 
lived in a dome he built in nearby Pomona, 
recalled that when he inspected Bucky’s 
dome in the fall of 1978 “it leaked like a 
sieve. There were buckets all over the floor 
to catch drips.”

Vensel said the leaks came from bad-
ly-fitted skylights that had been installed 
over the originals when Fuller shingled 
the dome. The water had rotted the wood 
and attracted termites. So extensive was 
the damage that the entire south side of 
the shell over the living room had to be re-
placed. The landlord wouldn’t pay for addi-
tional insulation, so to compensate, Vensel 
applied thick, brown, heat absorbing shin-
gles over most of the shell, including the 
vented skylights.

The next tenant stayed just a few 
months before moving to Florida to join 
a religious cult. Thus it was that when I 
returned to Carbondale in the summer of 
1979 to become a reporter at the Southern 
Illinoisan newspaper, “Buckminster Full-
er’s historic dome” turned up in the “For 
Rent” section of the classified ads. That 
September a co-worker and I moved in. He 
got the back bedroom and I took the loft.

“The loft.” It sounded so urbane. What 
it turned out to be was cramped, stuffy 
and lacking in privacy. The same curved 
ceiling that is so cathedral-like from the 
living room is quite low from the loft, not 
unlike a regular attic. Although the curved 
ceiling and air shaft between the loft and 
downstairs bedroom had no perceptible 
impact on air circulation, they sure circu-
lated sound. Not only could every toss and 
turn by one of us be heard by the other, but 
someone in the bedroom could hear the TV 
on the other side of the house better than 
someone sitting in front of it.

Many of the dome’s features, including 
the air shaft and patio doors, were meant 
to utilize natural forces like sunlight and 
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wind to control the environment. Unfor-
tunately, they just didn’t work. Even with 
fans it was hard to coax a breeze through 
the house, and unless the weather on 
the outside was in what the heating and 
cooling industry calls “the comfort zone,” 
keeping it that way on the inside proved 
elusive.

Nevertheless, dome dwelling was like 
living inside a bubble instead of a box. One 
felt just the right balance of being exposed 
to nature and protected from it at the same 
time. Besides, the bragging rights alone 
were worth a certain amount of inconve-
nience.

As autumn turned to winter, however, 
one began to feel over exposed. In addition 
to being poorly insulated, the dome need-
ed to be caulked and sealed. Gaps large 
enough to see through had developed be-
tween many of the plywood sections. Any 
hope I had that the three patio doors would 
contribute significant amounts of passive 
solar energy in winter were dashed when I 
discovered icicles on them -- on the inside.

The hot water pipes under the floor were 
meant to take advantage of another nat-
ural force -- hot air rising -- rather than 
ducts and blowers. I wish I could say the 
heating system made the house toasty, but 
tepid is more accurate. It was also expen-
sive, tripling the electric bill.

Dome life became mellow again with the 
arrival of spring. The sounds and smells 
of the season flowed through the house, 
and the fenced backyard was perfect for 
sunbathing and barbecues. Spring also 
gave the dome a chance to showcase its 
great strength. On several occasions wind 
storms damaged trees and tore down parts 
of the fence. The dome stood firm, part-
ly because of its aerodynamic shape, and 
partly because of its “tensegrity,” a Full-
er-coined term describing a dome’s abili-
ty to disperse a force exerted against any 

part of it evenly over its entire shell.
Of all the seasons, the dome was least 

equipped to handle summer. Without vents 
in the top for hot air to escape (nor in the 
bathrooms, for that matter), hot weather 
turned the dome into a sauna. The dark as-
bestos shingles soaked up sun all day and 
radiated heat into the night.

Central air conditioning was in its infan-
cy in 1960, but with his “natural” instincts, 
Fuller probably wouldn’t have wanted it 
anyway. Sometimes I opened the patio 
doors and pretended subtle air currents 
were cooling the house. More often I cov-
ered them with sheets to keep out the sun. 
There was a noisy ceiling fan, but all it 
seemed to do was blow the hot air around.

After my co-worker moved out and my 
significant other moved in, we hooked up a 
used air conditioner in the bedroom. Feel-
ing wimpy, we also employed an electric 
blanket, space heater and other “low tech” 
devices to assist with climate control.

The dome was never meant to be split 
into apartments, and living there as a cou-
ple was way more comfortable. Yet some 
things remained a mystery. Like that 
window in the closet. All it seemed good 
for was fading clothes and letting in bugs, 
dust and drizzle. Only after researching 
the house for this article did I learn that 
while Bucky designed the outside, Mrs. 
Fuller laid out the interior. With all his 
patio doors and windows, he left his more 
practical wife with few places to turn into 
closets, so she put one over a window. She 
also added a door from the bedroom to the 
guest bathroom, which was a shortcut to 
the front door.

Bucky’s dome may have its idiosyncra-
sies. But give credit to the inventor for its 
simplicity and adaptability. Because of the 
geodesic dome’s many unique qualities, in-
cluding its strength, light weight and easy 
construction, some believe that when man 
establishes his first colony in outer space, 
it will be under a dome.    
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and graduated from Southern Illinois 
University in 1977. One of the best things 
about the ’60s was its socially conscious 
rock music. The bands that played that 
music in Carbondale were a big part of 
what had made the town special, and the 
musicians performing at the concert had 
been a big part of those bands. Attention 
must be paid.

Besides, my generation has reached an 
age that musician Paul Simon calls “A 
Hazy Shade of Winter,” and spending an 
evening basking in music and memories 
from the springtime of my life sounded 
downright cathartic. Alas, I didn’t think 
I’d be able to attend. I’d just been to Car-
bondale to partake in native rituals during 
a total eclipse of the sun. Then Hurricane 
Irma struck, and I, my brother, his girl-
friend, and their Yorkie, fled South Florida 
in my car to Atlanta. We could have con-

“It’s great to be back in Champaign … 
just kidding,” Jim Bruno quipped at the 
start of his bittersweet reunion concert 
Sept. 17, 2017, at the Varsity Center in 
Carbondale.

Billed “Jim Bruno & Friends,” the line-
up included surviving members of some 
of the hottest bands during the heyday of 
the Carbondale music scene in the 1960s 
and ’70s, including Devil’s Kitchen, Scut-
tlebucket, Pontiac Jones, and the Dixie 
Diesels. Bruno is a singer, songwriter 
and acoustic guitarist who lives in the 
San Francisco area. He got his start in 
Carbondale during the 1970s, performing 
with another aspiring singer and guitar 
player named Shawn Colvin.

Carbondale in the ’60s and ’70s had 
been a special time for a lot of baby boom-
ers like myself -- I was born there in 1951 

Ghosts of Carbondale Past
2017

Some of Jim Bruno & Friends, from left: Terry Mueller, guitar; Mark Soljacich, guitar; Russ Ward, drums; 
Jim Bruno, guitar and vocals; Dean Milano, bass and vocals; Joe C Castrejon, harmonica; and Robbie 
Stokes, guitar.                                                                                                   --Photo by H.B. Koplowitz--
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tinued on to St. Louis, where I could have 
stayed with friends and family, looked up 
an old girlfriend, and gone to the concert. 
Instead, we languished in a hotel in Atlan-
ta for nearly a week before returning Fri-
day. The hurricane had spared our homes.

On Saturday, perhaps suffering from car 
lag, I got a bad case of the coulda shoul-
da wouldas. I began to kick myself for not 
having gone to St. Louis and the concert. 
That regret triggered an avalanche of oth-
er regrets, which are far too numerous, ba-
nal and excruciating for me to list here. As 
I sunk ever deeper into my funk, I actually 
tried to will myself back in time and make 
a deal with a God I didn’t believe in.

Earlier that day I’d written to my Face-
book friends that I was sorry I wouldn’t 
be at that night’s concert. When I thought 
the show was starting, I got back on Face-
book to see if anyone was posting photos 
or live-streaming the event. Instead, high 
school classmate and Carbondale guitar-
ist Bill Carter had sent a cryptic reply to 
my earlier message. He said the concert 
wasn’t until the next night.

Holy moly. If I hopped a plane, I could 
still make the show. I knew I’d simply 
made one of those “wrong day” errors that 
we all do sometimes. But given my agitat-
ed state of mind, it was hard for me not to 
read something more cosmic into the situ-
ation. Even if I hadn’t willed myself back 
in time, or a God I didn’t believe in hadn’t 
called my bluff, I had been given one of 
life’s most precious moments -- a second 
chance. A do-over. I could torture myself 
for another day about what might have 
been, or I could erase one small regret in 
my life.

I checked the airlines, and there was 
a reasonably priced morning flight that 
would get me to St. Louis in time for the 
7:30 p.m. concert. Around 3 a.m. I texted 
the same “team” I had watched the eclipse 
with. Mark Kerwath, a high school friend 
and guitarist who lives on the Merrimac 
River, provided the transportation. Ruth 
Ann Levinson, the widow of Marc, another 
high school friend -- Ruth Ann also plays 
bass, sings with a group called the Free 

Range Chicks, and lives south of Makan-
da -- provided a place to stay. It was short 
notice, but they came through. 

Mark picked me up at the airport, and 
around 5 p.m. we met up with Ruth Ann 
behind the Varsity. There, we ran into 
Carbondale icon and blues singer “Tawl” 
Paul Frederick, who was sitting on a gas 
meter, sipping a drink and smoking a cig-
arette. When someone suggested he might 
blow himself up, he growled that he’d done 
a lot riskier things and was still here. 
True that. The former frontman for Pon-
tiac Jones circa 1972 still performs with 
Slappin Henry Blue (including townies 
Bill Carter, guitar; T. Thomas, bass; and 
Charlie Morrill, drums), which over the 
past quarter century had become the unof-
ficial house band at venerable PK’s on the 
strip. When I introduced myself to Tawl 
Paul, he said he’d been following my ex-
ploits on Facebook, then something about 
Santa Claus and sitting on his knee.

“I see you made it,” Robbie Stokes, an-
other relic of the Carbondale music scene, 
hollered when he rolled up in a vehicle. I 
think Robbie is the best guitar player in 
the world, but I’m biased. We both went 
to University High School (Pulliam Hall) 
in the 1960s, and I was smitten by his 
first band, the Viscounts, which played a 
combination of surf and British Invasion 
music. His next band was Om, and then 
Devil’s Kitchen, with Brett Champlin, Bob 
Laughton and Steve Sweigart. They fused 
folk and psychedelic rock into a sound that 
took them to San Francisco in 1968, where 
they played in legendary venues like the 
Family Dog, Fillmore, and Whisky A Go 
Go, opening for and playing with members 
of the Grateful Dead and other San Fran 
bands. After returning to Carbondale two 
years later, Robbie played in a gazillion 
local groups including Coal Kitchen, Vi-
sion, Dr. Bombay, St. Stephen’s Blues, 
Four on the Floor, and the Venturis. He 
also founded Robco Audio, which mixes 
sound for Hangar 9, Shryock Auditorium 
and many other places.
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aters and saw the three surviving mem-
bers of Scuttlebucket/Pontiac Jones: Russ 
Ward, drums and banjo; Dean Milano, bass 
and vocals; and Mike Potter, guitar, man-
dolin and bass. Only the late Pete Special 
was missing. I knew Mike, a quiet, gentle 
and talented musician, from childhood -- 
he went to Murphysboro High. I’d never 
met Dean and Russ, who now live and play 
music in the Chicago area, but in recent 
years we’d become Facebook friends.

In high school, Dean, Russ and Pete 
crossed paths playing in bands in the west 
suburbs of Chicago. Dean and Russ were in 
a high school band called Grope, while one 
of Special’s first bands included a drummer 
named John Belushi. After Dean enrolled 
at SIU in 1972, and inspired by groups like 
The Band, and Crosby, Stills, Nash and 
Young, the three moved into a dilapidated 
house in Carterville, their own Big Pink, 
where they became Pontiac Jones. They 
also played bluegrass as Scuttlebucket. Af-
ter southern Illinois native Terry Ogolini 
(tenor saxophone), and Chicago Vietnam 
vet Tawl Paul Frederick (charisma) joined 
the band, it took off. In addition to playing 
downtown bars and out-of-town roadhous-
es, they opened for Paul Butterfield  and 
Leo Kotke at Shryock Auditorium, and for 
Luther Allison at Kilo’s (Carrie’s), a rowdy 
roadhouse outside Murphysboro.

The band split up in 1975, partly because 
the bars went disco and replaced bands 
with deejays and recorded music. Dean re-
turned to the Chicago area and became a 
folksinger. Russ and his wife, Diane, also 
returned to the burbs, where they started 
a family. Mike helped start the country 
swing band Dixie Diesels with Brad Davis, 
a former drummer turned guitarist and 
singer from the country music trio Ronnie 
and the Bossmen. When the Diesels, in-
cluding Brad Valentine, Willie Wainright, 
Ralph “Radar” Hurst, and Shawn Colvin, 
moved to Austin, Mike went along. He 
still lives there, where he’s a musician and 
paints pictures of music legends.

In the early ’70s, Special and Ogolini dis-
covered “300 pounds of heavenly joy,” Lar-
ry “Big Twist” Nolan, playing drums and 

Another old school chum, Terry Mueller, 
let us through a back door of the Varsity 
to have a look around. Terry is one of the 
unsung heroes of the Carbondale music 
scene. For many years he and Bill Carter 
ran Golden Frets, the town’s primo music 
store and repair shop. He’s also played 
guitar and mandolin in a variety of bands, 
including the original Dixie Diesels.

The Varsity movie theater is a Carbon-
dale relic in its own right. Built in 1940 
as a thousand-seat auditorium with balco-
ny for colored folks, it was later split into 
upper and lower theaters. (Late comedian 
and civil rights activist Dick Gregory is 
said to have been the first black to inte-
grate the theater by sitting on the main 
floor in the 1950s.) The building also 
housed four storefronts and a corner grill. 
While installing a third screen that re-
placed the stores in 1981, a construction 
fire destroyed the main auditorium and 
damaged the rest of the building. Also, the 
building’s art deco facade was replaced by 
an ugly stone wall. The theater closed in 
2003 and was vacant until 2008, when the 
nonprofit Jackson County Stage Company 
turned it into a performing arts center. 
The third theater is used for plays, and 
the balcony theater was recently renovat-
ed and reopened for movies as well as live 
performances. The lobby and former grill 
are used for art exhibits. Some of the origi-
nal features remain, including inlaid glass 
tiles between the balcony steps, and the 
striking, V-shaped marquee. The theater’s 
board was trying to raise $3.5 million to 
repair the main auditorium and restore 
the exterior to its 1940s art deco glory.

Terry led us to the balcony theater, 
where Jim Bruno and Charlie Morrill 
were doing a sound check. Charlie is a 
veteran Carbondale drummer with many 
Carbondale bands, including the Dixie 
Diesels. He plays drums like a good base-
ball umpire -- he does his job so smoothly 
that you hardly notice he’s there. He was 
using the same burgundy drum set he’s 
had since high school, which was appro-
priate for the occasion.

We looked inside the ground-floor the-
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singing in a three-piece country/R&B band 
at a rural honky-tonk called Lyin’ Sam’s; 
he was one of the few blacks on the road-
house circuit in southern Illinois. After 
Twist died in 1990, Special told the Chi-
cago Reader, “When we saw Twist we said, 
‘My God, that’s the real thing!’ … He was 
everything we admired and looked up to; 
he had that magic.”

Twist, who is believed to have been born 
in 1937 in Terre Haute, Indiana, had been 
living for many years in Murphysboro. He 
began sitting in on some of Pontiac Jones’ 
gigs, and when the band broke up, Spe-
cial and Ogolini started a new band with 
Twist, drummer Denny Best, and a group 
of black musicians -- including singer 
Martin “Big Larry” Allbritton, keyboard-
ist Ronald West, Sr., and bass player Ron 
“Tango” West, Jr. -- who called themselves 
the Mellow Fellows. In the 1950s, the Mel-
low Fellows had been the house band at 
the New Orleans Bourbon Street Night 
Club, a famed bawdy house in Colp owned 
by Ma Hatchett and her son Junior.

Big Twist and the Mellow Fellows be-
came Carbondale’s premier band until 
they moved to Chicago in 1978, where they 
played at blues clubs, toured with The 
Band and released several R&B albums. 
After Twist died of complications from di-
abetes in 1990, the band continued for a 
few years with Big Larry out front. Then 
Special got to play with The Band and 
fronted his own band before his untimely 
death from a heart attack in 2014. Other 
Mellow Fellows, including Ogolini, formed 
the Chicago Rhythm and Blues Kings.

The reconstituted Pontiac Jones/Scut-
tlebucket were doing some last-minute 
rehearsing, so after a brief conversation, 
my team headed up to Thai Taste in the 
historic Brush building at Main and Illi-
nois Avenue, where we had a tasty meal 
despite the fact that a car had recently 
crashed through the wall facing Main 
Street. By now you are probably wonder-
ing if I’ll ever get around to reviewing the 
concert. But before I do, let me say that by 

this point in my mini odyssey, I had real-
ized the show wasn’t going to be as epic as 
I had built up in my mind.

First of all, it was being held in the balco-
ny theater, which was too small for there to 
be a mass gathering of Carbondale blasts 
from the past like I had imagined. Second, 
there had been a similar reunion show, 
organized by Bruno and with many of the 
same musicians, plus a few more, the year 
before, at the Old Feed Store in Cobden, 
so it wasn’t a singular event. (Many of the 
musicians also performed the day before at 
Blue Sky Vineyard in Makanda and Yel-
low Moon Cafe in Cobden.) And third, the 
quality and quantity of Carbondale band 
members from the 1970s who would not be 
there meant it could never be the ultimate 
harmonic convergence, so to speak.

The number of Carbondale musicians 
from that era who have passed on is 
enough to fill an Academy Awards Show 
obit reel, starting with Big Larry (1937-
2017), who died just days before the con-
cert. As mentioned, Twist (1937-1990) and 
Special (1952-2014), had been the soul and 
heart of Big Twist and the Mellow Fellows. 
Others no longer with us include the voice 
of the Dixie Diesels, Brad Davis (1952-
2009); Skid City Blues Band guitarist 
Jack “Slo-Jack” Soljacich (1953-1999); and 
Coal Kitchen vocalist Carla Peyton (1947-
2005), who would have added some gender 
as well as color diversity to the lineup.

Those still alive but not at the show in-
cluded saxophonist Kevin Cox of Spring-
field, IL, who also performed with Coal 
Kitchen and just about every other South-
ern Illinois band since the Egyptian Com-
bo; the aforementioned Bill Carter; T. 
Thomas, who had played with Katie and 
the Smokers; Greta Mitchell (Tristram), 
harmonica and keyboards for Skid City, 
among others (she still performs in New 
York City); and Billy Desmond, also of 
Skid City, who now fronts for Billy D and 
the Hoodoos out of Portland, Oregon. Also: 
Russell “Radar” Hearst (Dixie Diesels); 
Terry Ogolini (Big Twist, Pontiac Jones); 
Alfredo Jahn, (Vision); keyboardist and 
high school friend and keyboardist Gus 
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Pappelis (oom pah music at Das Fass); 
and, of course, Grammy winner Shawn 
Colvin.

No matter. From the moment Bruno 
and his band walked on stage, he set a 
mellow mood with his Champaign quip 
and laconic patter. The smaller venue 
had great acoustics and provided a more 
intimate listening experience for the audi-
ence. In addition to Bruno, who sang and 
played acoustic guitar, his cousin, Mark 
Soljacich (brother of the late “Slo-Jack” 
Soljacich) played electric guitar; Brian 
Sandstrom, who was in the Shawn Colvin 
Band and Skid City, played bass, and on 
drums, steady Charlie Morrill.

The first set showcased several songs 
Bruno wrote for his latest album, Long 
Short Story. With a voice that’s not as hard 
as early Bob Dylan, nor as soft as Paul Si-
mon, Bruno writes what I would call exis-
tential love songs. He started the set with 
a tune appropriate for the occasion, “We’ll 
Always Remember Tonight,” and later fol-
lowed up with a song about regret, called 
“Don’t Listen.” Especially strong was a 
lyrical ballad called “Marie,” which was 
enhanced by Soljacich’s note-bending gui-
tar work. Midway through the set, Bruno 
announced that the author of Carbondale 
After Dark was in the house, prompting a 
smattering of applause as I slouched down 
in my seat, embarrassed and pleased be-
yond joy.

Scuttlebucket took the stage for the sec-
ond set, with Russ Ward on banjo, Dean 
Milano on bass, Mike Potter on acoustic 
guitar, Terry Mueller on mandolin, and 
Charlie Morrill on drums. They began 
with “On the Banks of the Ohio,” but I got 
chills when they next performed “They 
Call the Wind Maria,” with Terry’s nim-
ble mandolin playing and powerful vocals 
by Dean. The song comes from the Lerner 
and Loewe Broadway musical Paint Your 
Wagon, but of course my generation re-
members The Smothers Brothers folksong 
version best. To honor Brad Davis of the 
Dixie Diesels, they covered a couple of 
Merle Haggard tunes, “White Line Fever” 
and “The Fugitive.”

For their Pontiac Jones tribute, Russ 
moved to drums, while Mike, Terry, and 
Robbie Stokes played electric guitars to 
compensate for the absence of Special and 
Ogolini. To excited applause, out strode 
Tawl Paul, and the band launched into “St. 
James Infirmary Blues.” Tawl Paul has a 
unique delivery style, which is part Cab 
Calloway and part Joe Cocker. Nowadays 
he sits for some of his performances, but 
this night he stood. The all-too-short set in-
cluded two other Pontiac Jones standards, 
Howlin’ Wolf’s “Wang Dang Doodle,” and 
“The Weight” by The Band. (Later, Russ 
reminisced that “St. James Infirmary” had 
been their “show stopper.” “We started it 
slow, sort of like this impromptu version, 
but then kicked it up into a fast rocker. 
Mike, Pete Special and Terry Ogolini used 
to tear up the solos,” he recalled.)

Bruno returned with his acoustic guitar 
for the third set, which was a Carbondale 
all-star jam that included Mueller, Soljac-
ich, and Stokes on electric guitars, Sand-
strom on bass and Morrill on drums, plus 
Joe “C” Castrejon on harmonica. Castrejon 
owns the current music store in Carbon-
dale, Sound Core.

They limbered up with “I Ain’t Got You,” 
the much-covered 1955 R&B classic by 
Jimmy Reed, and then played the dance 
song “Hand Jive,” fittingly, because that 
had been the last song The Band played at 
their reunion concert in 1983. Some of the 
women in the audience began to freestyle 
on the stoop next to the projection booth, 
and when the band played another feel-
good song, “Hey Baby” (I want to know if 
you’ll be my girl), a few danced to the front 
of the stage, to the delight of the crowd.

Next came the highlight of the evening 
for me. “All Along the Watchtower” was 
not only a Dylan song, but my favorite 
tune the Shawn Colvin Band played back 
in the day. It was the one song I had hoped 
to hear that night, but thought it would be 
too cheesy to request. When I recognized 
the opening chords I grabbed my iPhone, 
which had about 7 percent battery left, and 
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began to shoot video. Upside down. But I 
got it.

It had been a Trump-free evening, thank-
fully. No jokes and no allusions to the pres-
ident. On the other hand, the times they 
weren’t a changin’. The country was as po-
larized as it was in the 1960s, split over is-
sues such as civil rights, guns versus but-
ter, and a president some say was a crook 
and a liar. Apocalyptic times. And when 
the band at the Varsity launched into a 

seven-minute rendition of the apocalyptic 
“Watchtower,” I was transported, if not in 
time, then in spirit and in passion.

Jim sang the verses and Charlie and 
Brian kept the beat, while Terry, Mark 
and Robbie traded guitar licks, and Joe 
C riffed on his harp. The players were 
loose and kept improvising, extending 
the song beyond its expected end. Soljac-
ich and Bruno shared a laugh, then Dean 
Milano appeared on stage, whispered to 

Carbondale’s “honky tonk heroes” posing for the cover of nonSequitur magazine in the summer of 1976. 
1st row: Larry “Big Twist” Nolan, Jackie “Slo-Jack” Soljacich, Ronny West, Sr. 2nd row: Robbie Stokes, 
Mick “Rock”, Terry Ogolini, Bob Valentine, Ronald “Tango” West, Jr., Shawn Colvin, Martin “Big Larry” 
Allbritton, Pete Special, Scott Koerting. 3rd row: Rusty “Radar” Hurst, Kirk Opyt (obscured), Willie Wain-
right, Mike Potter, Randy Bradle, Denny Best, Bill Desmond, Mark Kerwath and Steve Rodely. 

--Chuck Fishman--



Bruno, and stepped up to a mic. He raised 
his arms to get the guitarists to let him 
take a verse. They almost sputtered to a 
stop, but were immediately lifted as Dean 
growled, “All along the watchtower, princ-
es kept the view…” Sounding more like 
Jimi Hendrix than Bob Dylan, he poured 
himself into the lyrics. And when he got to 
“the wind began to howl,” he let loose with 
an Old Testament howl that brought down 
the house. Reinvigorated by Dean’s sing-
ing, the guitarists reached another cre-
scendo that continued until Charlie finally 
ended the revelry with a crash of cymbals.

By the end of the concert, the perform-
ers had given their all. But I still wanted 
more. Throughout the evening, I had been 
inquiring, “where’s the party?” and no-
body seemed to know. Then, I think it was 
Russ, said he heard where there might be 
a gathering, and I rolled my eyes at my 
own stupidity. Where else could an af-
ter party for a reunion of old Carbondale 
bands possibly be held except at the strip’s 
ultimate relic, the unsinkable PK’s? So my 
team toked up, I mean walked up, to PK’s, 
which was nearly empty on a Sunday 
night. Then the various band members 
and entourage trickled in, and we partied 
like it was 1969, if you can believe that.

At one point I was sitting at the bar 
next to Bruno, and we got to talking about 
Shawn Colvin. Back in the 1970s, he’d 
helped Shawn get her start. He set up her 
first gigs, played in her bands and wrote 
her songs, in Carbondale and the Bay 
Area, before she relocated to New York 
and began writing her own songs. They 
were also a thing for a while. 

Anyway, Bruno told me about the first 
time he met Colvin, which was around 
1975, at an annual musician campout at 
SIU ethnomusicologist and folk museum 
curator Dale Whiteside’s farm. “Lots of 
music around campfires,” Jim recalled. 
The future Grammy winner was 19 and 
Bruno was 24. It got late, and cold, and he 
found himself stranded on the farm with-
out a coat or a sleeping bag. Shawn and 

her female roommate had a cozy tent, so 
he went up to her and asked if he might 
bunk with them for the night. Bruno’s eyes 
twinkled as he recounted Shawn’s reply: 
“dream on.”

Dream on indeed. I reckon I’ll just have 
to live with my regrets, just as I’ll never 
be able to recapture my youth. But for one 
night I could wallow in some ’70s flash-
backs, hear the music, share the memo-
ries, and mingle with other ghosts of Car-
bondale past. 

Was it worth the trip? Hell yes!
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Also by H.b. Koplowitz

MisAdventures in JournAlisM
Misadventures in Journalism explores 

the oxymoron of “journalism ethics”
 in an anthology of stories behind the stories 
the author covered as a journalist, including 

O.J. Simpson and Paris Hilton.

blAcKspAnic college 
Part memoir, part history and part reflections on race, 

Blackspanic College chronicles the author’s 
experiences teaching journalism 

and overseeing the student newspaper 
at a community college in South-Central Los Angeles 

before, during and after 9/11. 

cArbondAle After dArK
From panty raids to riots, 

Carbondale After Dark is an illustrated anthology
 about a sleepy little college town in the Midwest 

that was invaded by hippies, activists and partiers 
in the 1960s and ’70s.

For more about H.B. Koplowitz and his writings 
visit Dome Publications at hbkoplowitz.com
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