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Dear Friends, 
 

The late fall frosts have largely ended our gar-

dens’ production. Horseradish was one of the last 

crops to come in (horseradish, traditionally, can on-

ly be harvested in months spelled with the letter “r”) 

and ours is the hottest I have found anywhere. We 

are down to milking one goat for the winter with 

two does bred to come fresh in the spring. 

Mark Kinney, who spent a lot of time in Maloy 

over the summer and fall and helped with the harv-

est and fixing the house for winter has acquired 

some land and an old house near his home in Oma-

ha. We will especially miss him at our weekly Bible 

study sessions. 

We dedicate this issue to our friend Chuck 

Trapkus, remembering him with love as we com-

memorate his death ten years ago on December 22. 

Chuck never lived with us in Maloy full time, but 

his frequent visits and his gentle but persistent chal-

lenges did much to form our little experiment in the Cath-

olic Worker vision that began here 24 years ago. It is not 

too much to say that Chuck is at least a cofounder of 

Strangers and Guests. 

I am writing letter this not from home in Maloy but 

from the offices of Voices for Creative Nonviolence in 

Chicago, preparing to travel even further east and expect-

ing to arrive in Kabul, Afghanistan, on December 11.  

Embarking on this journey brings Chuck’s presence to 

mind as Chuck and I had made several similar trips to 

places in crisis together, to Palestine and Israel in 1992 

and to Iraq in 1998. I will be missing his company, cou-

rage and good humor as I travel. 

While I will miss my home especially being away at 

Christmas, I look forward to celebrating the Incarnation 

quietly and without the commercial and sentimental accre-

tions that burden the day in our culture. The first Christ-

mas, of course, came to a land suffering under foreign oc-

cupation. Keep our delegation in thought and prayer. 

Please contact me if your church, school or communi-

ty would care to have me come to speak of what I will see 

and the people that I will meet. 

Betsy will be travelling, too, after my return, but not 

so far and in the opposite direction. In January she will be 

attending a national Catholic Worker farm gathering at 

Sheep Ranch, California, and then attending our daughter 

Clara’s Master’s recital at the University of Oregon in Eu-

gene. 

On page 7, you will read about our reprise “Craft Re-

treat” in February. Last year these retreats where occa-

sions of great fun and serious working, learning the ways 

that make for justice and peace. 

We are grateful for all who have ordered rugs and 

other hand-woven goods from our business, Maloy Weav-

ing and those who are supporting us with their alms. 

Thanks, too, to all who have contributed to the expenses 

of our peace mission to Afghanistan. 

My expect arrival home from Afghanistan is the after-

noon of New Year’s Eve. I expect to be jetlagged but 

physically present. If you are in the neighborhood, stop by 

in the evening to see in the new year. Let Betsy know to 

expect you. 

To all we send our love and greetings, prayers for 

peace around the globe and in this land of ours that is bent 

on more war. 

 

  Brian 

Spinach and other greens survived several frosts under 
row cover, providing us with fresh salads though November 
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Making and Doing- 
 

a reflection in memory of Chuck Trapkus 
 

By Betsy Keenan 

As a 17-year old freshman dance major at State Uni-

versity College at Brockport, NY, I was required to attend 

a performance of the Resident Dance Company and write 

about it.  As the audience gathered and settled, the main 

curtain of the stage was open, dancers, in typical leotards 

and tights were warming up, stretching, doing little bits of 

personal rehearsal, in a natural, random-looking way, inte-

racting casually as people who work together do.  The 

dancers lined up and a run through of some unison move-

ment, started then dispersed again into keeping warm and 

getting ready for something. 

By then the audience was watching and wondering, 

“When will it start?”  I was confused. Music started and 

the stage lights came up and soon the unison movement 

came again- Ah! Performance, but again the strong co-

coordinated section diffused into disorganization, we 

might notice now, the same warm-ups and interactions. As 

the “together” phrase came a third time the lights faded; 

the music stopped. It was over. 

As a student I was helpless to describe, define or in-

terpret this. That paper may have been the most difficult 

thing I ever wrote. I had no conceptual framework or lan-

guage to talk about experiencing dance as an audience 

member. I had worked hard for years to learn how to “do” 

dance, I knew nothing about the why or the what- about 

making a dance. 

In a few more years I could perform “Making and 

Doing” as the composer called this piece, that was my in-

troduction to Modern Dance.  I understood its structure of 

mingled predetermined and spontaneous sections, differ-

ent at each performance, but the same in playing with the 

audience’s attention, perception and the hint of freeing art 

from convention. 

How I got from there- dancing in New York State to 

here, a Catholic Worker in Iowa is another story. This is 

about Making and Doing, Chuck Trapkus, craft retreats 

and why thinking about making and doing is important. 

Making and doing, as in art or craft, making and doing the 

Reign of God, the Beloved Community. 

When I first met Chuck Trapkus in 1982, I had been 

with the Catholic Worker movement about 5 years and 

was living at the Davenport Catholic Worker. He was a 

young artist at the local newspaper engaged to a volunteer 

at the Rock Island CW whom I knew from the houses’ 

common garden projects. He was part of “Bread for the 

World”, rode a bicycle instead of driving a car, helped 

with his parish’s youth group, but I got the impression that 

the anarchism and radical analysis of the Catholic Worker 

was a little too weird for him at that point. He and Kim got 

married and went away to St. Louis for a year of volunteer 

work, with a structured community program for its work-

ers. 

On their return they bought a house, fixed it up and 

opened Dorothy Day House across the river in Rock Isl-

and. By 1984, as evidenced in The Dorothy Day House’s 

newspaper, “The Catholic Activist,” Chuck had been read-

ing the likes of Howard Zinn and Noam Chomsky and was 

growing more radical.  Our lives became more and more 

entwined; praying for peace at the Rock Island Arsenal, 

gardening at St. Vincent’s Center in Davenport and at 

Sugar Creek and in much “Clarification of Thought”. In 

the summer of 1984 Kim and I were both pregnant, and in 

Easter week ’85, our daughter Clara and their son Isaac 
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were both baptized at a beautiful liturgy at the Davenport 

CW House with Fr. Roy Bourgeois presiding. 

Like Dorothy Day, Chuck had a background in jour-

nalism. Putting out a newspaper was an important aspect 

of being Catholic Worker- for them- speaking prophetical-

ly on timely subjects- not just thank-yous, needs lists and 

touching hospitality stories. He was earnest in study and 

discussion of controversial topics and solicited many ar-

ticles from people he argued with, as well as setting out 

his own views sometimes in cartoon form as 

well as in articles. 

Singing was another form of communica-

tion Chuck embraced wholeheartedly. He 

learned to play guitar, determinedly worked 

his way through “Rise Up Singing,” to fami-

liarize himself with as many songs as possi-

ble, so they could be included the frequent 

house sing-alongs or at Sugar Creek gather-

ings.  Then he collected and published his 

own pirate songbook of all the songs that 

people ever said “I can’t believe it isn’t in 

‘Rise up singing’”. 

Perhaps from Peter Maurin, he found the 

influence of Eric Gill’s ideas of work, art and 

craft, how labor has been dishonored, cor-

rupted and turned to subhuman drudgery, ra-

ther than “love made visible”. Wendell Berry 

warned of the spiritual danger of turning homes, house-

holds from units of production into units of consumption. 

It was Chuck’s mission and joy to turn back the clock on 

both these unfortunate developments, in his own way. 

Of course, central to any Catholic Worker House is 

food. Where there is community and hospitality there 

must be food.  Chuck’s early interest in issues of food 

shortage and distribution problems deepened into ques-

tions of health, nutrition, additives and where our food 

comes from.  He labored at gardening, processing and pre-

serving foods. For many years he was a vegetarian, ate no 

white sugar or white flour, and fasted every Friday.  

People who lived with him also remember him as a great 

cook- with legendary falafel, pasta meals with choices of 

freshly made pasta and multiple sauces to try, sugar free 

mulberry and pumpkin pies made with homemade crusts 

and fresh fruits and consumed with delight. I remember 

great veggie-burgers and homemade popsicles on steamy 

summer days. 

Central to Chuck’s life was making what we need.  In 

a culture with so much waste, boundless materials are at 

hand that can be used.  The years of human culture that 

have refined methods of fiber production, wood working, 

food  processing in terms of efficiency and design and 

beauty- so much of this treasure trove is available to us 

through books. Chuck mined the information from the 

library and other artisans.  He was eager to help people 

learn new skills. People who lived with him say he made 

them believe they could do these things- get an idea and 

make it happen. His “can do” attitude toward problem 

solving seems to have had special impact on young  

Father Roy Bourgeois, left, presiding at the baptism of Clara Kee-
nan Terrell, center with her parents and Isaac Trapkus with Chuck 

and Kim on the right. Davenport Catholic Worker, 1985 

Betsy Keenan, at center, learning to make and do as 
a student of dance at State University College in 

Brockport, New York 

Continued on page 6 



 



 



THE SOWER                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        Winter, 2010- No. 5 

 

  
Page 6 

 

  

 

Making and 

Doing 
 

continued from page 3 

 

people. Our daughter Clara recalls that un-

like other people  

he had no inhibition of moving from imagi-

nation to action- bringing new things into 

being. 

A marathon project of Chuck’s was his 

linen suit. He researched growing flax, and 

found seed that was adapted to our Midwes-

tern climate and grew it. After harvesting, 

Chuck processed the flax, spun the fiber on 

a wheel that he built, wove cloth on a loom 

that he’d had also made and then sewed a 

shirt, apron and pants. (For more detail of this process, we 

could send you “Flax to linen: step by remarkable step” 

his booklet outlining this process.) 

But Chuck wasn’t just about Work- it was as impor-

tant to him to make our own fun, as to make our own 

food-healthy food and healthy fun.  It was hard on him 

when we moved to Maloy, especially as it happened when 

the Quad-Cities community was fractured in a number of 

ways. Along with his sons Isaac and Paul, he was the one 

person who kept visiting us regularly, even 10 years after 

we had moved here (and was still trying to convince us to 

move back). Here he built the fantastic tree house, made 

marionettes, tried out new board games (he made his own) 

as well as playing card games, Scrabble, legos, gilli-danda 

and flying kites. Our daily life in Maloy was enhanced by 

his work, the spice rack and honey pot in the kitchen, the 

cold frame in the garden, the spool rack and shuttles by 

the loom. 

Some people viewed Chuck as a 

John the Baptist figure- with a stark 

critique of our society, consumerism, 

technology and nationalism, but he 

lived with great joy- lots of laughter and 

fun.  He enjoyed every minute of doing 

things and experienced and shared a 

spirituality of creative work because he 

saw the connectedness of things. He 

made us believe we could do extraordi-

nary things by reaching for this connec-

tedness in the everyday things. 

 Chuck was dedicated to communi-

ty, but at times very lonely.  People 

who lived with him spoke of his flex-

ibility, that he valued others’ input, 

bringing them into decision making. 

Chuck was especially gifted and needed 

very little sleep. Still it is hard to im-

agine all he accomplished. Much of 

much of this was done in community- a 

community that always was open to 
Chuck, at right,  constructing a tree house in Maloy with Elijah on the 

roof and Clara peeking out the window 
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welcoming the stranger, one that held each one accounta-

ble. 

In Chuck’s life the more extraordinary projects, and 

peace pilgrimages to Iraq and Israel were framed among 

more common tasks. Not a prophet in the wilderness, he 

helped an elderly neighbor, shoveled snow, went to con-

certs and movies and sang with an a cappela group, “Elvis 

on Velvet.”  Chuck reviewed audio books and his illustra-

tions appeared in many books and magazines. 

10 years ago, on December 21, the sudden end of a 

life so vibrant stunned all Chuck’s wide circle of friends 

and family. In the bitter dark of the year we mourned, we 

gathered, sang and prayed, comforted one another and 

many walked to the flagpole of the Rock Island Arsenal 

Administration building to pray for peace again.  I realized 

we had a great gift in knowing and being influenced by 

Chuck and a responsibility to pass it on.  Our craft retreat 

is an aspect of that. We hope to promote that atmosphere-

of applying our intelligence and skills to the basics of life. 

What are we waiting for to make a here and now that is 

creative and sustaining? We can choose to make not buy, 

recycle rather than consume and we can share an abundant 

life, full of joy. 

I haven’t told the story 

of Chuck’s life, or a single 

Chuck story- though there 

are dozens of great ones. 

Much more will be said, by 

others I hope, and the 

memories kept alive. So 

much thanks to Steve 

Woolford, Lenore Yarger, 

Elizabeth Russell and Clara 

K Terrell for sharing their 

memories and reflections 

with me as I thought about 

Chuck’s influence. Their 

words are here too. 

Drawings with this article 

by Chuck Trapkus 

Craft retreat returns! 
February 17-22, 2011 

 
Again we offer a rich blend of learning, sharing, making 

useful things and celebration. Many of last year’s crafters 

say they felt recharged and refreshed by their craft retreat. 
 

Tentative schedule: 
Thursday: Arrival, organizing, planning and loom set-up 

Friday: basket weaving class, rag preparation and weaving 

Saturday: window quilts, cheese making, candle dipping 

Sunday: Worship, relaxation,, folk dancing and singing. 

Monday: Soap shop field trip, weaving continues. 

Tuesday: Scripture study, clean-up, 
 

Space is limited- please contact Betsy to reserve a spot 

 



 

 

 
Eric Gill 

Shoulder Bags 

Christ always seeks the straw 

of the most desolate cribs to 

make his Bethlehem. It is good 

that somewhere in this world 

there are some who know that 

Christ is born. There were only 

a few shepherds at the first 

Bethlehem, and it is the same 

now. The ox and ass 

understood more of the first 

Christmas than the high 

priests. And it is the same way 

today. 

Thomas Merton 
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                    Rita Corbin 


