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In a world driven by cutting-edge technologies, I’ve managed to retain certain Luddite proclivities even while conceding ground to my iPhone and laptop.

When I get home after a long day of professional beer drinking, I empty my pockets of small change, a smudged Sharpie, and my trusty cigar cutter. Customarily there are various scrawlings on little paper scraps, magazine subscription cards, package store sales receipts, and crusty, beer-soaked coasters.

On a groggy, grumpy weekday morning some months back, a cursory examination of one of these reminders revealed this unintelligibility: “Jahnenollbeerbk.”

After two espressos and some appropriate reflection, the translation finally took shape amid the haze: Yes, of course, it was that pleasant fellow at the pub from New Jersey, asking me questions about the brewery as the empty pints snaked down the bar’s surface like so many glass dominoes waiting to fall and break my liver.

John Holl, right, and the book he was writing with some guy named Nate. Check.

Wait: a book about Indiana beer. Imagine that!

Hailing from Indiana, otherwise known as the Hoosier State, means living as a stereotype. We’re supposed to be basketball-loving, soybean-growing, corn-shucking devotees of the Indianapolis 500, inhabiting flat ground somewhere in the vicinity of Illinois, drinking oceans of ice-cold, low-calorie, light golden lager after putting up hay, or downing boilermakers before shifts at doomed rust belt factories, all of which are both true and false, just like all stereotypes.

Hoosiers may not fully understand the meaning of the word “Hoosier,” but one element of our Indiana experience appears to be stealth, at least as it pertains to beer and brewing. Almost unnoticed, three dozen breweries (and more on the way) have settled into their joyous daily routines in Indiana communities large and small, from Indianapolis to Nashville, and from Fort Wayne to Aurora.

It didn’t seem possible two decades ago, when we’d lash steamer trunks to our hand-cranked, Indiana-made Studebaker and make the long muddy drive from New Albany, through waist-deep potholes and past extensive herds of free-range bison, all the way to Indianapolis, the state capital, eager to experience real beer at Broad Ripple Brewing Company.

It was the state’s very first brewpub, and members of the Brewers of Indiana Guild annually honor founder John Hill’s birthday by thanking him for his admirable prescience, not to mention patience.

We didn’t call it craft beer in those ancient times. We simply called it good beer, and I believe I knew the name, rank, and serial number of every person in the state who shared my preference for it.

At times it was a lonely existence, just me and a few of my closest friends, like Fidel and Che camped in the Sierra Maestra mountains, sifting through the flotsam and jetsam of mass-produced, carbonated alco-pop in search of the stray hop, all the while watching the yokels flee in terror at the mere sight of “the dark stuff.”

Twenty years later, we’re still a minority, but good beer—craft beer—is accepted and available in Indiana as never before. In this book, John and Nate tell you where to find the Hoosier breweries and drink the beer they brew, and also other prime locations for craft and just plain good beer from America and all over the world. Never again will you be obliged to grudgingly accept the paltry selections at that familiar chain restaurant’s bar.

Instead, like the authors themselves, you’ll be meeting the regulars at the Heorot in Muncie, or drinking world-renowned ale at the 3 Floyds taproom in Munster, or while in Evansville, choosing the perfect beer to accompany pizza at Turoni’s. John and Nate cannot magically render you into the most interesting man (or woman) in the world. They do, however, provide complete instructions on how to drink the most interesting beer in Indiana, thus lessening America’s dependence on foreign Dos Equis and immeasurably enhancing the pleasure when the Colts once again defeat the Patriots.

This Hoosier journey in pursuit of better beer is noteworthy because it simultaneously validates Indiana’s historic and cultural nineteenth-century virtues—think of John Wooden, the late iconic basketball legend who grew up in Martinsville—while pointing the way forward to twenty-first-century goals like artisanal integrity, local sourcing, and environmental sustainability. Most small brewers were going back to the future, green and local, before the buzzwords started trending.

Just ask Clay Robinson, Sun King’s advocate of recyclable cans; or Jeff Mease, organic farmer, water buffalo rancher, and owner of Bloomington Brewing Company; or the pioneering Abstons, who are building trellises and growing hops in the hilly knobs that rise above the Ohio River in Floyd County.

My favorite single aspect of being in the brewing business in Indiana, and by extension, the reason why the brewing business is the best business in America, is that all of us are like family.

Greg Emig brewed for John Hill at Broad Ripple Brewing and then moved on to found Lafayette Brewing Company. Chris Johnson brewed for Greg and now is the owner-brewer at People’s Brewing. Ted Miller also brewed for John before leaving to sell and install brewing systems worldwide. Ted returned to Indianapolis to open Brugge Brasserie, and today Kevin Matalucci, Ted’s high school classmate, is two blocks away from Brugge up the Monon Trail, brewing beer for John at Broad Ripple Brewing, as he has done since Ted left.

Indiana craft brewing is community, not competitive. We cooperate, not connive. It’s family. On those mercifully rare occasions when a brewery goes out of business, we lament and console the survivors, while advising and assisting the next wave. It’s a tall order, but we’re working together to put Indiana-brewed beer in the hands of the many Hoosiers who’ve yet to experience it.

In this book, John Holl and Nate Schweber do more than document the Indiana beer and brewing scene. They convey an overall sense of our brewing community and its ethos. John and Nate came to our places, drank our pints (samples just don’t tell the tale), walked the walk, stumbled the stumble, and deciphered the cryptic notes the next morning while searching for Advil in a hotel room on the wrong side of the interstate.

Read, enjoy, and start planning your trip to Indiana. We Hoosiers have the ideal brew waiting, whatever your taste.

—Roger A. Baylor

Publican, New Albanian Brewing Company and
Board Member, Brewers of Indiana Guild
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Ours was a friendship forged in beer. As young reporters in New Jersey we first met in 2005 over pints of Guinness in Jersey City. From there our friendship has taken us around the United States and out of the country. Along the way, we met many interesting people, shared laughs and good times with friends and family and, of course, had our fair share of beer.

As journalists, we’ve written about everything from crime and politics to culture and sports. Writing about beer seemed the next natural step. Sincere thanks go to Kyle Weaver at Stackpole Books, who approved our idea, offered encouragement, and expertly shepherded us through what can be a sometimes frustrating but ultimately rewarding experience.

This book is based on previous guidebooks in the Stackpole series, pioneered by Lew Bryson. Thus far, he has written the definitive beer guides to Pennsylvania, New York, New Jersey, and Virginia, Maryland, and Delaware. Always a gentleman, Lew shared his wisdom with us via email as we crisscrossed around the Hoosier Heartland and gave us hope when this book seemed like it would never be completed. Early on, Lew shared a piece of information that while simple, proved to be invaluable. We hope you will heed it as well: “Drink plenty of water, and never pass up an opportunity to urinate.”

Mark Haynie, Paul Ruschmann, and Maryanne Nasiatka have also written brewery guidebooks for Stackpole and our thanks go to them as well for sharing war stories, tips, and memories. Bryce Eddings, our beer journalist colleague whose Missouri Breweries book should be soon hitting the shelves, was a great resource for sharing ideas as our deadlines came down to the wire. We stood on the shoulders of great writers and editors and are thankful for their support and guidance.

We worked together for the New York Times and owe a tremendous amount of thanks to the reporters and editors who shaped our careers and helped hone our skills: Mary Ann Giordano, Robert D. McFadden, John Harney, Robert Hanley, Michael Wilson, Jim Dwyer, Dan Barry, Patrick Farrell, Anthony Ramirez, and countless others.

We were also privileged to work with a great and inspiring man, Dith Pran, who until his death in 2008 shared his story of survival against the Khmer Rouge during the Cambodian genocide. He never missed an opportunity to inform classrooms, civic groups, or anyone else who would listen about the struggles in his native land. His legacy lives on in all who knew him and heard his story.

Several years ago, we met a Staten Island native who goes by the name of Mark J. Bonamo. A unique and passionate fellow who has more mojo than just about anyone we know, Mark has been a constant source of merriment, YouTube clips, and quirky sayings. His contributions to his book and our lives are immense, and he forever has our respect and thanks.

While in Indiana we relied on the kindness of family, friends, brewers, and native Hoosiers for everything from a comfortable place to sleep to a warm meal and tips on must-see attractions and can’t-miss bars. In particular we thank Kelly and Brian Hage, Jon Murray, John Strauss, Ruth Holladay, Jen Wagner, Vic Ryckaert, Tom Spalding, John Fritze, Kristina Buchthal, Tosha Daugherty, Betsy Perry Paton, Laura Libs, Ted Miller, Roger A. Baylor, Jared Williamson, Ed Needham, Jason Tredo, David and Beth Howard, Jack Frey, Dave Colt, Clay Robinson, Steve Koers, Bob Ostrander, Sylvia Halladay, Kevin Corcoran, and Marie Walsh.

—J.H. and N.S.

Thanks to my father, John, who has always led by example, who taught me the value of the written word, and whose love, encouragement, and wide, welcoming smile has shaped my life and spurred me on these last three decades.

On the family front, I thank my stepmother Carolyn, mother-in-law Teresa Darcy, dear friend Ray Schroth, and my aunts and uncles, who have supported my efforts all my life.

My siblings Tom, Bill, Dan, Amanda, and brother-in-law Todd (a Wisconsin native who would send, on a near daily basis, beer-themed articles from his home state that served as a welcome distraction from everyday work) make life better and continually filled with good conversation and laughs.

My friends Joseph Biland, Joseph Gregov, Erick and Jamie Lawson, John Bonanni, Michael Alfonzo, Nick Mistretta, Michele de Oliveria, Steve and Kathy Sandberg, Levon Putney, Katie Zezima, and Dave Shaw are always good company to share a few pints and long stories with. They make this world a little brighter.

A tip of the hat to the Union County prosecutor, Theodore J. Roman-kow, who was generous with giving me time off from my full-time job to work on this very rewarding project. He is a source of professional encouragement and everyone should be lucky enough to have a boss like him.

Around the time of my twenty-first birthday, my friend Marc Cregan signed me up for a craft beer of the month club. That gift led me to the Gaslight Restaurant and Brewery in South Orange, New Jersey, where I had my first microbrew on draft and where the Soboti family and bartender Jeff Levine have continually supplied me with well-made session beers and hearty food. They helped begin this beer journey, should anyone be looking to cast blame.

There are several publications that continually publish my articles on craft beer and the culture of drinking, and for that I’d like to thank Nick Kaye and Lynn Davis at Beer Connoisseur magazine, Andy Lago-marsino at New Jersey Newsroom, Vince Capano at BeerNexus.com, Tony Forder at the Ale Street News, and Julia Herz at craftbeer.com

Although my part of the book is dedicated to my wife April Darcy, she deserves additional praise. She is my best friend, my muse, and a constant source of happiness. She was incredibly patient during this process but it couldn’t have been accomplished without her.

—J.H.

My infamous 1999 Chevy Cavalier would have been junked and towed long ago were it not for the alchemic mechanical skills and watchful eye of Matt Popola and his extended family at Paddy’s Service Station in Newark.

Enormous thanks to my friend and Midwestern musical comrade Dan McGuinness for lodging and rock ‘n’ roll gigs. Also huge thanks to my cousin Brad Thornton and his bride Courtney Reesor, who put me up for a few days in Kokomo, Indiana, along with their excitable poodle Layla and a bunny rabbit that I was introduced to as Princess Grace, but who now, after an examination by the vet, goes by the name Elvis. Appreciation to my old friend Jonathan Stanley, who I hadn’t seen in fifteen years but put me up for a night and gave me a tour of the church organ he plays in Madison, Indiana.

Thanks to my Nana and Grandad, Mavis and Norman Schweber, for Chicagoland lodging and love. Thanks to my stepfather Bill Innes for Montana brews and camping. Biggest thanks to my Smurfette, Kristen Couchot. Thanks to my family: Phil Schweber, Kay Vinci, Gig Schweber, Carolyn Schweber, Erin Schweber, Andrew Schweber, and Sam Innes.

—N.S.
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Back home again in Indiana,

And it seems that I can see

The gleaming candlelight, still shining bright,

Through the sycamores for me.

The new-mown hay sends all its fragrance

From the fields I used to roam.

When I dream about the moonlight on the Wabash,

Then I long for my Indiana Home

—“(Back Home Again in) Indiana”
by Ballard MacDonald and James F. Hanley

It can be easy to overlook the beer offerings of the Hoosier state, not because Indiana breweries are not producing world-class beers; they are. It’s because Indiana as a state is often overlooked as a whole. Take the national weather map for example. When it comes to that section of the Midwest, Chicago is always clearly marked. Same goes for Cincinnati. The 35,866 square miles between Illinois and Ohio rarely gets the love.

Indiana, however, deserves a closer look, not just because it has given us the likes of David Letterman, Orville Redenbacher, and John Mel len camp, or because of the Colts, the 500, and great college athletics.

No, it deserves a look because of the beer. It is no longer fair to assume that all great American craft beer comes from Vermont, Colorado, or the Pacific Northwest. While we all were busy scooping up the offerings from Stone, Avery, Full Sail, Dogfish Head, and other well-known craft breweries, Indiana brewers were flying under the radar and serving beers that you could only get if you lived inside the borders.

But respect is coming to Indiana beer. At the 2010 World Beer Cup in Chicago, five Indiana breweries—Sun King, Upland, 3 Floyds, Rock Bottom, and Crown Brewing—received honors out of 3,330 entries. You’ll read about those establishments, and many more, in the pages that follow.

History Of Brewing In The United States

History tells us that the Pilgrims, the folks who left England to escape religious persecution, actually landed at Plymouth Rock because they were running low on beer—well, beer and other supplies, plus the Mayflower got pretty banged up in the voyage across the Atlantic. The original plan was to land in Virginia, but they settled in Massachusetts instead. Regardless, beer played an important role in our history.

By the time George Washington was elected president of the new nation, cider was the preferred fermented beverage. Rum was popular as well. There were still imported beers from the Old World that were consumed, mostly ales, but the young country was far from the beer-consuming nation it is today.

In the mid-1840s, as German immigrants began coming to the United States, they brought with them centuries of brewing tradition and knowhow. Breweries began popping up in cities from Philadelphia to Milwaukee. Lager was the clear favorite for brewers to produce and customers to consume. Beer became so popular and demand so great that by 1900 there were roughly two thousand breweries in the country.

Businesses like Best’s Brewing Company of Milwaukee (which would later become Pabst) and Anheuser-Busch of St. Louis grew large while others remained small, and others simply fell by the wayside.

All this drinking, however, upset some folks in the Temperance movement, and in 1920 they were able to push through a plan that resulted in a thirteen-year nightmare called Prohibition. Some brewers were able to stay afloat by selling sodas or near-beer, a low-alcohol alternative that compromised on ingredients and seriously damaged flavors. By the time Prohibition was repealed in 1933, there were few breweries left standing. In fact, by the 1960s, there were only about forty breweries left in the country. Most of these were large and controlled the market. Only a few regional breweries survived. Mostly, however, what was on the shelves and on tap was from the big breweries like Anheuser-Busch, and the beer was watered-down light lager, a far cry from the brewing heyday just seven decades earlier.

Modern-Day Craft

With only a handful of breweries left in the United States, options were slim for someone looking for a beer beyond the pale remains of the once-proud lagers brewed in the East and in the Midwest. One of breweries that had survived was Anchor Brewing of San Francisco, but the books were in nearly as bad shape as the structure itself. Enter Fritz Maytag, of the appliance manufacturing family, who enjoyed the flavorful ales produced by Anchor and used some of his fortune to purchase and rehab the brewery in the 1960s. He brought it back from the brink and turned it into one of the great American craft breweries. Maytag actually held onto the brewery until last year, when he sold it to a group of investors.

But Anchor was already a modest-sized brewery when Maytag took over. It would take a scrappy, determined, and some might say crazy individual to start a brewery from scratch.

That person would wind up being Jack McAuliffe, who launched the New Albion Brewing Company in Sonoma, California, in 1976. What today would seem like an ordinary act of entrepreneurism was revolutionary back then. To open a brewery, like McAuliffe did, with an annual capacity was just 450 barrels a year was unheard of.

Furthermore, the equipment to brew that little amount was extremely hard to come by. So, using his engineering background, McAuliffe got down to work, salvaged old dairy equipment, and welded together the rest to create a working brewery.

The beer was a hit—at least around Sonoma and California’s Bay Area—and people would come long distances to try this new “micro beer.” The demand was there, but ultimately the funding was not. When McAuliffe needed capital to keep the brewery afloat, banks were reluctant to give him a loan. They looked at him, McAuliffe would later recall, like he was from Mars and speaking Martian. So, just five years after opening, McAuliffe was forced to close. His equipment went north to Mendocino Brewing, one of many that would open in New Albion’s wake, and McAuliffe quit the brewing business all together, moving around the country and eventually settling in Texas.

To this day, McAuliffe disclaims himself as a pioneer, dismissing any potential impact his brewery had on the American craft beer movement. But for those who knew him and were inspired by him, his impact was undeniable.

Ken Grossman, who was running a homebrew supply shop in Chico, California, around the time McAuliffe opened New Albion, visited the small brewery and realized that he too could open his own place. Today, Sierra Nevada Brewing Company is the second largest craft brewery in America, according to the Brewer’s Association, a trade group that monitors the craft beer industry. McAuliffe, Grossman, and others who opened in the late 1970s and early 1980s largely had homebrewers to thank. When homebrewing became legal, many who had already been doing it on the down-low tried their hand at going pro. Those who didn’t make the leap supported their local breweries and spurred them on, enhancing the bottom line and bringing new people to the fold. The homebrewers are a fervent lot and they continue to inspire and in many cases become the craft brewers that we know today.

There have been peaks and valleys since McAuliffe first opened his brewery. The mid-1990s saw a glut of breweries open up, some carrying names of animals, various bodily functions, or names that were borderline offensive. These breweries, playing off the public’s newfound interest in craft, were good for a consumer laugh, but the product inside the bottles was lacking and a once-bitten consumer was too shy to go back.

Those that survived generally thrived. This second generation of brewers did things right, correctly marketing their brands and going for extreme beers with high alcohol content and strong hop flavor, playing into a niche of mostly younger beer drinkers who wanted to break away from their parents’ beers. Some examples include Delaware’s Dogfish Head Brewery and Pennsylvania’s Victory Brewing.

Breweries opened and closed, some changed ownership, but things in the craft mostly remained static for a while as people settled into a world with craft beer. Then at the late part of the last decade the industry began to see things ramp up again. A lot of this, strangely enough, can be attributed to the recession. Avid homebrewers, laid off from their weekly nine-to-five jobs, took this as a sign to follow their dreams and open a brewery. Funding, still easier to secure than it was for McAuliffe, has been available, and today it seems there are breweries opening in every town. The Brewer’s Association recently released a figure that indicates the majority of Americans now live within ten miles of a brewery. That’s not tough to imagine when you consider that in the craft arena alone, there are more than sixteen hundred microbreweries and brewpubs in the United States. That’s the highest number since Prohibition ended in 1933.

Indiana, as you will see, has a modest but growing amount. This can only mean good things for thirsty Hoosiers and travelers to the state. But it’s been a long road for Indiana and its breweries. To appreciate where we are today, we must first take a look back.

History of Beer in Indiana

Picture a chart of Indiana’s breweries through the ages like this: Imagine someone—the St. Pauli Girl perhaps—climbing to the top of a waterslide, sliding back down, skimming just above the ground, and then flying back up a ramp.

If it helps, imagine the pool is filled with beer.

The climb starts in 1816, months before Indiana was even a state, when the territory’s first amber waves of grain were transformed into amber beverage.

The slide begins in the late 1800s, courtesy of prohibitionists, when the number of Hoosier beer breweries numbered near ninety. Four decades later, even before the Eighteenth Amendment, there wasn’t a single one brewing beer.

The return came slowly. When the Twenty-First Amendment repealed Prohibition and the Great Depression sandbagged the nation, a few breweries that survived by brewing soft drinks returned to the real stuff. They were then ravaged by the onslaught of the corporate brewery, its refrigerated railcars, and its smothering advertising budget. By 1960, there were only four breweries remaining in Indiana, all of them former family-owned businesses that had sold out to big corporations. Twenty years later, there were just two.

Then the jump. The state’s remarkable beer renaissance began in the early 1990s when the legislature hopped on the burgeoning national microbrewing trend blowing east from the Pacific coast. Indiana legalized brewpubs. The next two decades saw more than fifty breweries blossom, more than Indiana had seen in the past century.

“Indiana has a really interesting brewing history,” says historian Bob Ostrander.

Generous and gray-bearded, Ostrander is a fixture at brewfests and the sage historian of Indianabeer.com. He wrote a manuscript on the subject and was kind enough to talk at length over pints at Barley Island Brewing Company in Indianapolis.

A Quaker named Ezra Boswell was the first Hoosier brewer. Born in England, where he learned to brew, Boswell passed through North Carolina before settling in 1816 in Indiana Territory. Here, he opened a brewery, which he operated until his death in 1831.

By then breweries in the nation’s nineteenth state had sprouted like corn as immigrants from Germany, France, England, Scotland, Ireland, Belgium, and Switzerland flocked to the fruited plain. The New Harmony Brewery was opened in 1818 by the Rappite Colony, religious utopians who considered beer an integral part of a perfect society. It closed in 1825, when another utopian, who felt just the opposite, bought the brewery in order to shut it down.

It foreshadowed things to come.

At first, Indiana’s breweries were impinged only by the rule that they not sell any beer to Native Americans. Some played interesting bit roles in the American story. The Cephas Hawks brewery opened in Waterford in 1850 to attract settlers to buy nearby land. The Hoham/ Klinghammer brewery in Plymouth was used as a station on the Underground Railroad during the Civil War (and again as a speakeasy and bordello during Prohibition). The C. F. Schmidt Brewing Company was opened in 1858 by Peter Lieber, author Kurt Vonnegut’s great-grandfather.

The breweries also cranked out massive amounts of beer. In 1889, the Terre Haute Brewing Company made 30,000 barrels. F. W. Cook made 75,000. Muessel Brewing Company made 100,000. For perspective, 3 Floyds, the largest contemporary brewery in Indiana, made 12,000 barrels in 2009.

In 1875, Indiana counted eighty-six breweries. Then came the fall.

Actually, the state had gone dry for six months in 1855, but the Indiana Supreme Court declared that law unconstitutional. Prohibitionists busybodied themselves at local levels and passed town laws banning taverns. Their efforts took a toll. By 1900, there were forty breweries in the state, less than half of what there were a generation earlier, though the ones that remained still produced massive amounts of beer. In 1915, there were thirty breweries. Then in 1918, when the state passed its second prohibition law, nineteen breweries fell. It was still a full two years before prohibition became a national law.

A few Indy breweries changed their name, slashed their staffs, and held on. Kammus in Mishawaka became Arrow Beverage. South Bend Brewing Association held on as South Bend Beverage and Ice. Centerville in Fort Wayne, which would emerge after Prohibition as Falstaff, became the Centlivre Ice and Cold Production Storage Company.

All of the breweries that remained open changed their product. Many churned out soda pop—grape soda, cream soda, blackberry soda, and root beer. Ostrander notes that many also made brisk sales of malt extract.

“You could just see a sign on the side that said, ‘Do not add four gallons of water, do not boil for ninety minutes, do not add yeast,’” he said. “Of course people took matters into their own hands.”

Wheedling brewers did too. Michael Schrick, who owned the Southern Indiana Ice and Beverage Company in New Albany (formerly the Paul Reising Brewing Company), tried to take advantage of a law that allowed beer to be brewed so long as it wasn’t more than .05 percent alcohol.

“During prohibition, some places were making up to a 3 percent .05 percent beer,” Ostrander said.

Schrick, whose beverage Hop-O was several percent alcohol, was arrested in 1922 for paying a prohibition agent $2,000 to look the other way. A newspaper report claimed that Schrick was planning to pay him $100,000. The Hop-O recipe would be recreated eighty-eight years later by the New Albanian Brewing Company in southern Indiana, giving contemporary consumers a taste of the past.

William J. Norton, of T. M. Norton Brewery in Anderson, also went to prison after federal agents arrested two of his truck drivers in 1923 for planning to drive to Cincinnati with a brew believed to be 5 percent alcohol.

In 1933, Gov. Paul McNutt cracked the state’s “Bone-Dry” law and let 1,027 unlucky bastards out of prison.

Some brewers were just unlucky renaming their products. Zorn Brewery in Michigan City made the soft drink Zoro. Home Brewery in Indianapolis made a similar beverage called Homo.

A handful of breweries that survived Prohibition began brewing beer again. In the decades that followed, corporations bought and consolidated them. The G. Heileman Brewing Company bought remnants of Muessel Brewing Company and the Evansville Brewing Association and ratcheted up production to 1.3 million barrels a year by the time it shuttered in 1972. The Indiana Distilling Company, formerly Terre Haute Brewing Company, boasted the biggest bottling in the country after Prohibition, buoyed by the strength of their marquee brew, Champagne Velvet. But in 1958, an even bigger corporation bought them out and moved the factory to Chicago, where it closed in the 1980s.
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