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INTRODUCTION


When I moved to Indiana more than twenty years ago, my friends and coworkers in Massachusetts usually mentioned their two main impressions about my new home—Larry Bird and the Indy 500.


That was first and foremost what the state of Indiana brought to their minds. It is true that the great Bird (a former Boston Celtic, now the Pacers basketball president) and the world-famous auto race are a big part of what makes Indiana special. But there is so much more. I am still discovering little gems about the place I now call home.


Folks used to joke that Indiana was a “fly-over state”—that there was no reason to stop in Hoosier land. But people didn’t just pass through. The heart of the Heartland, Indiana’s central location, access to transportation, and economic potential meant that a wide variety of people decided to call Indiana home.


The name “Indiana” simply means “land of the Indians.” When the first settlers arrived in the area, a large number of Indians were already here. The majority of Indians living in Indiana belonged to the Miami tribe, part of the Algonquin group of Indians. By the early 1800s, however, Indian tribes had almost completely disappeared from Indiana, dying from wars or European diseases or being forcibly removed to other places.


In 1679 French explorer Robert LaSalle claimed the honor as the first white man to set foot in Indiana. He and his men camped along the south bend of the St. Joseph River. The place later became the city of South Bend.


Traveling from the St. Joseph River down the Kankakee, LaSalle eventually ended up in the Mississippi River, claiming all the land around the Mississippi and its tributaries for France. In honor of French King Louis, LaSalle named the new land Louisiana. At the time, Indiana was part of that new Louisiana.


Many other Europeans, especially of French descent, followed LaSalle into the area he had claimed for France. Trading posts and forts sprang up around Indiana. The first fort, Fort Miami, was built around 1715 along the Maumee River. The city of Fort Wayne is located there now.


In 1732 a very large fort was constructed on the Wabash River and named Fort Vincennes for the French officer in command. Vincennes had an early population of three hundred people, which made it the largest French town in Indiana.


George Rogers Clark played a very important role in the history of Indiana. One of the first pioneer settlers in the state of Kentucky, Clark was concerned that the English couldn’t be driven out of the Ohio Valley. Meeting with Virginia Governor Patrick Henry in 1777, Clark volunteered to lead a secret mission to attack English forts throughout the Ohio Valley.


Raising a small army of about 150 pioneer farmers, Clark headed for Vincennes, helped by French settlers in return for promising freedom of religion for them. In the winter of 1779, Clark and his growing army marched through frozen swamps and marshes to the fort at Vincennes, raising an American flag over it before heading on.


When British commander Henry Hamilton heard about Clark’s victories, he decided to attack the Americans at Vincennes. Hamilton took the fort without firing a shot. Knowing that he didn’t have the men to fight Hamilton in a regular military battle, Clark decided to make a surprise attack. In February of 1779, Clark and about 180 men began a slow, torturous march toward Vincennes. In the depths of winter, the land was frozen and much of it was flooded. Clark’s men had to sleep in the shallowest pools of water they could find.


About twenty miles outside Vincennes, the water became waist high. Unable to hunt for food or to build a fire to cook it, the men trudged on, becoming weaker by the hour. Before long, the freezing water was chin high. To motivate his men, Clark plunged ahead, reportedly singing “Yankee Doodle.” At last, the ragtag frozen group was two miles from Vincennes. The English inside the fort began firing on Clark and his men. But Clark’s men were excellent riflemen and hunters and began to pick off the English soldiers.


Seeing his losses, Henry Hamilton surrendered to Clark. The capture of Fort Sackville at Vincennes gave the Americans control of the Ohio Valley. When the American Revolution ended in 1783, the United States gained all the land west of the Appalachian Mountains. Indiana became the nineteenth state in the Union on December 11, 1816.


Indiana is blessed with historians, historical societies, museums, and attractions that preserve the state’s interesting history. Even the smallest towns seem to have groups of people and cubbyhole museums carefully collecting local stories. The twenty-five tales in this book are only a tiny fraction of the fascinating saga of Indiana.


I would especially like to thank the state historians, tourism officials, and other folks who helped me research this book. Gratitude to my Globe Pequot editor, Meredith Rufino, for believing that Indiana is filled with wonderful stories, and to my project editor, Greg Hyman, for his keen attention to detail.


We Hoosiers are friendly people, and we like to share our history and home with others. So many other stories still wait to be told. It’s an honor that you have chosen this book as your companion in discovering more about Indiana. I sincerely hope it helps steer your steps into making your Hoosier historical experience a rewarding and memorable one.




CAVE SAVES SQUIRE BOONE’S LIFE


1790


Indians were hot on his heels when Squire Boone remembered a cave he and his older brother had discovered years earlier. Grabbing a stout hanging vine, Boone swung into the cave near present-day Mauckport, Indiana. Covering the entrance with branches, Boone prayed earnestly that he would not be found.


He wasn’t.


Indians stomped around above the cave but evidently did not know it was there or that Boone was hidden right below their feet. Beginning that day in 1790, Boone believed the cave was Holy Ground. And he vowed to bring his family there someday. Boone also chose the small cave for his final resting place. Through a series of lucky events and perseverance, that is where the famed frontiersman is buried today


It’s a weird feeling to come upon the simple walnut coffin and tombstone in the cave that now bears Squire Boone’s name. The story of how Boone’s remains came to be found there might be even stranger.


It all started several centuries ago. Squire Boone Sr. came to Pennsylvania from England. He and his wife, Sarah, became the parents of eleven children. The sixth child, born in 1734, was Daniel Boone—one of America’s most famous pioneer adventurers. Ten years later, Squire Boone Jr. was born. Though a decade apart in age, the two brothers were almost inseparable.


Of the first eight white men who dared to enter “the dark and bloody ground,” as Kentucky was known in the early 1770s, only two returned alive—Daniel and Squire Boone. Squire helped clear the Wilderness Road and in his later years was honored by Congress for his service during the Revolutionary War.


Squire fought in many hand-to-hand battles, including the Battle of Fort Boonesboro. He was wounded eleven times, taking him to death’s door on several occasions. A skilled gunsmith, Squire crafted Daniel’s famous “Tick Licker” rifle as a gift. That’s one reason, it is said, that Daniel was such a great shot. The gun Squire had made him was built so carefully that the aim was true and helped Daniel fire more accurately.


In 1787 the brothers were exploring an area near what is now southern Indiana. Climbing a hillside, they saw a spring gushing torrents of water. Searching for the water source, the two discovered a cave entrance.


Crawling in, the Boones gazed in the flickering glow of their torches at a subterranean wonderland. Veteran cave explorers, they were nonetheless enthralled.


This cave would one day save Squire Boone’s life.


After his 1790 close encounter with the Indians, Squire would often return to the cave to pray, meditate, and carve designs and verses of gratitude.


In 1804 Squire moved his wife, daughter, and four sons to the area, where they built a village and a gristmill. Squire spent the last eleven years of his life here—the longest he ever stayed in one place.


As his death neared—Squire suffered from dropsy, otherwise known as heart failure—he began constructing his own coffin from walnut trees growing near the cave.


On his deathbed, he asked his sons to bury him in the cave where the Lord had spared his life. On August 15, 1815, Squire’s four sons fulfilled their father’s final request. Squire was buried in his beloved cave, with a boulder sealing the entrance.


More than 150 years passed. The walnut coffin rotted. Squire’s bones rested on the cave’s floor and were gradually covered by years of silt. Squire had become famous by the time of his death, and people would steal pieces of his coffin as relics. But Squire’s remains were still in the cave, hidden by the sands of time.


In 1973, the large cave behind the waterfall was named Squire Boone Caverns and opened to the public. Modern conveniences such as concrete walkways, handrails, and indirect lighting were installed. The project was immense and slow moving since everything had to be carried into the cave.


Thousands of visitors came to visit the cave. Like the Boones, they were thrilled by the roaring underground streams and waterfalls, the dazzling cave formations, and the massive pillars of stone.


The first year the cave was open, a visitor mentioned to the guides that he had visited the burial cave as a child. He recalled seeing the coffin and the cave carvings.


Two of the guides, brothers Rick and Allen Conway, decided to find the carvings by digging out the silt and debris that had filled up the burial section of the cave. Instead, in the summer of 1974, they found Squire himself.


First, the brothers uncovered small bones, then larger ones. And finally a skull.


Experts determined the bones, marked with old injuries—such as a tomahawk hole in the skull and a shorter right arm from a break that never mended correctly—did indeed belong to Squire Boone.


A new walnut coffin was created, and a Boone family descendant knitted a shroud for the bones. Squire Boone’s remains were placed in the coffin, the lid was sealed with wax, and the coffin was carried deep into Squire Boone Caverns.


It now rests in front of several long benches where tour visitors like to stop to listen to Squire’s story and pay their respects. Although most folks have heard of Daniel Boone, his brother’s name is not as well known. But Squire Boone’s life was equally exciting as his brother’s, as a visit to Squire Boone Caverns can reveal.


Along with the caverns, an operating gristmill has been rebuilt on the original foundation used by Squire Boone. The eighteen-foot wheel is powered by waters flowing by the caverns. Inside the mill are the foundation stones, on which Squire carved the inscription:


MY GOD MY LIFE HATH MUCH BEFRIENDED, I’LL PRAISE HIM TIL MY DAYS ARE ENDED.




BATTLE OF TIPPECANOE


1811


On a bitterly cold rainy night, Indian warriors slowly and silently crawled on their stomachs toward the campsite. Soldiers were asleep, but an alert sentry saw the Indians in their black war paint and fired a warning shot before he was killed.


For the next two hours, the bloody fighting raged. The Indians’ orders were to kill Commander William Henry Harrison and his senior officers. It would be an easy task, the warriors believed, because they were protected by their mighty leader—the Prophet.


After all, hadn’t the Prophet told his followers that he had the power to cheat death both in life and on the battlefield? He would make the white man’s bullets as harmless as rain. He would magnify the strength of the warriors into invincible supermen.


All this the Prophet promised. Urging his followers on, the Prophet stood on a nearby hill, a safe distance from the fighting. His battle cries spurred them on, but nothing could protect the out-numbered and out-weaponed Indians. Dashing point-blank into the enemy guns, the Indians stood little chance.


Fighting alongside his men, Harrison was the victor. Years later, Harrison bragged “the Indians had never sustained so severe a defeat since their acquaintance with the white people.”


How did it come to this? What brought about the slaughter on November 7, 1811, in the town now known as Battle Ground, Indiana?


It might have begun when the Shawnee baby known as Tecumseh was born March 9, 1768, in the village of Piqua, Ohio. The night of his birth, a fiery meteor streaked across the sky, signaling that this child was destined for greatness. According to tradition, the newborn was named Tecumseh, “Panther Passing Across,” because of the brilliant meteor that traveled across the sky.


Even as a child, Tecumseh was a leader. Skilled with weapons as well as words, Tecumseh was an intelligent young man respected by those far older. His younger brother, Lalawethika, or “The Noisemaker,” however, was just the opposite. Born in 1775, Lalawethika was clumsy, ill-tempered, boastful, and unpleasant to be around. The loss of his right eye made Lalawethika even more difficult.


Though stories about the eye loss are conflicting, one says that it happened when Lalawethika was about eleven and out with some other boys learning to hunt. Although the other boys ducked when an errant arrow came their way, Lalawethika didn’t. Another story says that Lalawethika himself put out his eye by carelessly trying to kill a turkey when he was drunk, turning the bow backward so the arrow flew right into his eye.


Lalawethika was soon considered useless while his older brother was quickly becoming a rising star. Increasingly lazy, Lalawethika developed a taste for the white man’s whiskey and became a burden to his family and tribe. Then one day, Lalawethika fell into a drunken stupor. When he couldn’t be roused, many thought the drunkard was dead. Instead, Lalawethika roused and proclaimed that he had been gifted with a vision—that Indians should forsake the white man’s way and return to the proud heritage of their ancestors.


That vision fit perfectly with Tecumseh’s goals. With his new name of Tenskwatawa, meaning “Open Door” because he would be the open door through which the Great Spirit spoke, Tecumseh’s brother suddenly became a man of power and respect—the Prophet. Although Tecumseh remained wary of his younger brother, the two worked together to unite Indian tribes, regain tribal land, and renounce former treaties that had cost them their homes.


As their base, the two brothers chose to build a new settlement on the high ground along the Tippecanoe River, near what is today Lafayette, Indiana. Called Tippecanoe by some and Prophetstown by others, the village had many cabins, plus a large lodge for visitors, a medicine lodge for the Prophet, and a huge council house.


At the same time that Tecumseh was trying to unite his people, William Henry Harrison was working to make Indiana a state. Appointed governor of the territory, Harrison knew that President Thomas Jefferson wanted land for Americans, and Harrison’s goal was to convince the Indian nations to turn over about three million acres of land.


Using trinkets and presents, Harrison persuaded Indian chiefs to agree to new treaties and relinquish their land. But Harrison knew that Tecumseh and the Prophet stood in the way of his ultimate quest. Hoping to discredit the Prophet, Harrison asked him for a sign, proof that he had been sent by God. Maybe, Harrison suggested, the great Prophet could make the sun stand still.


Harrison’s trap backfired, however. His words set the stage to have the Prophet be recognized as even more of a holy man. Replying to Harrison’s letter in 1806, the Prophet said that all doubters should assemble on the morning of April 16 to watch him make the sun stand still.


How incredible, the Prophet’s enemies thought. This folly would surely be his downfall. No man could stop the path of the sun. But shortly before noon on April 16, 1806, an eclipse of the sun took place—just after the Prophet had pointed to the heavens.


The astonished crowd was terrified. It was said that chickens roosted for the night and nocturnal animals crawled forth from their hiding places. For almost seven minutes, it was pitch black. Then the Prophet’s voice boomed out, asking the Great Spirit to remove his hand from the face of the sun and let the earth be bright again. Sure enough, the eclipse ended. News of the Prophet’s miracle soon spread, and Harrison knew he was in more trouble than ever.


How did the Prophet do such an astounding deed? Astronomers knew that the moon would pass directly between the sun and the Earth on that day, that the eclipse would block out the sun’s rays and turn day into night. Some say that the Prophet heard about the eclipse. Others think that Tecumseh did and shared his knowledge with his brother. Whatever the reason, the feat elevated the Prophet even more in the eyes of the Indians.


Early in August 1811, Tecumseh set off with some of his warriors on a six-month journey to recruit more tribes to his alliance. Before leaving, he gave strict orders to his brother that the Prophet and their people in Prophetstown should do nothing to anger Harrison. The time was not right for a confrontation with Harrison, and Tecumseh made the Prophet promise that he would do nothing that could be construed as a threat to the white man.


At the same time, President Madison was warning Harrison not to force the hand of the Indians. Of course, the Prophet didn’t keep his promise. And neither did Harrison.


Finding out that Tecumseh had headed south, Harrison made his move. With more than a thousand soldiers, Harrison marched toward Prophetstown and built a stockade not far from the Indian town. Then he headed into Prophetstown with the goal of wiping out the Indian capital and getting rid of the Prophet to stop Tecumseh’s goal of a united Indian nation.


Hearing that Harrison and his troops were on their way, the Prophet sent out a white flag of truce, asking Harrison to meet with him the next day to seek a peaceful agreement. Accepting the truce, Harrison set up camp.


However, the Prophet broke his word to his brother and to Harrison. In the dead of night, the Prophet dispatched his warriors to kill the white men. No harm would come to the Indians, the Prophet promised his fighters. It was a slaughter.


When the Indians finally figured out that the Prophet had no powers and that the dead were piling up, the remaining warriors took off. So did the Prophet. Back in Prophetstown, the angry tribesmen threatened to kill the Prophet. He, in turn, said he would make stronger medicine to protect them if they would just regroup and fight the soldiers again. Instead, the remaining Indians left Prophetstown in disgust.


When no new assault was carried out, Harrison marched his troops to Prophetstown and burned the recently deserted place to the ground. Bragging that the Battle of Tippecanoe was a major triumph for the United States, Harrison was now a national hero, proudly nicknamed “Tippecanoe.” He would ride that reputation straight to the White House with his vice presidential running mate John Tyler, using the slogan “Tippecanoe and Tyler Too.”


When Tecumseh returned home and saw Prophetstown and all his work in ashes, he was furious, stripping the Prophet of any leadership powers. Tecumseh fought on and tried to unite his people before being killed at the Battle of the Thames on October 5, 1813. Tecumseh’s body was never found, but legend says it was carried off by his warriors and buried in a secret place. The Prophet died in 1836 at a reservation in Kansas City, virtually a forgotten man.
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