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Dates to Remember
November 3, 2020 – Election Day
November 11, 2020 – Veterans Day
November 24, 2020 - Executive Board Meeting
Call for location
November 26, 2020 - Thanksgiving Day
December 7, 2020 - 79th Anniversary Pearl Harbor
December 22, 2020 - Executive Board Meeting
Call for location
November and December - Please feel confident even
though we are closed to walk in patrons, if you have or
want aid with a research question, we are more than
willing to help with your request.

President’s Message
Dear Members and Friends of LCHGS,
Here it is November and the end of the year. As I
explained in the last newsletter, we did not have our
Annual Meeting and elections for the 2021 Executive
Board because we are not open to patrons or large
gatherings. This election will happen sometime in
2021. We cannot predict the future, and we want the
people that volunteer and the people that visit our
facility to be safe.
First, I would like to give a huge shout out to Jim
Grot from Grot Imaging. He along with Jim Higby
spent some time photo imaging some maps that were
too large to be scanned. He did all this as a donation,
and we are very grateful for that.
We have been conducting somewhat of a loose
schedule at the center. We do get requests for
research, and they are worked on in a timely matter by
volunteers that come in and work independently. We
are also working on the digital project, which is
transferring microfilm to OCR (optical character
recognition) files. And there are volunteers that are
still working on projects at home.
The scanning of the microfilm goes quickly, but
after it is scanned, it must be processed into a
searchable format. Gary Michel has been the lead on
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this project and has been doing most of the work on it
during the shutdown.
After the microfilm is all scanned, we can relax a
little knowing that it is backed up on our servers, both
in-house and offsite.
We also have digitized copies of most of the
histories, and we are working diligently on the
photographs. Deanne Hoy is still working on that end
of our digital preservation.
There is a large amount of Lee County history in
the file cabinets that we affectionately call "Stella
Grobe's A to Z files," that should and will be digitized
in the future. To add to this digital project, we have
many genealogical studies located on both floors of our
library. The work is never done at 113 S. Hennepin
Ave.
Financially, we are holding on, but to look at our
budget we are in the negative every year. Our research
projects bring in some funds but not enough to cover
all our expenses, and we do not wish to raise the price
of membership dues. Of course, the Society always
welcomes cash donations, which help us remain
solvent while we weather these hard times. Please
consider this when renewing your membership.
Applications for individual and household
memberships are attached to this newsletter. Please
note that there is a $7.00 charge to cover printing and
mailing costs if you wish to receive our newsletters via
postal mail.
Please stay safe and healthy.

Sincerely,
Jan Conkrite
President LCHGS
Society Officers
President:
Vice President:
Recording Secretary:
Treasurer:
Corresponding Secretary:
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Jan Conkrite
John Virnich
Diane Schoaf
Rena Burgess
Donna Misner

The article below is reprinted without being
edited in any way. It reflects the values and
attitudes prevalent in its day.

Saukenuk.
By Mrs. Julia Mills Dunn.
To the student there is no state in the Union that can
offer so interesting and so romantic a history as the
State of Illinois.
The story of those old days when France controlled
the whole northwest and her Jesuit missionaries
explored the Mississippi from its source to the Gulf in
their frail canoes, reads like a romance.
The true courage and unselfish heroism of these
Jesuits is without a paralel in the history of the world.
American soldiers have not lacked courage. Read the
records of Bunker Hill, Valley Forge, Trenton,
Gettysburg, Chickamauga, Lookout Mountain, and see
what they dared, what they endured, what gallant men
may do. But it is easy to fight in defense of home, it was
no hardship to cross the Delaware amid blocks of
floating ice, inspired by the leadership of a Washington,
to charge the heights of Lookout Mountain with the flag
above them and the cheers of admiring comrades to
sustain them in the struggle for glory.
But to penetrate
at night the swamps,
bayous, and trackless
forests, with all the
chances in favor of
ignominious and
cruel death, with no
hope of fame, or
wealth, or what the
world calls success,
with only the silent
stars to watch and
the thought of God
for companionshipthis is true courage.
History has seldom
done justice to their
memory.
And I
have
Blackhawk
sometimes thought
that the greatest wrong a conquering nation can commit,
is to write its own history. Wars of conquest call for
justification, and it is easy to defend our own wrong
doing by representing our enemies as worse than
ourselves.
Reading the history of our dealings with the native
races of this continent, the student is forced to conclude
that not all the broken compacts, treachery and bad faith
© Lee County Historical and Genealogical Society

were on the part of the red men.
Among the strong characters that have become
historic in the annals of the early settlement of Illinois,
that of Blackhawk, the famous chief of the Sauk, or Sac
Indians, stands pre·eminent. All historians, as well as his
contemporaries, agree that he was a man of great mind,
wonderful energy and unsurpassed courage. Men who
knew him say that he was truthful – for a politician –
temperate, patriotic toward his tribe, and faithful to his
wife to whom he was devoted for more than 40 years, a
man of great personal dignity and fine appearance.
Blackhawk’s “virtues are the results of
generations of training.”
Within a few weeks I have heard testimony from two
descendants of pioneers who were intimately acquainted
with Blackhawk, one a granddaughter of John Dixon of
Dixon, the other a daughter of Judge Spencer of Rock
Island. and both agree as to the ordinary estimate of the
character of Blackhawk.
One of these ladies added that he was, undoubtedly,
a "fine man for an Indian."
From this remark only two deductions can be
logically drawn. One, that according to the lofty standard
of Indian morals, the virtues of temperance, truthfulness,
honesty, courage, patriotism, were mere trifles; the other
however fine a character a man possesses, it is not fine
unless he is descend, from a given race, and these virtues
are the results of generations of training.
The united possessions of the Sauk, or Sac and Fox,
Indians included the whole of the state of Iowa, and on
this side of the Mississippi river the lands lying along the
Illinois river, from its mouth as far as Peoria, then north
to the Wisconsin river, about 70 or 80 miles from its
mouth, down the Wisconsin to the Mississippi, and
thence to the Illinois.
They had several villages in Rock Island county, but
the largest was known as Saukenuk, on the Sinnissippi or
Rock river, about three miles and a half from where it
empties into the Mississippi, near where the village of
Milan now stands.
The date of the settlement at Saukenuk has never
been definitely ascertained. Blackhawk himself said that
his people had occupied these lands more than 100 years
when they were dispossessed by the whites, in 1831.
The location of Saukenuk was an ideal one. The
Sinnissippi, rich in story and tradition, here flows through
a valley whose fertility is unequalled. As one looks over
the farms that now stretch away in the distance, a more
beautiful pastoral scene can not be found in the State.
The prairie uplands, clothed with fields of waving
grain in blended shades of green, give a diversified color
to the landscape. Clumps of stately elms are dotted along
the banks of the willow fringed river that glitters here and
there through the trees in mirror like brightness. Close to
the site of ancient Saukenuk the shore rises into a bold
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Territory for which the Black Hawk War was Fought

promontory, more than 200 feet high, called
B1ackhawk's Watch Tower.
Those who give the Indians credit for being savages
but little above the beasts of prey, say that from this
lofty eminence that overlooked the village, Blackhawk
used to sit and watch for his foes.
But those who knew him best, say that he was a
lover of natural scenery, and that it is more probable that
he came here for peaceful purposes. He himself, in his
autobiography, says; "The tower was a favorite resort,
and I often went there alone, where I could sit and
smoke my pipe and look with wonder and pleasure at the
grand scenes before me."
A Town of Permanent Dwellings
Saukenuk has been called a village, but perhaps a
better idea could be conveyed by the word city, for it
once numbered by actual count, 11,000 active,
industrious. energetic, intelligent people. Like the towns
built by the white men. it was regularly laid out into lots,
blocks, streets and alleys. It had two public squares, and
like the old villages and cities we see everywhere in
Europe today, it was walled for protection, not like
them, with stone, but fortified with brush palisades, with
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gates for entrances.
Saukenuk, according to local historians, was not a
mere aggregation of huts and wigwams, but a town of
permanent dwellings. The houses were large, bark
covered, long buildings, from 30 to 100 feet in length,
and from 16 to 40 feet in width. They were built for and
occupied by several families, or rather several
generations of one family, grandparents with their sons
and daughters and grandchildren with all the husbands
and wives.
Hodensate
These houses were built to face the street or public
square, at a uniform distance from the street, and equal
distances apart. They were of poles wrought into frames.
and covered with long strips of bark, generally taken from
elm trees. They had arbor-shaped roofs, and numbered
about 700. From this it will be seen that the Sauks and
Foxes belonged to the class known as "village Indians."
They called their buildings hodensate, meaning that they
were permanent, while the word wigwam, or tepee, is
equally descriptive of a hunting, or nomadic people, and
is understood to mean temporary abode. For their winter
residences they used wigwams because they were small
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Indian Trails Centering at Black Hawk’s Village

and could be warmed by building a fire in the centre, the
smoke escaping through a hole in the roof. Where the
two public squares intersected stood their council house
which was of immense size without any partition.
It was used by the chiefs and men in authority for
the secret consideration and discussion of all matters
pertaining to the tribe. When not in use for this it was
used by the young people for a gymnasium and dancing
hall. But it was on the public square that all the people
met on all great occasions, where their mass meetings
were held.
Judge Spencer of Rock Island published before his
death a little book entitled "Reminiscences of Pioneer
Life in the Mississippi Valley." He had settled near
Saukenuk and lived about a quarter of a mile from
Blackhawk.
His book gives some interesting accounts of life at
Saukenuk. He tells us that the Indians were governed by
two sets of men, peace chiefs and war chiefs,
corresponding to our civil and military departments. The
duties of the peace chiefs were to settle all disputes and
differences between their own and other tribes, and
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between the whites and themselves. The war chiefs never
interfered in the affairs of the village, and it is to be
presumed never criticized the verdict of an investigating
committee.
In times of trouble the two consulted, and there was
always harmony. Neither the political nor military rulers
belonged to the laboring~ class, it was the duty of the one
to make the laws, and of the other to kill people, and each
attended strictly to his own business.
Manual toil could add nothing to the glory of either,
and the task of cultivating the squashes, corn, beans and
melons was left to the old men, boys and women.
Like the fashionable folk of today, the people of
Saukenuk considered it a necessity to go away from home
for a part of the year, and about the middle of September
a general exodus took place for their western hunting
grounds, from which they did not return until the middle
of April.
They all left on the same day, almost the same hour.
In order to do this, a man with a strong voice was
appointed to go through the village a few days before,
proclaiming the day and hour of departure.
In starting, they went down the Mississippi, taking all

Page 4 of 8

their canoes, about 200, and from 500 to 700 horses. It
was always arranged that the two tribes should take
separate hunting territory, so as not to interfere with
each other. The Sauks took middle and southern Iowa,
while the Foxes went to the north part. After the fall
hunt, they went into winter quarters at some appointed
rendezvous, which they frequently fortified as a
protection against the Sioux, and here they staid until
after the spring sugar making, when they returned to
Saukenuk.
The appointed leader of the return trip would permit
no straggling. They were told in the morning where they
would camp at night. They kept their horses and canoes
as close together as possible, and would arrive in camp
at nearly the same hour, after a day's march.
With all the impedimenta, progress was necessarily
slow, and they often did not march more than ten miles
a day. They brought home with them dried meat and
maple sugar, having disposed of the hides and furs they
had taken by selling them to some Indian trader before
starting home.
Before leaving Saukenuk in the fall, they buried
their vegetables, squashes, beans, and dried corn, and
their first task, on returning, was to inspect the places
where their stores had been hidden, to get the vegetable
food, of which they had been deprived for so many
months.
The dried corn had been prepared by boiling it while
green, cutting it from the cob, and then drying it in the
sun. It made a palatable dish, of which they were very
fond. To hide these stores where they could not be
found, they selected a dry spot where there was
bluegrass sod. They then cut away a circular piece of
sod the size of a man's body. This was carefully laid
aside, and a hole dug, enlarging it as they went down to
a depth. of 5 or 6 feet. It was made large enough to hold
the beans, squashes, dried corn, and sometimes crab
apples, sufficient for one family. The hole was lined on
the inside with strips of bark, and in sacks made from
woven flags and grasses, or skins they had tanned, they
put the vegetable provisions for their next summer's use.
The sacks were then covered with layers of bark the
surplus dirt removed, so as to destroy all traces of
digging, and the sod carefully replaced.
Well they knew that as soon as they were gone the
Winnebagoes or some other tribe would be there
searching for these hidden delicacies. They would
sometimes dig these holes in the center of the wigwam,
where they made their fire, and after the hole was filled
they would build a fresh fire over the spot, to hide all
traces. But the Winnebagoes and other thieving tribes
would thrust their sharp muskrat spears into the ground,
and sometimes discover them, however cunningly
concealed.
When a family had been robbed in this way during
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their absence, some of the young men of Saukenuk would
go around the village and collect a small portion from
each family to make up the loss.
This thieving never seemed to make trouble between
the tribes. It seems to have been regarded as a sort of
game, where the prizes were captured, not awarded. The
annual buffalo hunt took place in summer, the hunters
leaving home in July. This took them into the far western
country where it was probable they would meet the fierce
and warlike Sioux who were their bitter enemies.
Elaborate preparations were necessary for an event of
so much importance, and each man carried a gun, a bow
and a large bundle of arrows. They often waged fierce
battles with the cruel Sioux, and besides the dried meat
and tallow they brought home, they also brought the
scalps they had taken from their enemies.
If any of their number had fallen in battle, there was
no rejoicing out of deference to the feelings of the
bereaved relatives, but they blacked their faces, instead of
wearing black clothes, and mourned in silence for a
specified time.
If they had been victorious and suffered no loss of
life, there was a season of great rejoicing and dancing
that lasted for days. There was no intoxicating liquor
used in Saukenuk. Blackhawk would not allow it and
forbade the Indian agents to sell it to his people. When
this request was disregarded, and some of his young men
had been induced to drink, he anticipated the methods
pursued by a modern temperance enthusiast, went to the
agency, rolled the whisky barrels out of doors and broke
in the barrel heads with a tomahawk.
The people of Saukenuk were quite ceremonious and
did not like to have their code of etiquette infringed upon.
The grandmother of an acquaintance of mine was once
surprised by a visit from Blackhawk and three other
chiefs who had several hundred warriors with them.
As her husband was a friend of Blackhawk's she felt
no fear, but thought it wise to offer them some
refreshment.
Blackhawk with great dignity declined the invitation
for his band, but intimated that he and the other chiefs
would like to eat at a table as the white braves did.
She cooked them a fine dinner and sat with them at
the table. Blackhawk, in thanking her for hospitality, took
occasion to compliment her on her fine courtesy in sitting
at the table with her guests instead of waiting on them.
When a white man was a guest of the Indians no offence
was taken if he declined to partake of any dish he did not
like, but once helped it was a breach of etiquette to leave
anything. He could, however, hire some Indian to eat it
for him. This was considered good form, and furnished an
easy way out of many a difficulty.
The people of Saukenuk were honest. After trading
posts were established, they were often induced to buy
much more than they could afford, but the agents said
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that, though the debts were many, they never lost a
dollar from Blackhawk nor any of his tribe.
Like some of our highly educated and cultured
United States Senators from beyond the Rocky
mountains, some of the people of Saukenuk believed in
and practiced polygamy, but Blackhawk never had but
one wife.
A Young Couple Fell Deeply in Love.
They had many poetic legends that they used to tell
around their wigwam fires when the severity of the
weather precluded outdoor sports.
One of these was that a young Sioux, lost on the
prairie in a snow storm, found himself at Saukenuk, and
asked hospitality. Although he was their enemy, he was
safe as a guest, and was warmed and fed in the wigwam
of a chief who had a daughter called Dark Eyes.
The young couple fell
deeply in love, and it was
arranged that when he
returned the following
summer she would go as his
bride to the far western
country and live in his lodge among his kindred. When
the corn was just ready to show its tassels the next June,
the young Indian maiden, at work with her mother in the
cornfield, heard the whistle of an oriole that had been
agreed upon as a signal, and returning to her home, took
her blanket and joined her waiting lover.
But, alas! Her two brothers had also heard the
signal, witnessed the meeting of the two, and pursued
the fleet footed Dark Eyes and her Sioux lover. The
fleeing couple, hard pressed, took refuge in a cave under
Blackhawk's tower. A furious rainstorm was coming up,
a bolt of lightning rent the cliff, and the faithful lovers
were buried beneath the ruins.
Since then, on summer nights, the whistle of an
oriole can sometimes be heard, and Dark Eyes and her
lover come forth and wander about the familiar places.
Another legend is that a wandering French violinist
once came to Saukenuk. and was entertaining the people
who had gathered at the top
of Blackhawk's tower with
the music of his violin – a
recital, we call it in modern
phrase. His back was turned
toward the brow of the cliff,
and becoming enthusiastic
with his own music, he
stepped backward over the
edge, and was dashed to
death below.
With the annual recurrence of the time of the
tragedy, the Indians said that the soft strains of a violin
could be heard floating on the summer air.
Two or three miles from Saukenuk, just above the
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point where the Sinnissippi joins the Father of Waters, is
an island in the Mississippi, nearly three miles long and
three-quarters of a mile wide, comprising about 1,000
acres. This was a favorite pleasure resort for the young
people of Saukenuk, where they went to gather
strawberries, blackberries and nuts that grew plentifully
here in the season. It was a favorite fishing resort also,
and here they loved to gather and indulge in their simple
amusements, dashing through the rapids in their light
canoes, and enjoying other pastimes.
One spot on this island was sacred ground, and they
never approached it save with hushed tread and subdued
voices. This was at the lower end of the island, where the
rock which forms the bed of the island, and from which
it receives its name, rises in an almost perpendicular wall
many feet in height. Directly under it is a cave, where
they believed a good spirit lived, the guardian of their
tribe.

Like the seers of modern times, many of them had
seen spirits, and this one was in the form of a swan, only
ten times larger, and pure white, as orthodox spirits are
supposed to be.
On this spot Fort Armstrong was built, in 1816, and
abandoned in 1836. In 1831, the soldiers of General
Gaines burned to the ground the homes of Blackhawk and
his people, under circumstances with which we are all
familiar, and which limited time will not permit me to
rehearse.
Saukenuk is no more. Over her fields, where once a
thousand acres of corn waved its tassels in the summer
wind, the trolley cars of the Tri-City railway now speed
along on tracks of shining steel.
Blackhawk Inn, a summer hotel, crowns the summit
of the hill that overlooked the ancient village of
Saukenuk, on the very spot where the chief of a great
nation used to sit and feast his eyes on the beauty of the
scene. For 20 miles he could see the fertile fields of his
fathers and trace for miles the course of the Sinnissippi as
it wound in and out, a silvery thread of light.
On the island where his young people used to
wander, the whirr of wheels and the clang of machinery
are heard, and in the long rows of stone buildings are
made and stored the equipments of war in one of the
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largest arsenals in the world.
Over the cave where the good spirit lived the
Daughters of the American Revolution of Rock Island
placed, only a few weeks ago, a monument to mark the
site of old Fort Armstrong.
It stands where two great transcontinental lines of
traffic and travel cross each other – the majestic
Mississippi on its way to the southern gulf and the great
line of railway that, connecting with the lines of the
Atlantic seaboard, cleaves its way through the Rocky
mountains. to seek the waters of the Pacific.
The spot is made memorable, also, from its historic
association with many names famous in the history of
our country – Zebulon Montgomery Pike, whose
monument rises above tho clouds in the lonely peak that
bears his name, Robert E. Lee, Winfield Scott, Zachary
Taylor and Abraham Lincoln, backwoodsman, pioneer,
country lawyer, politician, statesman, President, martyr,
greatest of all the great men that Illinois has given to her
country. The view from this point is one of surpassing
beauty. I spent part of last year in Europe. We saw the
scenery of the Rhine, the blue lakes and snowy peaks of
Switzerland, the lagoons of Venice, the green lanes and
beautiful lake district of England, and admired the
grandeur of the Highland Trossachs; but when, after my
return, I saw it again, with the memory of what I had
seen in the old world fresh in my mind, it was beautiful
still. Not even the destroying hand of improvement had
eradicated the charm that once made it so dear to
Blackhawk and the people of ancient Saukenuk.
Source: JISHS, Trans, Vol. 7 p132

The Watch Tower in the French and
Indian War—1760-61
Sauk and Fox Indians took part—on the winning
side—in Braddock's defeat, and were found marching
with a horde of Indians of other tribes under the French
general, Montcalm, in the campaign down Lakes
Champlain and George.
In the winter of 1760-61 there were entertained at
the village at the Watch Tower the last of the French
soldiers to serve in the old northwest.
They were under the command of Louis Lienard,
Sieur de Beaujeu Villemonde, a brother of the hero of
Braddock's defeat, and were retreating after the British
conquest of Canada, as told in "French Regime in
Wisconsin and the Northwest,'' by Kellogg, as follows:
"All the upper country was included in the
surrender. The French troops were to lay down their
arms and not to serve again during the war. * * * The
commandant at Mackinac, * * Beaujeu, made
preparations for departure in order to avoid the
humiliation of surrendering the garrison and post to a
British officer. The way through the land to the
Mississippi was yet open. Beaujeu, after denuding the
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fort, started with all his forces for the Illinois (country).
Since this province was part of Louisiana, it was hoped
it would not be included in the capitulation. Arrived at La
Baye (Green Bay, Wis.), Couterot and his garrison joined
in the retreat, making up a force of four officers, two
cadets, forty-eight soldiers and seventy-eight militia. This
was the last French expedition to pass along the Fox Wisconsin waterway, and we may imagine that the late
autumn landscape along their route fell in with the
melancholy of their spirits at the abandonment of this
lovely land. The season was cold, and before the Illinois
settlements could be reached the ice on the Mississippi
stopped their retreat. There was nothing to do but to
winter among the Indians at the mouth of Rock river, in
the village where Marin had once commanded, and where
a few years later the chief Black Hawk would be born. It
was a strange fatality that the last winter of the French of
the northwest was spent among the Sauk Indians who had
made the original grant of the land upon which the post
of La Baye stood.''
See, also, pages 84, 85 & 221, Vol. 18, Wis. Hist. Colls.

Courtship and Marriage
"The women join us in the Crane Dance, dressed in
their most gaudy attire and decorated with feathers. The
Crane Dance often lasts two or three days. At this feast
the young men select the women they wish to have for
wives. Each then informs his mother, who calls on the
mother of the girl, when the necessary arrangements are
made and the time appointed for him to come.
"He goes to the lodge when all are asleep, or pretend
to be, and with his flint and steel strikes a light and soon
finds where his intended sleeps. He then awakens her,
holds the light close to his face that she may know him,
after which he places the light close to her.
"If she blows it out the ceremony is ended and he
appears in the lodge next morning as one of the family.
"If she does not blow out the light, but leaves it
burning he retires from the lodge. The next day he places
himself in plain view and plays his flute. The young
women go out one by one to see who he is playing for.
The tune changes to let them know that he is not playing
for them.
"When his intended makes her appearance at the
door, he continues his courting tune until she returns to
the lodge. He then quits playing and makes another trial
at night, which usually turns out favorably.
"When the Crane dance is over, we feast again and
have our NATIONAL DANCE. The large square in the
village is swept and prepared for the purpose. The chiefs
and old warriors take seats on mats which have been
spread on the upper end of the square. Next come the
drummers and singers.
"The braves and women form the sides, leaving a
large space in the middle.
"The drums beat and the singing commences. A
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warrior enters the square, keeping time with the music. He
shows the manner he started on a war party ; how he
approached the enemy; he strikes, and shows how he killed
him. All join in the applause, and he then leaves the square
and another takes his place.
"Such of our young men as have not been out in war
parties and killed an enemy stand back ashamed, not being
allowed to enter the square. I remember that I was ashamed
to look where our young men stood, before I could take my
stand in the ring as a warrior.
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"This national dance makes our warriors. When I was
traveling last summer on a steamboat on the river going from
New York to Albany, I was shown the place where the
Americans dance the war dance (West Point); where the old
warriors recount to their young men what they have done, to
stimulate them to go and do likewise. This surprised me, as
I did not think the whites understood our way of making
braves."
Autobiography, pp. 64-66.
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