
[image: frn_fig_001]



  It Happened In Iowa


  It Happened In the West Series


  It Happened In Iowa


  Remarkable Events That Shaped History

   [image: frn_fig_002]

  Tammy Partsch

   [image: frn_fig_003]

  T W O D O T®

  GUILFORD, CONNECTICUT
HELENA, MONTANA
  

   A  ·  T W O D O T®  ·  B O O K

  An imprint of Globe Pequot


  An imprint and registered trademark of Rowman & Littlefield


  Distributed by NATIONAL BOOK NETWORK


  Copyright © 2017 by Rowman & Littlefield


  Map by Melissa Baker ©Rowman & Littlefield


  All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote passages in a review.


  British Library Cataloguing in Publication Information Available


  Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data


  Names: Partsch, Tammy, author.


  Title: It happened in Iowa : remarkable events that shaped history / Tammy Partsch.


  Description: Guilford, Connecticut : TwoDot, [2017] | Includes bibliographical references and index.


  Identifiers: LCCN 2016057257 | ISBN 9780762764402 (pbk.)


  Subjects: LCSH: Iowa—History, Local. | Frontier and pioneer life—Iowa. | Iowa—Biography.


  Classification: LCC F621.6 .P37 2017 | DDC 977.7—dc 3 LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2016057257


  [image: frn_fig_004] The paper used in this publication meets the minimum requirements of American National Standard for Information Sciences—Permanence of Paper for Printed Library Materials, ANSI/NISO Z39.48-1992.


  Printed in the United States of America


  CONTENTS


  Acknowledgments

  Introduction

  Dubuque Lead Mines—1788

  The Death of Sergeant Floyd—1804

  Grand Mormon Encampment—1846

  The Tabor Underground Railroad—1857

  Little Brown Church in the Vale—1857

  The Circus Comes to Town—1867

  Birthplace of a President—1874

  Estherville Meteorite—1879

  Kate Shelley Saves the Day—1881

  Fenelon Place Elevator—1882

  Belle Plaine Geyser—1886

  Muscatine Pearl Button Factory—1891

  Growing Red Delicious—1893

  Summer of Dvořák —1893

  Snake Alley—1894

  Palmer School of Chiropractic—1895

  Buxton: A Town Ahead of Its Time—1900

  A Butter Cow Is Born—1911

  [image: MINNESOTA SOUTH DAKOTA Sioux City Correctionville Fort Dodge NEBRASKA Cedar Rapids WISCONSIN Dubuque ILLINOIS Burlington MISSOURI Des Moines Iowa City Mason City Bradford Dexter Peru Buxton Van Meter Spillville Bradford McGregor]

  Lady Liberty at Camp Dodge—1918

  I Scream, You Scream, We All Scream for Ice Cream—1920

  Taking to the Skies—1920

  The Music Man of Fort Dodge—1920

  Iowa High School Girls Basketball—1920

  Entertaining with Train Wrecks—1932

  Dutch Reagan on the Radio—1932

  Bonnie and Clyde and the Dexter Police—1933

  Iowa State Patrol—1935

  Now Pitching, Bob Feller—1936

  Atanasoff Computer—1937

  Christmas at Camp Algona—1945

  The Day the Music Died—1959

  RAGBRAI—1973

  A Real Live Danish Windmill on the Iowa Prairie—1976

  Bibliography

  About the Author


  ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


  Special thanks go to:


  Kris and Joy at the Iowa Aviation Museum in Greenfield. Your passion for your museum was inspiring!


  Deb at the Danish Windmill in Elk Horn. You were so helpful, kind, and knowledgeable.


  The friendly staff at the Iowa State Historical Society Library.


  Amy Allgood and Pam Frana for letting me take time off to write. You gals are the best!


  Mom and Dad for instilling in me a love of history, a desire to learn, and the courage to take the road less traveled.


  Luke for, well, just being Luke. I thank God for you every day . . . and I love you more.


  Finally, Dave for being my driver, my sounding board, and my sweetie pie. Mmm-wah.


  INTRODUCTION


  There is an iconic scene in the movie Field of Dreams that every Iowan knows. The sun is setting over the cornfields of Ray Kinsella’s farm as he is asked the famous question: “Is this heaven?” Ray smiles slightly and simply responds, “It’s Iowa.”


  From its rolling plains to its urban centers, Iowa is many things to many people. Geologists are in awe of the Loess Hills in the west while anthropologists examine the Effigy Burial Mounds in the east. Computer science majors flock to Iowa State University, while art enthusiasts visit Grant Wood’s studio in Cedar Rapids. More than 90 percent of Iowa’s land is dedicated to farming and feeding the people of the world.


  Iowa is also home to its share of quirky events and people. Nowhere else in America will you find the National Hobo Convention (Britt) or a National Skillet Throwing Contest (Macksburg). Where else but Villisca can you stay the night in a house that was once the scene of a gruesome unsolved mass murder? And who can debate the distinctiveness of the football field–size Grotto of the Redemption in West Bend?


  These places, along with those explored in this book, are what make Iowa unique. But even more so are the people. From Iowa’s early explorers and settlers to today’s movers and shakers, Iowa has a history of leaving her mark on the people she comes into contact with, just as those same people leave their mark on Iowa.


  The rest of that conversation in Field of Dreams is usually forgotten, but after the exchange about Iowa and heaven comes another thunderbolt. John Kinsella, Ray’s father and the man who asked the original question, tells Ray that heaven is the place where dreams come true. Ray looks around at his farm and at his wife and daughter giggling on the porch swing. He realizes that perhaps he is in heaven after all. He is at home in Iowa.


  DUBUQUE LEAD MINES


  1788


  Julien Dubuque stood on a bluff high above the Mississippi River. He looked down at the river below him and then turned to face west. The September sun was setting behind the soft hills in front of him; this was now his land. While he appreciated the beauty of the land, he was more interested in what was hidden beneath the ground.


  Dubuque was born in 1762 and raised in the Quebec province of Canada. Fluent in both English and French, Dubuque earned his keep as a fur trader in Canada and the upper midwest US territories. In the early 1780s, Dubuque heard a rumor of bountiful lead in the Spanish-owned lands just west of the Mississippi River. Making his way downriver, Dubuque found himself among the Mesquakie Indians, with whom he soon became friends.


  Now it was 1788 and Dubuque had just made an agreement with Mesquakie chief Aquoqua that would allow Dubuque the right to mine on about twenty-one acres of Mesquakie land near the mouth of Catfish Creek. The Mesquakies had mined lead for generations and used a ground powder form of the natural resource to make black paint. They used the paint for body and face decoration during times of war and celebrations. French explorers who came to the area in the early 1700s taught the Indians how to smelt the ore and shape it into tools and utensils. In recent years, the Mesquakies had been trading lead ore to the French for guns and knives. In this way, lead became the first exportable natural resource for what is now Iowa.


  The twenty-six-year-old Dubuque was trusted by the Indians. He treated them courteously and honestly, and they responded in kind. In addition to allowing Dubuque to mine on their land, they actually assisted him with the operation.


  When Dubuque opened his mines in 1788, he brought ten French Canadians with him to the area. They mingled with the four hundred residents of the Mesquakie village, one hundred of whom were warriors. While the French Canadians worked the mines as overseers and smelters, Dubuque recruited the Mesquakie women and old men, not warriors, to work in the mines. The miners used hoes, shovels, pickaxes, and crowbars to dig long trenches in the ground. The trenches sloped gradually deeper into the hillside. The miners walked into the mines with large baskets, chipped out chunks of lead from their horizontal deposits, and brought the baskets full of lead back out of the mine. The lead was then melted down to remove impurities, and poured into wooden molds to cool into bars.


  In 1796, perhaps feeling nervous that he was mining on land that was actually claimed by Spain, Dubuque traveled to New Orleans to meet with the Spanish governor of Louisiana, Francisco Luis Hector de Carondelet. Dubuque’s aim was to receive official permission from the Spanish monarchy to continue his mining operation. By this time, Dubuque’s mines stretched twenty-one miles up the west side of the Mississippi River and nine miles inland.


  Dubuque came into the meeting with Carondelet with an ace up his sleeve. He asked to obtain a land grant to continue his mining operation in what he was now going to call the “Mines of Spain.” The pandering worked, and Dubuque was given the land grant.


  Back upriver, work in the mines continued. Over the years, many of Dubuque’s workers married Indian women. Soon the area was filled with cabins, farms, fences, a mill, a smelting furnace, a smithy, and a trading post. Dubuque, who was quickly becoming a very wealthy man, would take boatloads of furs, hides, and trinkets downriver to St. Louis a couple of times a year. He relished the culture he found in St. Louis during these visits and was often found at balls and concerts.


  Also while in St. Louis, Dubuque began a friendship with that city’s founder and wealthy fur trader, Auguste Chouteau. That friendship turned professional in October 1804 when Dubuque, faced with mounting debts due to a lavish lifestyle and generous habits, sold nearly half of his land to Chouteau. Dubuque continued to mine, trade, and farm under the eye of Chouteau, but never financially recovered. Dubuque passed away at the age of forty-eight on March 24, 1810.


  Dubuque was buried with full tribal honors in a bluff overlooking the Mississippi River near the mouth of Catfish Creek. Members of the Mesquakie tribe erected a wooden shelter above the grave. That shelter was replaced in 1897 by a twenty-five-foot-tall limestone late Gothic Revival tower that suggests a castle.


  The Mines of Spain was renamed the Dubuque Lead Mines. Other white settlers attempted to continue to mine on Dubuque’s land, but the Mesquakie Indians refused to honor their claims, declaring the land to be theirs again. After a legal battle, the United States took control of the land and put it under the jurisdiction of the US Army. It was not legal to settle in Iowa until the 1830s, but by 1829 more than four thousand mining permits had been issued for the area. In 1833, the area received its official charter, and the obvious choice for a city name was Dubuque.


  Today, the area where Dubuque started mining is known as the Mines of Spain Recreation Area. It is estimated that there are close to two thousand abandoned mines in and around Dubuque today. Julien Dubuque is remembered as a refined intellectual, an adventurous entrepreneur, and perhaps the first permanent white settler in Iowa.


  THE DEATH OF SERGEANT FLOYD


  1804


  In late spring of 1803, a series of signatures on a document in Paris changed the course of American history. The document in question outlined the details of the Louisiana Purchase, a deal between France’s Napoleon Bonaparte and US president Thomas Jefferson that doubled the size of the United States.


  Even before the ink was dry, President Jefferson asked his private secretary, Meriwether Lewis, to lead an expedition into the wilds of the Louisiana Purchase. Lewis agreed, and enlisted his old US Army mate William Clark to share command of the expedition.


  Lewis and Clark spent the rest of 1803 and the first part of 1804 recruiting strong, single men for the expedition, men who would be able to survive the hardships that they were sure to face on the journey. Many of the men who were chosen had served in the US Army in some capacity, and most had good hunting and shooting skills. By May 1804, after gathering supplies and crafting a large keelboat that they planned to use to maneuver up the Missouri River, the Corps of Discovery was ready to go.


  One of the first men to volunteer for duty on the expedition was Charles Floyd. Floyd, who was born in Kentucky and a distant relative of William Clark, was twenty-two years old at the time of the expedition. Lewis and Clark made Floyd a sergeant in the Corps; he was one of three sergeants appointed by Captains Lewis and Clark.


  The Corps was a team of just over thirty men when it set out from St. Louis, Missouri, in May 1804. During their round-trip covering more than eight thousand miles across the Louisiana Purchase and the uncharted territory in the extreme northwest of what is now the United States, they would travel by keelboat, canoe, horse, and on foot.


  At the end of the journey in 1806, after Lewis, Clark, and the Corps had reached the Pacific Ocean and made their way back to civilization, they were not the same company that had left two and a half years previously. Men had left the expedition at certain points to return downstream with flora and fauna collected along the way, and at one point a Shoshone woman named Sacagawea, along with her French trapper husband, Toussaint Charbonneau, and their newborn son, joined the company.


  The Corps was also missing Sergeant Charles Floyd.


  All was going well for the expedition as they entered their fourth month of travel in 1804. There had been no big surprises as they traveled west across what is now Missouri and then north. They saw their first Native Americans in late July or early August. On August 2 a few Indians from the Oto and Missouri tribes visited the expedition’s camp, and, in the first face-to-face contact the Corps had with Indians, the Oto and Missouri men were given tobacco, pork, flour, and meal by Lewis and Clark. In return, the Oto and Missouri tribes sent the Corps fresh watermelon.


  The next day, August 3, 1804, the Corps of Discovery had their first official meeting with tribal leaders at a place they called Council Bluffs, in present-day Iowa. Lewis spoke to the tribal leaders about their new “Great Chief” (President Jefferson). The Corps distributed trinkets, whiskey, and gunpowder to the tribesmen. While the men of the Corps weren’t sure that their intentions were understood, they all felt relieved that the first meeting ended peacefully.


  After the meeting at Council Bluffs, the Corps of Discovery loaded their keelboat and turned the prow north again.


  Two weeks later, on August 18, 1804, the Corps spent the evening hours celebrating Meriwether Lewis’s thirtieth birthday. After a long day of pulling themselves up the Missouri River, they all gladly tossed back an extra swallow of whiskey before dancing around the fire.


  Sergeant Charles Floyd did not participate in the dancing. He had been in considerable pain all day. It started as a dull pain in his stomach, but now he was experiencing sudden cramping. He had no desire to eat any of the salted pork and beans that had been served for dinner. He felt like vomiting just thinking about it.


  The next day, August 19, Sergeant Floyd didn’t feel any better. In fact, the dull pain in his stomach had moved to his lower right abdomen and increased in pressure. Both Lewis and Clark took turns looking Floyd over. Clark diagnosed a case of bilious colic and tried to make Floyd comfortable.


  Just after two o’clock the next afternoon, on August 20, Floyd lay in the keelboat, surrounded by his fellow Corps members. Floyd turned slightly to Lewis and said that he was going away. Sergeant Charles Floyd died with, as Lewis recorded in his journal that night, “a great deal of composure.”


  The members of the Corps of Discovery pulled the keelboat over to the east side of the Missouri River. Securing the boat to sturdy trees along the riverbank, they carefully carried the shrouded body of Sergeant Floyd along a small tributary to the top of a nearby hill and buried him overlooking the Missouri River. Lewis spoke the service, and Floyd was buried with Honors of War.


  After the solemn service, a red cedar post was erected at the head of the grave. One member of the Corps engraved Floyd’s name, title, and the date on the post. As the men made their way back down the hill to the keelboat, they decided to name the hill Sergeant Floyd’s Bluff. The small tributary was named Floyd’s River.


  Sergeant Charles Floyd was the first person in the Corps of Discovery to die. What is astounding, though, is that Sergeant Charles Floyd was the only person in the Corps who died during that long, arduous trip. Modern research into Floyd’s symptoms as described by Lewis and Clark in their journals leads scholars to believe Floyd died of a ruptured appendix, a condition that was unknown—and therefore fatal—at the time.


  When the Corps of Discovery came back
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