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[image: image12.png]f Lemont recently was presented
medal by Snyder Watson (right), Joliet, for being 10,000th
hiker on Chief Shabbona trail near Joliet. Watching presen-
tation is William Rawum, scoutmaster of troop 149, Lemont,
Chief Shabbona trail opened on July 30, 1960.
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Chief Shabbona Historical Trail





Friend of the White man





1775 – 1859





SPONSORED BY THE


SHABBONA TRAIL COMMITTEE 





� HYPERLINK "mailto:SHABBONATRAIL@AOL.COM" ��SHABBONATRAIL@AOL.COM� 





OR





815-237-0556 FROM 6-9PM 











� HYPERLINK "http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/1/17/Shabbona_%28chief%291.jpg" �� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/1/17/Shabbona_%28chief%291.jpg" \* MERGEFORMATINET ����





SHABBONA: Friend of the White Men





Near the entrance to Evergreen Cemetery at Morris, Illinois, stands a monument on which is carved the name SHABBONA. Beneath it rest the bones of a remarkable man. Of him we may say what has been said about the Shawnee chieftain, Tecumseh: "One of the greatest of American Indians, with a superb body, a powerful mind, and the soul of a hero.





Gurdon S. Hubbard, pioneer citizen of Chicago, spoke of "Chaboneh" as remarkable for his generous and forgiving nature, his integrity, and being a friend to the white settlers.





Shabbona was a tall burly man, with a wide pleasant face, whose name -- variously recorded as Shau-b-nee, Chaboneh, Chamblee, and several other ways -- meant "strong built like a bear". He and Tecumseh, unlike many Indians, were remarkably temperate: rarely indulging in "fire water" and habitually humane to captives.





He was a wise and courageous leader who foresaw the futility and tragic consequences of battling against the ever-growing tide of white settlers. In 1832, when Blackhawk met with the Potawatomi and Ottawa, urging them to join with the Sauk and Fox tribes in warring upon the whites, Shabbona dissented, saying "And the army of pale faces you will have to encounter will be as numerous as the leaves on those trees.





Two of his white friends and biographers say that Shabbona's birthplace was in Canada. Another quotes him as saying that it was along the Maumee river in northwestern Ohio. The best authorities state that he was born, in 1775 or 1776, in one of the Indian villages  along the Kankakee river near where it joins the Des Plaines to form the Illinois river, 10 miles upstream from Morris.





His first wife was a daughter of the Potawatomi chief of a band whose village was along the Illinois river near Ottawa. When he died, Shabbona became the chief. A few years later they moved about 25 miles north of Ottawa to a wooded "prairie island" in the southern part of DeKalb county and there, in what is now a DeKalb county were made to Shabbona, Billy Caldwell (The Sauganash), Alexander Robinson (Che-che-pin-qua) and others as rewards for their good deeds. Shabbona received 1280 acres including that prairie island.

















In 1807 he was the one who persuaded most of the Indians in the Northwest Territory to follow Tecumseh in an all-out war, aided by the British, to drive every American from this region. But after Tecumseh was killed and they failed to capture the fort at Detroit, he transferred his allegiance -- permanently -- to the United States. During the Blackhawk War he guided American troops on their westward marches across Illinois; and during the subsequent "Winnebago Scare" he spent days and nights warning white settlers in the Illinois valley and as far as Chicago.


In 1831-'32, when Black Hawk led his Fox and Sac warriors against the immigrants, committing atrocities at various settlements, Shabbona took to his horse and rode day and night, warning the settlers of their peril. For this act of kindness he endured personal hardship and his life was often threatened. In retaliation for warning the settlers, two of Shabbona's sons were killed by Black Hawk's warriors, and Shabbona was cursed thereafter as "the white man's friend."


Shabbona's sacrifice saved the lives of many early Illinoisans, who found shelter at Fort Dearborn (present-day Chicago) until the Black Hawk War ended. But Shabbona's friendship with whites was not often reciprocated. The small tract of land deeded to "him, his heirs, and assigns forever" for his services Shabbona Grove in present day DeKalb County was settled by squatters and sold out from under him in 1849.


But one man, George Armstrong, the former sheriff of Ottawa and a citizen of Morris, did not forget his debt, and promised Shabbona that "while I have a bed and home you shall share them with me." 


It is known that Chief Shabbona actually slept in a tepee and stored his grain and supplies, and kept his horse in the cabin.
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From the church road westward the highway bends, Like an Indian hunter's bow,�Through the sloping grove,�Where the meek herds rove, To the Flag Creek bridge below. 


The trees love the banks of these prairie streams, As red-wing his reedy swing, �The lark her low nest�On the meadow's breast, Or robins the voice of spring.


Many summers ago worn pilgrims paused In this sheltered nook to rest,�Ere they struck the trail,�Over hill and dale, To their new home in the west.


Between wood and rill their tall wigwams stood, Like shocks of the golden corn�In the autumn days�When wild sunflowers blaze, And fields of their crops are shorn.


In their sides were painted the tribal gods, The Sun, and the Moon, his wife,�The totem of clan,�Beast, bird, and man, And the symbol of all life.


Beside the brook where the cottonwoods droop, And the peaceful pastures are,�The lads shot their darts,�Learned the huntsman's arts, And played games of mimic war.


The youths and maids dreamed the ever-new dreams, To the rivulet's sweet strains,�The braves of War's spoils,�The women their toils, And sires of the Sunset Plains.


In the evening the council fire was lit, And round in its pillared glow�The sachems were set,�And with calumet Offered prayers to Manito.








The Pottawatomies' Last Camp and Shabbona's Ride:�A Flag Creek Ballad


Thomas C. MacMillan of LaGrange, Illinois, wrote the following poem in 1927 and sent it to the Illinois State Historical Society with this note:


"Inclosed (sic) please find m.s. containing an historical note and some verse which I wrote based upon it. I have called it "A Flag Creek Ballad; The Pottawatomies' Last Camp and Shabbona's Ride.' "I have endeavored to be strictly and historically correct. I do not recall that 'Shabbona's Ride' has been told in verse before. I have written it so as to make it local, but all the rest is history. I thought that by so recording it, it would be remembered better."











The old men spoke of the Lake they had left, Of their nation's hard fought wars,�Of their hunting grounds,�Of their burial mounds, And their warriors' honored scars.


They told of brave Shabhona's daring ride, When he warned the pioneers�Of Chief Black Hawk's plans,�With his hostile clans, To ravage the wide frontiers.


How he spurred by day, and sped in the dark On prairie, past treacherous swamp,�Where lurked the grim bear,�Near the fox's lair, And the ravening wolf-pack's camp.


He startled the deer in their noonday shades; The witch owl at twilight's hour,�And the feathered world�Caught the signals hurled From the keen crow's conning tower.


The cottontail scurried across his path, The squirrel to its hollow tree, �And the blackbirds fled �At his horse's tread, As leaves on a wind-swept lea.


He escaped prowling bands of savage hordes, Eluded their crafty spies,�And braved the bivouac�Of the Fox and Sac, In search of their enterprise.


He swam rushing floods with never a halt, Brushed poisonous vines aside,�By the spreading thorn�He was sorely torn, And he rode where serpents hide.


He awakened the settler from his sleep, At midnight and early dawn,�To the awful fate�Of the red man's hate, And like morning mist was gone.


The hailed fleets of prairie-schooners adrilt On the pathless, emerald waves,�And he steered them back,�On the eastern tack, To the port the Croat Lake laves.*


He called to the herder guarding the range, On his quest the trapper stayed,�To the woodman cried,�As his axe he plied, The news of the Indian raid.


He hurried the farmer home from his plow, To flee with children and wife, �While the mother pressed �Her babe to her breast, At thoughts of the scalping knife. 


Wrapped in night and silence he safely led the fugitives from Wars blast, �Till the race was run, �And the goal was won, In Fort Dearborn's walls at last.


The Sac and Fox raid the border no more, with tomahawk, blade, and fire, �For far from his haunts �In chains Black Hawk chants The death of his heart's desire.

















Frail and brief was the white man's gratitude For our chieftain's gallant deed; �He must leave his home, �When the strangers come, With the guns and heartless greed.


He sleeps in the bosom of fair Illinois, And fields bear billowing grain, �Where arrows once sung, �And muskets once rung, To the warhoop's shrill refrain.


May the story of this bold soul survive In the annals of our state, �Place Shabbona's name �On its roll of fame With the brave, and true, and great!


His people are gone as the bison hosts, Or rivers that disappear, �And nothing remains �Of their trail to the plains, Save tales of a long-lost year.


But the spirit of Shabbona lives on To warn and to shield our Land,�In each trying hour,�From the wanton power, Of the Red foes' ruthless hand.











Chief Shabbona Trail is one of over 300 trails in America that is a national historic trail approved by the Boy Scouts of America.





Please learn more about the local area where the Shabbona Trail resides. Its amazing once you start looking, all the bits and pieces of history that once put together, the story of the land is unfolded.





There are local libraries and historical societies in many of the small towns that can help you with your pursuit of knowledge about the legendary Chief Shabbona. 





Excerpt from an article by Frank G. Beaubien. �”I remember when I was a little boy of five years of age when my father kept the lighthouse, the Indians would come and camp in our yard. That was the time the Indians used to come once a year to get their pay from the government, they always came to our house. Father used to place me on the table and play his violin and I would dance for the Indians and old Indian Chief Shabbona would give me maple sugar and a pair of moccasins for the dance. I always looked for him. The last time I saw him he came to our house on Pine street on the North side, it was the year 1858. He died in 1859. His wife and children used to come to our house after his death, when we moved to Naperville and bring her children and grandchildren with her.”








HISTORY OF THE I & M CANAL





The I&M Canal brought people and prosperity to Chicago and the entire Midwest. It revolutionized the transportation system of Illinois and helped establish Chicago as a passageway for goods and people traveling throughout the continent. Today, Illinois is still a leader in transporting goods and people, but few realize that it all started with the I&M Canal.


 


Throughout history water has been the best way to transport people and goods. From 1673 on, explorers, politicians, investors, travelers and farmers alike saw the advantages of building a canal near Chicago that would link the waters of Lake Michigan with those of the Illinois and Mississippi Rivers, thus providing a water passage all the way to the Gulf of Mexico. In 1825, when the Erie Canal opened as a link between the Great Lakes and Eastern seaboard, the proposed Illinois canal gained impetus because its construction would provide a continuous water highway stretching from New York to New Orleans.


 


After years of planning, the Canal Commissioners began building the I&M Canal in 1836, but faced numerous hurdles including a shortage of workers, and a national financial panic in 1837. Irish, as well as German, Swedish and other immigrants, attracted by the promise of abundant jobs, flocked to Illinois to begin the arduous work of digging the canal by hand.





The workers lived in rude shanties, and many died of diseases, including cholera and dysentery. During the summer months the men feared contracting malaria. On one occasion, workers, arguing that the whiskey would protect them from the disease, demanded that they be supplied with whiskey before they venture into the water to fabricate the canal's foundation. The hard-pressed contractor relented. In many cases canal workers were paid a dollar and a gill of whiskey per week.


 


The economic crisis of the late 1830s and early 1840s resulted in wage reductions for canal workers, and violence erupted on several occasions. For several years virtually all work on the canal was halted. By the early 1840s the state of Illinois was virtually bankrupt. Although unfinished, the completion of the I&M Canal was the one tangible hope for a brighter future. Fortunately, loans from European and American investors allowed the project to carry on, and the canal was completed in 1848.








On its completion in 1848, the I&M Canal created a new transportation corridor. Travelers from the eastern U. S. took the Erie Canal to Buffalo, New York, where steamboats brought them through the Great Lakes to Chicago. Transferring to canal boats, a 96-mile trip on the I&M Canal brought them to LaSalle/Peru. Here people boarded river steamers bound for St. Louis and New Orleans. During the years of the California Gold Rush many emigrants traveled part of the journey on the I&M Canal. During the nation-wide cholera epidemic of 1849, the disease came to Chicago via passengers on the I&M Canal.





Abraham Lincoln trumpeted the effects of the I&M Canal. While acknowledging that the I&M Canal was entirely within the confines of one state, (Illinois) he noted that its benefits extended far beyond those borders, reducing the cost of transporting goods, thus benefiting both buyers and sellers. “Nothing is so local as not to be of some general benefit,” wrote the future President. “the benefits of an improvement are by no means confined to the particular locality of the improvement itself.”


 


While the canal enjoyed only five years free of railroad competition, these years were absolutely critical in launching Chicago on its path to urban greatness, and in spawning a dozen other towns along its banks that would soon industrialize and help consolidate the western end of the American Manufacturing Belt in northern Illinois. The opening of the Illinois & Michigan canal radically reduced the costs of transferring goods, particularly grain, lumber, and merchandise, between Midwestern prairies and the East via the Great Lakes trading system. For the first time, the canal allowed goods from the southern U. S., including sugar, salt, molasses, tobacco, and oranges, to be shipped to Chicago. By cutting travel times, the I&M Canal also precipitated a new era of travel for people from the south to the north, and vice versa.
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AVAILABLE CAMP SITES


In case your troop would like to camp the day before or day after the hike, here are some camp sites that are right next to the trail. You need to call and make reservations.





Channahon State Park- 815- 467- 4271


	From I-55: take the Rte. #6 Channahon exit. Turn west on Rte. #6 and continue into Channahon to Canal St(street right before the canal). Take a left on Canal ST and proceed to Story St. Turn right on Story into the park. If the parking area is full, continue on Canal St. one more block to the Jessup St. parking area.


Gebhard Woods State Park -815- 942- 0796


	From Rte. #47 in Morris, turn west on Jefferson St (Jefferson will turn into Freemont St. a few blocks down). Continue on Freemont St. to Ottawa St, turn left on Ottawa St. and the Park is located approximately a block and a half down on the left hand side.


McKinley Woods State Park-815- 727- 8700


	Take I-55 to Rte. 6. Go West on Rte. 6, through Channahon, until you see a sign for McKinley Woods Rd. Left onto McKinley Woods Rd. Look for the preserve after about a mile.


PREPARATION FOR THE HIKE


Each Hiker must read about the history of the I & M Canal and about Chief Shabbona as furnished by the Shabbona Trail Committee. 


The booklet is free and can be obtained by emailing � HYPERLINK "mailto:SHABBONATRAIL@AOL.COM" ��SHABBONATRAIL@AOL.COM� or calling 815-237-0556 and requesting a copy. Depending on communication, the booklet will be emailed, mailed to the Troop or brought to Round Table.


Troop Leaders are urged to make sure the Scouts understand the correct First Aid care for hiking and that the boys carry a personal first aid kit during the hike. Proper clothing and shoes are essential for an enjoyable hike.


Any unit traveling outside their Council will need to obtain a tour permit from their local council. 


Scout uniforms needs to be worn during the hike. 











ON THE HIKE





Best time to begin the hike is when your well-rested in the early morning.





Each hiker must carry their own TRAIL CREDENTIAL SHEET	and write their own responses.





Food and water must be carried since there is none on the trail. A good stop for Lunch is at LOCK #8.





Do not purposely destroy plants or trees during the hike.


LEAVE NO TRACE!!





Watch out for TEEPEE trail markers. They are painted yellow with black numbers. These mark things on the Credential Sheet that needs to be identified. Those without numbers are “ON TRAIL” signs





HIKE THIS TRAIL AGAIN





The history of the trail and the natural beauty will surely bring you back to the trail again and again.





Another fun way to repeat the trail is by canoeing the I&M canal. 3 short portages are included. If you canoe it, you can earn a small paddle pin. You can only canoe it after you hiked the trail one time.  





� INCLUDEPICTURE "http://farm3.static.flickr.com/2028/2439702774_b38f19cef4.jpg" \* MERGEFORMATINET ���


Picture is from 1915 showing the Aux Sauble Lock #8





To earn the official patch, you must start the hike at Channahon State Park, visit the gravesite of Chief Shabbona, answer the questions on the Trail Credential Sheet, and finish the hike at Gebhard Woods in Morris.





�





SCOUTS REPUTATION





When you wear the official scout uniform, you represent the one of the greatest youth organizations in the world.





People look at scouts and think of high ethics, unwavering morals, and strong character.





Please don’t let any actions cause your fellow scouts or peers to change their minds about scouts.








Think about the consequences before you take action.





BE STRONG





BE PROUD





BE A SCOUT





Picture from Chicago Tribune, August 4th, 1963





�





RECORD OF YOUR HIKE
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A Bit of History





�








The red and white ribbon symbolized Shabbona’s wish that the Indian and White man could live side by side peacefully.





The medal is shaped like a tepee which was the only home Chief Shabbona would acknowledge.





The head dress of the Indian is that of a chief to remind us of Shabbona’s position.











