
By Marie Doty
Special to the Reporter

Editor’s note: This story is being
reprinted from the Edgerton Re-
porter’s 2014 Lakes Edition in part
for our out-of-town readers.

Acknowledgement from author
In the 2011 edition of The Edgerton

Reporter’s Lakes  Edition, the late Mark
Scarborough wrote an excellent, exten-
sive history of Newville. Asked to write
the history again for this year’s edition,
this transplanted, aging, retired journal-
ist from the Illinois Fox Valley panicked.

Mark was a historian with a book to
his credit. Plus, as I have been told, his
own family history went back to the pio-
neers who founded Newville. When I con-
fided my worries to David Esau, a
Reporter staff member, he advised me to
borrow what I need from Mark’s 2011
story and expand upon it.

I followed that advice. And I’m very
grateful to Mark and to those kind people
of Newville who patiently shared their
memories, family histories and photo-
graphs with me.

For those interested in Mark’s more
complete Newville history, the Edgerton
Public Library has that issue available
for perusing.   

However much we honor the
courage of our early settlers, they
were the Johnny-Come-Latelies of
southern Wisconsin.
A local history of the

Edgerton/Newville area begins with
the background of the projectile
points (arrowheads) collected by
Benjamin Cooper and George Sher-
man. The original manuscript of this
history belongs to Tom Sherman.
While no name is on the manuscript,
he believes it may have been written
by his grandmother, Edith Sherman.
Radio carbon dating of the points

from excavations puts the Paleo Indi-
ans here from 10,000 B.C. to 6,000
B.C. Not exactly just yesterday. The
Archaic tribes hunted and fished here
roughly from 8,500 B.C. to 1,000
B.C. and the Woodland tribes from
1,000 B.C. to 1,000 A.D. The tribes
we are more familiar with–Win-
nebago (Ho-Chunk), Ojibwa,
Potawatomi, the Sauk and the Fox –
arrived later. The oldest point in the
three main Sherman collections is
about 8,000 years old.
There is a difference of opinion in

the meaning of Koshkonong, the area
lake’s name. In the late Mark Scar-
borough’s account: “although a word
variously and erroneously translated,
apparently is Ojibwa for ‘the place
where there is heavy fog.’” Edith
Sherman’s history contains a more
entertaining translation: “The place
where men shave.” This name was
supposedly given the lake by Indians
observing the strange habits of the
white men who camped there.
The lake itself was part marsh, its

wild rice harvested each year by the
Indians also helped feed the thou-
sands of wild ducks nesting there.
Originally built sometime between
1846 and 1851, the dam at Indianford
that created the “modern” Lake
Koshkonong meant the end of the
rice fields that grew so thick settlers
trying to row canoes through the
fields after dark would often become
lost. This dam was replaced by con-
crete dams in 1917 and 1931.
Mark: “Koshkonong was also the

19th Century playground of million-
aire hunters. Among those who
stopped long enough to snag more
than their fair share of ducks on the
lake from the late-1860s to the mid-
1890s were presidents, generals and
businessmen.”  
Edith Sherman wrote at length

about the Sauk tribe’s Chief Black

Hawk. “In 1804 while Black Hawk
was away on a raid, white United
States soldiers persuaded the Fox and
Sauk Indians to sign a treaty. The In-
dians also agreed to move across the
Mississippi into Iowa. Black Hawk
became angry when he found the sol-
diers had given the Indians liquor be-
fore they signed the treaty.
“At one point during the Black

Hawk War, the chief, realizing he had
no chance of winning, attempted to
surrender. Some drunken soldiers
killed the braves carrying the white
flag. In anger, Black Hawk took 35
braves and turning on 275 of General
Stillman’s soldiers, drove them in ter-
ror to the site of Dixon, Il.”
Eventually, Black Hawk, pursued

relentlessly by troops, sought refuge
in a Winnebago village. The Win-
nebago handed him over to the white
soldiers for a big reward.
“With the end of the Black Hawk

War,” Edith writes, “many of the sol-
diers returned to their homes in the
eastern part of the United States.
They told of their trip through south-
ern Wisconsin, about the broad
prairies, the sparkling rivers and the
lake where Black Hawk had camped.
Their stories appealed to young peo-
ple looking for adventure, to pioneer
families in search of a new home and
to men interested in buying land to
sell for a profit.”
Today when we think of those pi-

oneers traveling here to build new
lives, most of us envision them arriv-
ing in wagons pulled by horses or
oxen. However, many came by rail or
by water or a combination of both.
The book Choice Seeds in the

Wilderness by Lillian Porter (in the
history section of the Edgerton Pub-
lic Library) is an account of Eliza
Bacon of Bedford, Massa-chusetts,
who married Joseph Porter, Charlton.
Before their marriage, Joseph “left
for the land of his dreams,” accom-
panied by his uncle John Porter in
June, 1846. The pair travelled by
train to Albany, New York, where
they switched to a barge that would
carry them to Buffalo. Porter writes,
“The canal barges were no luxury lin-
ers. They were crowded with immi-
grant families on their way to future
homes in the rugged wilderness.
Whole families of Germans, Irish,
Scandina-vians and other nationali-
ties grouped by themselves. Each
family talked in their native lan-
guage, surrounded by their sole pos-
sessions.”
The scenery along the canal was

beautiful but conditions on the boat
were harsh. Even harsher were the
lives of the roustabouts who urged
the mules along the narrow paths be-
side the canal as they towed the
barges.
Some of these men only worked

long enough to buy liquor. Others
spent years behind the mules, often
singing as they plodded along. (Note:
One of the songs endured through the
years because I remember it from my
childhood in the 1930s).

I’ve got a mule and her name is
Sal.

Fifteen years on the Erie Canal.
She’s a good ol’ worker and a

good ol’ pal.
Fifteen years on the Erie Canal.

The pair left the barge to travel
across Lake Erie to Detroit by sail-
boat. From Detroit they proceeded by
stage coach to Chicago and by an-
other coach to Janes-ville.
Porter writes: “There were still ev-

idences of the Black Hawk War along
the Rock River Valley. Joseph had
seen the chief in Boston in 1933. He

still felt keenly the unjustness of the
treacherous treatment given to that
humiliated prisoner.”    
Near Janesville they passed the

spot where two white girls, Sylvia
and Rachel Hall, had been captured
by Indians and ransomed for $2,000
– a vast amount in those days.
Crossing the river by ferry, very

likely at Newville, the pair went on
to Cooksville, looking for land to
buy.
“The injustice of the laws of that

time in regard to the sale of public
land bore heavily on the settlers,”
Porter writes. “They would find the
choice timberlands adjoining the
prairie taken by a speculator for
which they would be obliged to pay
an exorbitant price–or go back into
the heavy oak openings–or settle on a
bald parcel with no timber to build ei-
ther house, barn or fence.” 
Itinerant preachers came through
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Newville history includes near miss as state capital

Rear (above) and front (below, with gas pumps) views of how Simon’s
Resort (now Anchor Inn) looked around 1930. At the time, Esther Simon
sold gas at groceries there. It became Newville Resort and split with a bar
located on one side.

Newville School students, 1941.Continued on page 19


