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As the story goes, sometime in the early
1930’s one of Al Capone’s collection
agents decided he’d had enough of
Chicago and devised a plan to leave town
with a large collection of money he had
gathered from Capone’s gambling and
bootleg liquor operations. It was the
early hours of the morning; he had
finished his rounds and had six hours
before he was expected to deposit the
money with Capone’s henchmen. As he
crept down to the outboard runabout that
was waiting for him on the Chicago
River, the rogue mobster couldn’t help
but dwell on the consequences he’d face
if he was caught. Nonetheless, as he
reached the boat he stowed away the loot
and motored off into the early morning
fog, headed for Saugatuck, MI where he
had friends who were free of Capone’s
network.

At first the mighty lake was calm, but
he quickly found himself in quite a fix.
As he passed through Illinois to parallel
the Indiana Dunes, a strong wind arose
from the Northwest. Waves grew in
intensity, began to whitecap, and were
barreling over the boat’s broadside. The
thief’s small vessel couldn’t handle the
weather and he was forced to head for
shore. Eager to make it to safety he
barreled toward an abandoned beach.
Unfortunately for him, just short of the
shore the boat ran aground on a shallow
sandbar. The sudden stop catapulted the
man to the bow of the boat and into the
wooden seats and metal supports. He
picked himself up and grabbed his
precious cargo, but upon reaching the
beach he realized he had incurred deep
gashes on his hands, forearms, and one of
his legs. As blood poured from his
wounds he used a handkerchief and shirt
to cover his wounds and made his way
up the beach that is now the National
Lakeshore West Beach.

Although he was frantic to find medical
attention, he knew he couldn’t lug around
the money. He quickly scanned the
shoreline, tried to memorize the
landmarks, and buried the bag of loot
under a large ominous tree. After hours
of walking he emerged from the wood-
land and found himself outside the
Phillips 66 gas station at “the point”,
where US 12 and US 20 meet. The gas
station manager, Jimmy Hammond,
found the man staggering up to his
establishment. Jimmy dressed his
wounds and called for an ambulance, but
only after his guest told him this story
and drew him a map of where the
treasure was buried. The man asked Jim
to “swear on his mother’s grave” that
he’d never tell anyone what he had been
told. He asked Jim to wait for his call
“after things died down” and they would
both go unearth the treasure and split it.
However, the thief also anticipated the
chance that Capone’s men would find
him before he could return, so he gave
Jimmy permission to dig up the cash
alone as long as he waited a year to do
so. Jimmy never heard from him again.
About twenty years later, in 1951,
Jimmy was sitting behind his old wooden
desk one day when my father and
grandmother walked into his station.
Jimmy was staring off, seemingly in deep
thought, when my grandmother inquired,
“Jimmy what are you thinking about so
hard...?” After being bottled up for
many years the story popped out of his
mouth for the first time. Jimmy said he
had ventured into the dunes in search of
the money many years before but could
not identify the landmarks that were
described to him by the unknown man.
Knowing that my father spent much of
his time in the dunes and knew them very
well, he asked my grandmother permis-
sion for dad to help guide him to the spot.
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My grandmother agreed under the
circumstances that dad mark the spot and
that Jimmy would return later to dig it up.

As it turned out, my dad did recognize
the landmarks described by the mobster.
One was “Lookout Point”’, which was the
first high dune east of the flat land
through which the thief walked. The
most distinct was the “Treasure Tree”,
which stood like a sentinel between the
third pollywog pond and the beach.
Despite my grandmother’s discretion, the
night after identifying the spot my dad
snuck out and met Jimmy in an attempt
to dig up the buried bag of Al Capone’s
dirty money...but nothing was found.
Some years later a similar version of the
story surfaced from the mouth of a man
named Art Coyne. Art lived in Miller
and had heard the story from a
completely different source. They too
joined to search for the loot. In fact,
many times over the years they returned
in search of it, but time and time again
they came up empty handed.

Presently, the easement and steps
descending from the West Beach Pavilion
sit right over where the legendary
“Treasure Tree” once stood. Perhaps the
story told to Jimmy Hammond was all a
lie, perhaps the treasure was truly there
eluding them the whole time and is now
rotting or has been swept out to the lake,
or perhaps some lucky Duner happened
to stumble across the find of a lifetime.
I’ve heard people cast doubt upon this
account...and I’ve heard my father and
his friends from the dunes swear to its
truth. Whatever you make of it, it’s hard
to deny that the story fits right into our
beloved Indiana Dunes’ peculiar
tendency to draw in people and events of

eccentricity.
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