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  Our thanks to our grandparents who told us stories


  and shared their history.
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  PREFACE




  We chose the stories for It Happened in Utah because they grabbed us—and drew us into reading more about the history of our remarkable state. It Happened in Utah is meant to be a different kind of history book. Utah’s unique history and culture—from the arrival of the mountain men in 1825 to the Winter Olympic Games in 2002—are chronicled here in an unusual way. Each chapter tells the story of a single, brief event that helped shape Utah. Each provides a look at one aspect of the history of the state.




  Utah’s history was strongly influenced by the Mormon settlement of the area. The stories here portray this dynamic and colorful people and tell of their interactions with non-Mormons within and outside the state. We have tried to capture more of Utah’s rich cultural, ethnic, and gender diversity by recounting both major events—the completion of the transcontinental railroad, for example—and smaller, unusual occurrences, such as the election of an all-female town coun-cil in Kanab in 1912.




  It Happened in Utah chronicles the triumphs and failures in Utah’s history. “Mountain Meadow Massacre” recalls a tragedy. “Ab Jenkins Is Fast on the Salt Flats” tells the story of an amazing success that could have happened only in Utah.




  We hope that students of history of all ages, and anyone who loves a good story, will enjoy It Happened in Utah.




  

    As of 2016, the state’s population was 3.051 million and growing. The majority, 76 percent, live along the Wasatch Front between Ogden and Provo. Salt Lake County has 1.107 million residents.
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          1825          


    A FUR TRADERS’


    FIGHT
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  By the time Peter Skene Ogden’s group reached the Great Salt Lake in May of 1825, they 3had struggled through deep snowdrifts and achieved a hazardous mountain crossing. War parties of Bloods and Blackfeet had attacked, costing them the lives of both horses and men.




  Around the same time, Etienne Provost entered the Great Salt Lake area. A French-Canadian fur trader, Provost led a motley group of Canadian, Spanish, and even Russian mountain men out of Taos, New Mexico. Provost had run into trouble with the Spanish government in New Mexico over his trapping activities and had spent time in Santa Fe dungeons. Now he looked to provide beaver pelts for Spanish Trail traders.




  

    THE STATE’S LOWEST POINT is Beaver Dam Wash at 2,000 feet above sea level. The Mohave Desert, the Great Basin, and the Colorado Plateau converge in the Wash, creating a unique area. This unusual habitat contains the topography, plants, and animals of all three regions.


  




  On this May 1825 trip to the Great Salt Lake, Provost ventured farther north. He soon found himself in the same territory with the British group under Peter Skene Ogden. To crowd matters further, John Weber showed up with an American party trapping for fur traders William H. Ashley and Andrew Henry. With all these men in the same area after the same limited resource, trouble was inevitable.
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  Before they encountered Ogden, Provost’s party met up with Weber and the Americans. The Canadian and his men listened to the talk of Jedediah Smith, an American trapper working for William H. Ashley. Smith had been in Oregon Territory on business. He had left there at the same time as Ogden. During the trip south, he had kept an eye on Ogden’s party. As soon as Smith heard Weber was in the area, he set off to find the American leader with a report that could not be ignored: Ogden was flying the Union Jack and talking as if this country belonged to Britain.




  Johnson Gardner, a member of Provost’s group, grew angry as he listened. Before joining Provost, Gardner had trapped the Missouri River with William Ashley and had traversed South Pass with Weber. An independent mountain man, Gardner considered himself a loyal American. The trapper led both parties to a vote to show Ogden he was not in British territory; they would pay the British a visit in the morning.




  On May 23, 1825, Johnson Gardner and twenty-five others rode past Ogden’s camp, brazenly flying their American flag. For unknown reasons, Weber and Provost did not accompany their men. That night, while both parties camped nearby, Gardner spoke with Ogden and his clerk, William Kittson. In no uncertain terms, he informed them that they were trespassing on American territory and must leave immediately. Gardner offered to pay $3.50 a pound for their beaver pelts, which was much more than they would get from Hudson’s Bay Company. Most damaging of all, Gardner accused the company of treating its men like slaves. He offered to help any mountain man in Ogden’s company who wanted to desert and join Provost’s group.




  Such an offer got Ogden’s men thinking. Many Hudson’s Bay Company trappers were Iroquois and Canadian free-men. They recognized the truth in Gardner’s words. They paid high prices to the company for supplies and received low prices for their furs. They were always in debt to the company. After heated words and minor fighting, a small group of trappers from Ogden’s company left with Gardner.




  But Gardner wasn’t finished. He returned to the British camp the next morning and demanded that Ogden tell everyone in which country they were camped. Ogden replied that no one was sure who owned the valley. It belongs to the United States and the British must leave, Gardner thundered back. (What Ogden—and perhaps even Gardner—didn’t know was that they were actually in Mexican territory, according to the Adams Onis Treaty of 1819.) Ogden insisted he would not leave until his government told him to do so. If Ogden didn’t leave, Gardner threatened, the British trappers would be in danger.




  

    THE STATE’S HIGHEST POINT is King’s Peak at 13,528 feet.


  




  Gardner left Ogden’s tent and went to the lodge of John Grey, a part-Indian, part-white leader of the Iroquois who were trapping for Ogden. Grey agreed that his people had been treated poorly by the British. The only reason they had not deserted sooner, he told Gardner, was because they had not met the Americans. On Grey’s order, the Iroquois dismantled their lodges. Ogden saw his supplies disappearing as well. While Gardner and his men pointed guns at Ogden, he ran here and there, trying to recover as much property as he could. He managed to salvage goods from men who were not in camp that day, including three thousand beaver skins. His clerk, Kittson, hurried to save the horses they had lent the Iroquois.




  The Americans fired no shots, but they hurled plenty of insults and obscenities at the outnumbered British. Ogden and his remaining men could only watch as twenty-one more deserters took piles of beaver pelts over to the American camp.




  Gardner and his men made camp for the night about half a mile away. At the British camp, Ogden doubled the watch, fearing the deserters would return to kill his men and steal everything. He decided to leave for safer territory the next morning.




  As the British broke camp, Gardner and company showed up again and took two more of Ogden’s men with them. Gardner rode off bragging that he would see Ogden at the Columbia River and at other northern posts the British thought they owned.




  More men deserted Ogden as he headed north. However demoralized he was by his losses, he knew the deserters had a point. American fur companies paid trappers eight times what the British paid for beaver pelts. Ogden returned and made his report to Hudson’s Bay Company, and the company changed the way it treated fur trappers, thus avoiding further revolts.




  By 1850, most of the beaver were gone; the mountain men disappeared with them. One of the most colorful events in trapping history took place at what is now Ogden’s Hole, a pretty mountain valley above the city of Ogden.
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            1827            


    MOUNTAIN MAN


    JEDEDIAH SMITH


    Meets His Match
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  Jedediah Smith thought his troubles were over. He and his fur trader companions were about to embark on the last leg of their exploration of the Southwest. In a few days they would reach the annual fur trading rendezvous in the Rocky Mountains.




  It seemed like a long time had passed since Smith and his partners, David E. Jackson and William L. Sublette, had bought General William Ashley’s fur trading company. Then, just a year before—in the summer of 1826—Smith decided to take a party of men and explore the area between what has since become Utah and California. His excitement about seeing this new territory and the hope of finding many new sources of beaver made him optimistic.




  Now, at the end of the expedition, he reconsidered the merits of his actions. The large group of men, horses, and mules he started with had dwindled to two men besides himself, seven horses, and two mules. Now, however, he had only to cross the Great Basin to reach home.




  The land between Utah and California is made up of a series of valleys and mountain ranges. A basin or valley separates each mountain range from the next. Around the Great Salt Lake, streams that would normally run off into the sea end up in the lake or the surrounding mud flats. Having collected salt-bearing runoff for hundreds of thousands of years, the many water sources in the Great Basin are brackish.




  On June 22, Smith and his remaining companions, Robert Evans and Silas Gobel, spent the night on the briny edge of a small salty lake. Here the Great Basin played its first prank. One of Smith’s horses, trotting across some crusty mud, sank suddenly into the ooze up to its stomach. Try as they could, the men could not free the animal. A frustrated Smith killed the horse and salvaged what meat he could.




  Smith and his friends decided to travel in the valleys and rocky foothills. Each mountain range they passed looked the same—snowcapped peaks with intermittent streams along their flanks. On June 23, the men shot at an antelope and missed. Luckily, they bagged two rabbits for dinner. They were getting tired of horse meat.




  The next day, the men stopped twice for water. After that, the only water they found was too salty to drink. The party camped that night without water.




  Smith got up early the next morning. He rode to the top of a nearby hill to scout what lay ahead. The desert seemed to stretch on forever. Then, on the way back, Smith’s horse gave out on him. When he finally got back to camp, he evasively told Gobel and Evans that he had seen a dark spot on the horizon that must be water. He knew the truth would demoralize them.




  Under a scorching sun, the men plodded on through the soft sand. Each step was an effort; each breath of dry air brought pangs of thirst. By late afternoon, the men could go no farther. Smith, who knew from his previous treks what had to be done, made Evans and Gobel join him in digging holes in the shade of a juniper tree. They buried themselves in the sand to cool off and rest. When the sun went down, they dug out and traveled on. Soon the men saw turtledoves; according to Smith, this meant water was somewhere nearby. They searched for it in vain.




  At ten that night, the men tried to sleep. Cruelly, their thirst brought on dreams of water. In the state he was in, Smith later wrote, gold and honors meant nothing to him. All he wanted was the clear, refreshing streams of the mountains.




  At midmorning on June 25, Evans fell motionless under a juniper tree. He refused to get up. Smith and Gobel, promising to return for him, continued in search of water. Some time later, they saw Indians headed for the place where they had left Evans. They heard gunshots and saw smoke. They didn’t turn around. Doggedly, they trudged on.




  Three miles later, they came upon a spring. Gobel jumped right into the water. Smith poured water over his head and down his throat as fast as he could. The two men filled their water horns and hurried back to the juniper tree.




  Evans was still there. He hadn’t even seen the Indians; he had fired shots and lit a fire to make sure his companions could find him again. Smith poured a mixture of water and horse meat from a large kettle into Evans’s mouth. When Evans felt strong enough, the trio returned to the spring to drink their fill and recuperate.




  How curious it was, Smith reflected in his journal, that a hungry man takes several days to recover, but a thirsty man seems to revive much sooner. “Hunger can be endured twice as long as thirst.” During the day they spent at the freshwater spring, the three saw several Indians on the hilltops looking down at them. The white men sat still and looked back, no doubt wondering (among other things) how these people could survive in such a harsh environment. The Paiute and Goshute who lived in the Great Basin seemed primitive to men like Smith. He claimed they survived on insects, lizards, small game, and plants, thus he saw them as inferior to other tribes he encountered. Ironically, the Paiutes and Goshutes knew much more about the Great Basin than Smith, most importantly where to find fresh water. But the Indians on the hilltop did not come any closer to protest.




  On the morning of June 26, Smith, Evans, and Gobel trudged on to the north, passing several more brackish springs. They encountered a group of Shoshone Indians. Smith recognized the nomads and was able to communicate with them. A few days’ ride to the northeast, they told him, he and his men would find plenty of buffalo. Smith pressed them for information about the Great Salt Lake, the landmark that would show him the way home to the Cache Valley and the rendezvous. The Shoshone seemed to know nothing about it.




  But on June 27, the three men found cause to celebrate. They saw the Great Salt Lake ahead, large and blue and ringed to the east by the prodigious Wasatch Mountains. Safe at last! To Smith, the Great Salt Lake offered a homecoming. He loved the place. The walk around the southern end of the lake seemed easy. Even crossing the Jordan River at flood stage felt like a happy adventure.




  A few days later, the three fur trappers made it to the mountain man rendezvous at Bear Lake. They were down to one horse and one mule. Their friends had feared them lost. In jubilation, the men at the rendezvous fired a cannon. Smith, a man who was known for his disdain of alcohol, tobacco, and loose women, made no record in his journal of how he celebrated.




  

    THE STATE ANIMAL IS THE ROCKY MOUNTAIN ELK.
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    The state bird is the CALIFORNIA GULL. According to folklore, this bird averted a famine in pioneer times by devouring crickets that were attacking the pioneers’ crops.


  




  

    
            1847            


    Mormon Pioneers Reach


    ZION
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  Orson Pratt and Erastus Snow scrambled eagerly through groves of scrub oak. The men had gone ahead of their Mormon wagon train to scout a route. After three months and 1,300 miles of hard travel, the Mormons were about to reach their destination. It was late July and all were anxious to start farming before winter.




  The Mormons had fled Nauvoo, Illinois, in 1846 after the murder of their prophet, Joseph Smith, in 1844. Smith had always hoped to move his people to a place where they would be left in peace, free from religious persecution. His successor, Brigham Young, was determined to carry out Smith’s vision. Gleaning information from the experiences of explorer John C. Frémont, California entrepreneur Lans-ford Hastings, and various mountain men, Young chose a safe haven—the valley of the Great Salt Lake.




  After they were forced from their homes in Nauvoo, the Mormons spent a difficult winter in Winter Quarters, Nebraska. In April of 1847, Young led an advance Mormon wagon train across the river. The party consisted of 143 men, including Pratt and Snow, three women, two children, and seventy-two wagons. Young planned to blaze a trail for the approximately 14,000 church members who would follow.




  Using horses and mules to pull his wagons, Young hoped to make good time. Later companies would use slower, stronger oxen. Once the advance party of Mormons reached the valley, they would return along the route to clear rocks and brush, making the way more passable for the thousands of wagons to come.




  At Fort Laramie, a second group of seventeen Mormons from Mississippi, including six women, and a handful of Mormon Battalion members joined Young’s party. Several of the Battalion members (Mormon men who had volunteered to serve the United States government) had fallen ill. Unable to follow the Battalion on its trek to California, these men had spent the winter in Pueblo, Colorado, before joining Young’s party. Together, the Mormons continued the grueling journey westward.




  After the wagon train crossed the Continental Divide, a new kind of hardship befell its members: a disease they called mountain fever. The horrible aches, chills, and fever that spread from wagon to wagon made travel exceedingly painful. Brigham Young was among the ailing pioneers. He divided the advance company into thirds. A group led by Orson Pratt was sent ahead. The largest number of wagons would follow more slowly. Young and eight to ten wagons came last, taking time to recuperate.




  The day Pratt and Snow went scouting, their group and the main group had rejoined. The scouts were following the remnants of a trail the Donner-Reed emigrant party had forged the year before.




  At one point, the two found their path ascending a steep hill. Balking at the hill, Snow wondered why the Donner party had not just followed the creek bed downhill. He decided to look for an easier route. Thick underbrush lined the rocky creek. Soon, Snow was crawling through the bushes, looking for an opening. He heard a warning rattle and carefully retreated from what he knew must be a dangerous rattlesnake. Snow and Pratt reconsidered. They returned to the hill for a second look. It was like many others the company had climbed, but steeper. They clambered on up.




  At the summit of what is now Donner Hill, the two men whooped for joy. There, spread out before them, at the foot of tall, forested mountains, was the valley of the Great Salt Lake. The lake’s blue waters shimmered to the far west. From mountain canyons, shrub-and tree-lined streams flowed into the valley. The air was fresh and clear.




  The two men couldn’t resist. They hurried down the trail from the bench into the valley, taking mental notes about their new home as they went. They found a good site for a first settlement and returned to the rest of the two parties with the great news.




  The next day, July 21, was a long one. Pratt’s group and the main group suffered through it together. As they rested that night near the brushy creek bed (now known as Emigration Creek), they calculated they had gone 14 miles in thirteen hours. They were exhausted. Despite his encounter with the rattler, Pratt decided to blaze a trail down Emigration Creek instead of up Donner Hill.




  It is interesting to imagine Salt Lake City as it was then. The wagons probably came down along the creek until they reached a bench near present-day This Is the Place Heritage Park. From here, they turned south, paralleling the stretch that is now Wasatch Boulevard, then traveled west. They set up their first camp near Fifth East Street and Seventeenth South Street. During the sesquicentennial celebration in 1997, the site was dedicated as Encampment Park.




  Parley’s Creek flowed past the Mormons’ campsite, and the stock had plenty of tall grass to feast upon. On July 23, the group moved to the spot Snow and Pratt had chosen at the mouth of what is now called City Creek Canyon, traveling northwest past present-day Liberty Park. By noon, the men were plowing the hard but rich earth and planting potatoes and corn. They diverted the creek to irrigate the crops; the pioneers knew they could not depend on rainfall in this part of the world. In a small grove of cottonwood trees and willows, they set up their tents.




  Pratt sent two of the settlers, John Pack and Joseph Matthews, to report their progress to Brigham Young. The last section of the advance group had not yet entered the valley. The two men rode back to Young’s group, stopping to stabilize two bridges along the way.




  Still weak with fever, Young lay in the back of Wilford Woodruff’s carriage. Woodruff’s journal entry on the day they set eyes on the beautiful fertile valley reflects Young’s satisfaction and Woodruff’s wonder and admiration.
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