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 NEW MEXICO








  
PREFACE






  This book highlights several interesting episodes of New Mexico history, from the days of the prehistoric Native Americans through modern times. Each story is complete in itself and can be read individually and out of sequence.




  New Mexico is an extremely important state historically, and although the vignettes related in this book do not in any way purport to be a thorough history of the state, they have been chosen selectively to give the reader a broad understanding of the varied history of the “Land of Enchantment.”




  I hope that It Happened in New Mexico will provide a few hours of pleasure to those who read it, and that it will, perhaps find its way into the classrooms of the state, thereby giving younger generations a better appreciation of their vast heritage.











   

   


  
9,000 BC






  The Life and Times of Folsom Man
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  On a cloudless, late summer’s day about eleven thousand years ago, a group of Paleo-Native Americans squatted around a cooking fire burning in a tiny pit dug out of the prairie soil. The small band, numbering no more than half a dozen men, as many women, and ten or twelve youngsters, watched intently as one of the men, the leader, put the finishing touches on a finely flaked spear blade he had just fashioned from a naturally occurring flint nodule. The man held the point high above his head and with a broad smile declared that this was the weapon that today would bring the hungry band good luck. All heads nodded in agreement as the artisan tied the long, fluted point to the end of a wooden shaft several feet long. When he had finished the task, he waved the spear back and forth through the air as if plunging it into the side of some great animal.




  One of the women kicked the dying embers of the fire, and the band of people picked up their sparse belongings and headed southwest across the prairie. In the distance they could see the brooding cone of a small volcano, Capulin, located in the northwest corner of today’s Union County, New Mexico. Some of the group had been told that their grandfathers’ grandfathers had seen the mountain belch forth fire and burning rocks at some distant time in the past, but no one among them could remember such an occurrence. Perhaps the ever-present wisps of dark, foul-smelling smoke spewing from the mountain’s uppermost heights were a warning that such an eruption could again take place sometime in the future.




  When the Paleo-tribesmen had traveled just a few miles, they came across a giant bison, a member of a species that grew to a much larger size than the familiar buffalo of today. Two of the men went on ahead to observe the strange antics of the bison and soon learned that the animal had been hurt and was struggling to stay on all four legs. Here, at last, they thought, were the makings of a gigantic feast that would feed the hunters and their families for several days.




  The six men in the party carefully surrounded the wounded beast, which was not only in intense pain from wounds suffered in a recent wolf attack but was now bewildered and frightened by the abrupt appearance of so many hunters. Each of the men held his spear high above his head and carefully sallied back and forth just out of the bison’s reach. While the terrified animal fought off three men at his front, one of the hunters, the one who had fashioned his fluted spear point that very morning, approached from the side and thrust his long weapon deep into the bison’s rib cage. Bellowing with pain, the bison turned in circles, attempting to fight off its enemies.




  One by one the hunters shoved their flint-tipped spears into the doomed bison’s side. Within a few moments the magnificent animal was dead, and the women and children ran up to the massive hulk of flesh and began to skin and dismember the body. All that could be heard around the campfire that night were stories about the strength and bravery of the man who had made the flint blade and who, with his brand-new weapon, had delivered the first blow to the bison that was now being prepared for the evening’s supper.




  After staying in the vicinity of the bison kill for a couple of days, the people picked up their few belongings and moved across the prairie to another camp several miles away. Day after day the sun’s hot rays pounded down upon what little of the bison’s flesh and bones remained after the wolves and vultures had found it. In time the only vestige of the animal’s body was a ghostly white skeleton bleaching upon the hard-packed earth. Eventually, layer after layer of soil covered the remains.




  For thousands of years the skeleton of the once powerful beast lay undisturbed beneath the surface of the earth. More centuries passed, and rain, more plentiful in prehistoric days than it is now, pounded the region and carved a tiny gully. In time, as the arroyo grew deeper and deeper, the ancient bison’s bones were once again exposed.




  Eleven thousand years later, in 1908, a black cowboy named George McJunkin was riding herd for his boss on the Crowfoot Ranch in eastern New Mexico. It had been raining hard for several days, and the area that McJunkin was visiting had several arroyos etched across its face. McJunkin noticed that one of these gulches, known locally as Wild Horse Arroyo, appeared to be several feet deeper than it had been the last time he had ridden this part of the range. The curious cowboy decided to investigate.




  As McJunkin neared the edge of Wild Horse Arroyo, then ten feet deep, he saw a white, glistening object protruding from the side of the gully. Dismounting, he eased himself down into the arroyo and examined it. It was a large bone of an animal that McJunkin decided was a huge species of bison. The cowboy dug the bone out of the dirt, wrapped it in a slicker, and carried it home.




  Nineteen years later, six months after McJunkin’s death, Carl Schwachheim, a local blacksmith and amateur “bone hunter,” rode out to Wild Horse Arroyo and dug around in the earth of this gulch that his friend McJunkin had so often told him about. Almost immediately Schwachheim found a pair of bison ribs with a fluted spear point imbedded in them. He was quick to realize that his find meant that man was present at the time the bison was killed.




  As news of the blacksmith’s find spread to the scientific community, archaeologists and anthropologists from all over the United States descended upon the little town of Folsom, New Mexico, the village nearest to the site. Within weeks the scientists were declaring that the bison and spear point found at the “Folsom” site proved that people had been present in North America at least eleven thousand years ago, since the giant bison became extinct shortly after that time. A whole new phase of American history was defined by that simple discovery made by George McJunkin and Carl Schwachheim on the Crowfoot Ranch.




  In addition to Folsom Man, New Mexico has been home to other ancient finds that date as far back as 12,000 B.C. Spear points, along with extinct animal species, were found near the small town of Clovis, New Mexico, in 1933. These discoveries place New Mexico in the unique position of having been the site of some of the oldest and most important prehistoric Native American artifacts yet discovered in North America.













   

   


  
AD 1540






  Cibola Falls to the Spanish
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  The Spanish conquistador Francisco Vásquez de Coronado, along with several hundred soldiers and friendly Natives, had just reached the village of Hawikuh in the province of Cibola. The province was reported to be full of treasure, and its “seven cities of gold,” which another Spaniard, Fray Marcos, had reportedly visited the previous year, were described as “larger than the city of Mexico.” Marcos had written that Cibola was a fabulously rich region with “a great store of gold . . . and a hill of silver.”




  Coronado and his entourage had left Compostela, far to the south in Mexico, 134 days earlier. Now, in the blistering heat of July 7, 1540, as he searched the distant horizon for signs of the golden riches Marcos had described, Coronado suddenly reached the bitter conclusion that Marcos had either been misinformed or was a monumental liar. Instead of a town whose inhabitants “wear silk clothing down to their feet” and that contained “a temple of their idols, the walls of which were covered with precious stones,” as Marcos had reported, Coronado had found nothing but a dusty pueblo inhabited by several hundred hostile warriors anxiously perched on the roofs of their adobe houses. The village was near today’s settlement of Zuni, about thirty-three miles south of Gallup, New Mexico.




  Coronado’s Spanish and Native troops were tired and hungry. As they approached Hawikuh, one of the soldiers rode ahead with an interpreter and a priest and ordered the pueblo inhabitants to submit to the Spanish crown and the Catholic Church. His demand was met by Zuni defenders with derisive yells, gestures, and an arrow that almost made a martyr of the priest. Realizing that a peaceful entry into the village was out of the question, Coronado gave the order to attack.




  After two sorties, in which several soldiers, including twenty-six-year-old Coronado, were wounded, the conquistadors took the town and its supposed treasure. Hundreds of terrified Zunis fled to neighboring villages. Coronado later wrote that:






   [the natives of Hawikuh] all directed their attack against me because my armor was gilded and glittered and on this account I was hurt more than the rest, and not because I had done more or was farther in advance than the others; for all these gentlemen and soldiers bore themselves well, as was expected of them.







  Pedro de Castaneda, a chronicler traveling with Coronado’s party, confirmed in his journal that the attack on Hawikuh was difficult and described his leader’s mishap in battle.






   During the attack they knocked the general down with a large stone, and would have killed him but for Don Garcia Lopez de Cardenas and Hernando de Alvarado, who threw themselves above him and drew him away, receiving the blows of the stones, which were not few.







  After taking the town, Coronado’s men fell upon the food stores like hungry animals. Rummaging through the defeated village, the soldiers “found that of which there was greater need than of gold or silver, which was much corn, and beans, and fowl better than those of New Spain, and salt, the best and whitest I have seen in all my life,” according to one eyewitness. After gorging themselves on the spoils of war, Coronado and his officers discussed their bearings and laid plans for the future. A dozen horsemen under the command of Cardenas were sent westward in search of a great river that was rumored to exist far away in the land of the Hopis. Departing what they thought was Cibola in late August, Cardenas and his followers soon came upon the magnificent Grand Canyon of the Colorado River at some unknown point on its south rim, thus becoming the first known European men to view the natural wonder.




  In the meantime, Coronado decided to send another party eastward in search of other cities that might prove more rewarding than Hawikuh. Alvarado led a group that left Hawikuh in late August. Some weeks later he sent a message back to Coronado, recommending that winter camp be pitched near the site of today’s city of Bernalillo, New Mexico. Pushing eastward, Alvarado entered the village of “Cicuye,” later known as Pecos Pueblo. Castaneda, the chronicler, described the town as:






   a pueblo containing 500 warriors. It is feared throughout the land. It is square, perched on a rock in the center of a vast patio or plaza. . . . The houses are all alike, four stories high. One can walk on the roofs over the whole pueblo, there being no streets to prevent this. . . . The houses have no doors on the ground floor. The inhabitants use movable ladders to climb the corridors which are on the inner side of the pueblos. They enter them that way, as the doors of the houses open into the corridors on this terrace. . . . The pueblo is surrounded by a low stone wall. Inside there is a water spring, which can be diverted from them. The people of this town pride themselves because no one had been able to subjugate them, while they dominate the pueblos as they wish.







  In addition to being awed by the majesty of Pecos, Alvarado was also intrigued by a story its people told him. Far to the east, they said, beyond the great prairies where the buffalo were as numerous as insects in the summertime, lay a magical kingdom known as Quivira, which was full of the riches for which the conquistadors had traveled so far. When Alvarado reported this marvelous tale to Coronado, the Spanish army made immediate plans to move eastward. Shortly after visiting Pecos himself, in the spring of 1541, Coronado led his weary forces out of New Mexico and onto the vast and lonely Great Plains.




  The Pueblo Natives of New Mexico had tasted the steel of the conquistadors and heard the promises of the Catholic Church. Coronado’s battle at Hawikuh was the first known armed conflict between Europeans and Native Americans in the territory that one day would become the United States. But it would not be the last.

















1613






  A Clash Between Church and State
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  On Tuesday morning, July 9, 1613, in the three-year-old village of Santa Fe, the royal governor of New Mexico, Pedro de Peralta, assembled several of his lieutenants and ordered them to prepare for a dangerous confrontation. The governor told the soldiers that they were to accompany him across the plaza to the Franciscan church, where he intended to order the friar Isidro Ordonez, out of town.




  Peralta, decked out in a suit of chain mail and armed with a sword and pistol, led the men toward the church. As Mass ended, Ordonez approached Peralta wielding a wooden cane. Ordering his companions to search the church for weapons, Peralta demanded that the priest leave Santa Fe and return to Santo Domingo Pueblo, which served as the ecclesiastical headquarters of the Catholic Church in northern New Mexico. The priest refused to budge and attempted to strike Peralta with his cane. The governor drew his pistol, and when someone in the tightly packed church grabbed his arm, he accidentally shot and wounded an onlooking priest.




  The gunfire dispersed the crowd, but the angry Ordonez promptly excommunicated Peralta and a few of his men. Then he left Santa Fe for Santo Domingo to confer with other churchmen about how to depose the governor.




  Peralta had moved the seat of government from San Gabriel a few miles south to Santa Fe in 1610. For the first two years in the new town, affairs had gone well. The governor had laid out the village to include residences, public buildings, and the structure that would soon become known as the Palace of the Governors. Councilmen were elected, judges were appointed, and residents were given the opportunity to acquire, free of charge, “two lots for house and garden, two contiguous fields for vegetable gardens, two others for vineyards and olive groves” in addition to 133 acres of rural land for farming. Water was guaranteed. The only requirement was that the resident must live on the property for ten consecutive years.


OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_007.jpg
! COLORADO

! =
&2 ® GLomEm 1 vicis i
{ St Fre SOpecos © ot
i - o 1
i i
I g r— !
J 3,
[ e i
i
2 I
! FORT SUMNER®. i
! 3
i
| Socorro | CounTy
| |
| PR i
oCarrma :
‘ oRosweLL g
! i
| oTorarosa i
i & AJET sacRAMENTO i
"‘h‘ MOUNTAINS i
i e i
“2 OLas Cruces |

i Cotunmus.

e 50

MEXICO

i






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_005.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
Stories of Events and

People That Shaped the
LAND OF ENCHANTMENT

@~ )27

=

\T HAPPENED IN
NEW MEXICD

From the PUEBLO REVOLT
to BILLY THE KID

JAMES A, =
CRUTCHFIELD






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_002.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_003.jpg





