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  PREFACE




  




  This book highlights interesting episodes from Oregon history, from prehistoric through modern times. Each story is complete in itself and can be read individually and out of sequence.




  Oregon is an important state historically, and although the vignettes related in this book do not in any way purport to comprise a thorough history of the state, they have been selected to give the reader an understanding of the broad historical background of the Beaver State.




  I hope that It Happened in Oregon 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.




  

    




    5,700 B.C.




    




    A Baptism of FIRE
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  There was something unsettling about this particular prehistoric day in the vast wilderness that would one day be Oregon. The climate was a bit cooler than it is today, and the forests and open grasslands were inhabited by fauna of the late Pleistocene Period, or Ice Age. Giant mammoths, mastodons, saber-toothed tigers, camels, and the small ancestors of today’s horse may well have roamed the region. In their midst loomed the huge volcano now known as Mount Mazama.




  Man also made his home here. Armed with spears tipped with finely chipped flint points in the Clovis tradition, he traveled in small bands, following the great animal herds as they ranged from the rich Willamette River Valley in the north to Upper Klamath Lake in the south.




  For the past several weeks, these prehistoric hunters had found it unusually difficult to approach their prey. The animals spooked at the least noise or movement. Perhaps, the men thought, this had something to do with recent strange rumblings they had heard coming from the depths of the earth. Then, too, there was the thick, fiery liquid that occasionally oozed from the cone of the volcano.




  

    THE STATE ROCK IS THE THUNDER EGG OR GEODE.


  




  Even as they discussed these odd events, one of the men pointed frantically to far-off Mount Mazama. Thick smoke billowed from the crest of the peak, and a few moments later the hunters heard a long, loud explosion. As the men and their families watched in awe, the entire mountaintop blew up, belching lava, gas, and ash. The sky darkened and the people were afraid. They fled to a nearby cave and huddled inside, but the dark cloud of ash reached them within minutes. The air smelled terrible, and the landscape was coated in a layer of pumice and lava dust.




  For several days the eruptions continued. The atmosphere grew almost unbearable. At last the rest of the peak fell into the giant chasm left by the expulsion of millions of pounds of lava.




  Thousands of years later, descendants of these ancient Indians still tell the tale of that awful event. The Klamath tribe interpreted the episode as a battle of the gods that lasted for seven days. But if the mythical war only lasted a week, the land took millennia to recover.




  The remains of Mount Mazama, which once stretched twelve thousand feet into the sky, today form the basin that holds spectacular Crater Lake. Over the years as the lava cooled and as rainfall in the area increased, the bowl-shaped depression left by the collapse of the volcano’s peak gradually filled with water. Today, Crater Lake is two thousand feet deep, the deepest lake in North America. Nestled like a brilliant blue gem below the rim of the spent volcano, the lake measures five miles across. Because the water is so clear, moss has been known to grow 425 feet below the lake’s surface.




  The first known white man to view Crater Lake was a prospector named John Wesley Hillman. When he looked incredulously upon the spectacle in June 1853, he called it the “Deep Blue Lake.” Other Americans soon followed Hillman to the rim of the mountain to see one of the natural wonders of the world.




  Crater Lake was designated a national park in 1902 by President Theodore Roosevelt. Today, hundreds of thousands of wide-eyed people visit the 200,000-acre park each year. A book on the nation’s national parks nicely sums up their reaction:




  

    In a sense, the Crater Lake experience is like the Grand Canyon one—a sudden jolt that comes with discovering you are at the edge of a precipice when you didn’t even know the precipice was there.




    In one lavish crescendo you are simultaneously presented with a lake five miles across, canyonlike depths, mountainous cliffs, and a natural amphitheater where light and color play lead roles. Visitors seldom react indifferently. Some are astonished. Some step back, uncertain. Few can look away.


  




  

    




    1792




    




    The Claiming of the COLUMBIA
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  On April 17, 1792, George Vancouver made a mistake that may have shaped the destiny of the Pacific Northwest. The British sea captain had been ordered by his government to meet with Spanish authorities about spheres of influence around Nootka Island, known today as Vancouver Island. At the same time he was to determine whether any great river of the region emptied into the Pacific Ocean.




  In 1778, Vancouver’s countryman, Captain James Cook, had sailed right by the mouth of the Columbia River in his search for a Northwest Passage—a waterway connecting the Pacific and Atlantic Oceans. A Spaniard, Bruno de Hezeta, thought he may have discovered the “great river” in 1775, but his crew was too sick with scurvy to investigate whether it was a river or a bay. And so it fell to an upstart American to find and name the mighty Columbia and claim it for his country.




  As Vancouver steered his ship, the Discovery, past Cape Disappointment, he noted in his log:




  

    . . . on the south side of the promontory was the appearance of an inlet or small river, the land behind not indicating it to be of any great extent; nor did it seem accessible for vessels of our burthen, as the breakers extended from the above point, two or three miles into the ocean, until they joined those on the beach nearly four leagues further south.




    The Sea had now changed from its natural, to river-coloured water; the probable consequences of some streams falling into the bay, or into the ocean to the north of it, through the low land. Not considering this opening worthy of more attention, I continued our pursuit to the N. W., being desirous of embracing the prevailing breeze.


  




  And so, in a masterstroke of miscalculation, Vancouver bypassed the mouth of the Columbia and left it for the United States to find.




  A few days later and only a few miles up the coastline, Vancouver encountered the ship Columbia, captained by Robert Gray. A Boston merchant, Gray had frequented these waters for several years, trading with the Indians for luxurious sea otter pelts. On an earlier trip he had distinguished himself by becoming the first American sea captain to sail around the world. His current trading mission had so far proved successful, despite trouble with hostile Haida Indians in the Queen Charlotte Islands.




  Gray and Vancouver arranged to meet aboard one of their ships to discuss the mysterious river that Hezeta had described. Gray admitted that he had tried to enter a likely looking inlet several weeks earlier, but to no avail. He also told Vancouver about an ocean inlet to the north, which Vancouver later explored and named Puget Sound after one of his crew. The two captains parted amicably.




  On May 11, 1792, Gray made his monumental discovery and described it in his log:




  

    At half past seven [P.M.], we were out clear of the bars and directed our course to the southward, along shore. . . . At four, A.M., saw the entrance of our desired port bearing east-south-east, distance six leagues. . . . At eight, A.M., being a little windward of the entrance of the Harbor, bore away, and run in east-north-east between the breakers, having from five to seven fathoms of water. When we were over the bar, we found this to be a large river of fresh water, up which we steered. . . . The entrance between the bars bore west-south-west, distant ten miles; the north side of the river a half mile distant from the ship; the south side of the same two and a half miles’ distance.


  




  Gray christened the river Columbia in honor of his ship. He and his crew spent the next several days exploring the mouth of the great stream and trading with the friendly natives. John Boit was a fifth mate aboard the Columbia, and he left the following account of their encounter with the Indians.




  

    The beach was lin’d with Natives, who ran along shore following the Ship. Soon after above 20 Canoes came off, and brought a good lot of Furs and Salmon, which last they sold two for a board Nail. the furs we likewise bought cheap, for Copper and Cloth. they appear’d to view the Ship with greatest astonishment and no doubt we was the first civilized people that they ever saw. . . . at length we arriv’d opposite to a large village, situated on the North side of the river about 5 leagues from the entrance. . . . The river at this place was about 4 miles over. We purchas’d 4 Otter Skins for a Sheet of Copper, Beaver Skins, 2 Spikes each, and other land furs, 1 Spike each.


  




  

    The name OREGON may be derived from OURAGAN, a French-Canadian word for “storm” or “hurricane.” The Columbia was originally called the Oregon River, perhaps because of its turbulence.


  




  Gray found that the forests lining the Columbia River were rich in game and that the natives were anxious to trade. According to Boit,




  

    . . . the Indians are very numerous, and appear’d very civill (not even offering to steal). during our short stay we collected 150 Otter, 300 Beaver, and twice the Number of other land furs. the river abounds with excellent Salmon, and most other River fish, and the Woods with plenty of Moose and Dear, the skins of which was brought us in great plenty, and the Banks produces a ground Nut, which is an excellent substitute for either bread or Potatoes, We found plenty of Oak, Ash, and Walnut trees, and clear ground in plenty, which with little labour might be made fit to raise such seeds as is necessary for the sustenance of inhabitants.


  




  Gray and his crew had performed an important service for their country. Five decades later, when the United States and Great Britain would bicker over the placement of the boundary separating their realms, Gray’s claim to the Columbia would help ensure that Oregon remained in American hands.
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    1805




    




    A Dismal Christmas at FORT CLATSOP
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  Christmas Day 1805 dawned gray and gloomy over Fort Clatsop, the nearly completed log stockade that the men of the Lewis and Clark Expedition were constructing on the Pacific Coast. Persistent rain, accompanied by hail, had kept some of the men awake in their huts during the night. At dawn, the sun tried to peek through the clouds, but rain soon resumed for the rest of the day.




  Despite the gloom the men of the expedition did their best to celebrate the holiday. Captain William Clark wrote of their efforts in his journal:




  

    At day light this morning we we[re] awoke by the discharge of the fire arm of all our party & a Selute, Shoute and a Song which the whole party joined in under our windows, after which they retired to their rooms were Chearfull all the morning—after brackfast we divided our Tobacco which amounted to 12 carrots one half of which we gave to the men of the party who used tobacco, and to those who doe not use it we make a present of a handkerchief, The Indians leave us in the evening all the party Snugly fixed in their huts—I recved a presnt of Capt L. of a fleece hosrie Shirt Draws and Socks—,a pr. mockersons of Whitehouse a Small Indian basket of Gutherich, two Dozen white weazils tails of the Indians woman, & Some black root of the Indians before their departure. . . . The day proved Showerey wet and disagreeable.


  




  Captain Meriwether Lewis, co-commander of the expedition, had selected the site for the fort: a sheltered spot near the confluence of the Lewis and Clark and Columbia rivers, in the extreme northwest corner of what is now Oregon. Construction of the fifty-square-foot stockade and several cabins within had begun on December 7. The men named the fort after a friendly local Indian tribe.




  The men of the expedition were glad to be settled in one spot for a change. They had explored the northern shore of the Columbia all the way to Cape Disappointment and then crossed to the south side and wandered in the region of Tongue Point before finally choosing a spot for their winter camp.




  By January 1, 1806, Fort Clatsop was finished. It was the second camp in which the explorers would spend a winter. The previous year, they had lingered for the season at Fort Mandan, a similar structure they had built along the Missouri River in present-day North Dakota. The group had arrived there in October 1804 after leaving St. Louis in May, and they resumed their journey on April 7, 1805. It had taken the travelers almost eight months to continue up the Missouri River to its headwaters, travel cross-country to the Clearwater River, and then float down the Clearwater to the Snake, down the Snake to the Columbia, and finally down that rushing stream to its mouth at the Pacific Ocean. Now, within ear-shot of the Pacific surf, they would pass the time until spring, when they would begin the journey home.
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  While at Fort Clatsop, the expedition members were visited by several tribes of Indians, most of whom were friendly and anxious to help. Game was plentiful, and Lewis, in his journal entry of January 2, 1806, referred to the presence of elk, swans, cranes, beavers, otters, and several species of ducks and geese. Unfortunately, another creature was present in even greater numbers. “The flees are verry troublesom,” Clark complained. “Our huts have alreadey Sworms of those disagreeable insects in them, and I fear we Shall not get rid of them dureing our delay at this place.”




  On January 3, a group of Indians told the men at the fort about a whale that had washed up on shore a few miles away. The Indians presented the expedition with some of the animal’s blubber, which Captain Lewis described:




  

    . . . white & not unlike the fat of Poark, tho’ the texture was more spongey and somewhat coarser. I had a part of it cooked and found it very pallitable and tender, it resembled the beaver or the dog in flavour. . . . Capt. Clark determined this evening to set out early tomorrow with two canoes and 12 men in quest of the whale, or at all events to purchase from the Indians a parcel of the blubber.


  




  According to Clark, when the party reached the dead whale on January 8:




  

    . . . only the Skelleton of this monster on the Sand between 2 of the villages of the Kil a mox nation; the Whale was already pillaged of every valuable part by the Kil a mox Inds. in the vecinity of whose villages it lay on the Strand where the waves and tide had driven up & left it. this Skeleton measured 105 feet.


  




  On March 23, 1806, the men of the Lewis and Clark Expedition bade Fort Clatsop good-bye and began the long journey home. By the time they reached St. Louis on September 23, 1806, they had traveled more than eight thousand miles through uncharted wilderness. The little camp in which they passed their second winter has been reconstructed based on a diagram drawn by Captain Clark and is now part of Fort Clatsop National Memorial.




  

    




    1811




    




    The Founding of ASTORIA
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  In April 1811, sixteen men made their way through the damp undergrowth of an evergreen forest to reach some high ground overlooking the Columbia River. They were happy to be on dry land again. Only a few days earlier, they had come ashore from the Tonquin, a 290-ton ship armed with ten guns.




  The men’s mission was to scout the region for an ideal spot to build a trading post. They selected a place described by one of the builders as “delightfully situated on the Southwest extremity of point George, which is a commanding as well as in every other respect a commodious station.” According to Washington Irving, in his classic history, Astoria, the men




  

    . . . now set to work cutting down trees, clearing away thickets, and marking out the place for the residence, storehouse, and powder magazine, which were to be built of logs and covered with bark. Others landed the timbers intended for the frame of the coasting vessel, and proceeded to put them together; while others prepared a garden spot, and sowed the seeds of various vegetables.


  




  Alexander Ross, one of the men who worked on the new post, left behind a harsher account of its construction:




  

    It would have made a cynic smile to see this pioneer corps, composed of traders, shopkeepers, voyageurs . . . all ignorant alike in this new walk of life. . . . Nearly two months of this laborious and incessant toil had passed, and we had scarcely yet an acre of ground cleared. In the meantime three of our men were killed by the natives, two more wounded by the falling of trees, and one had his hand blown off by gunpowder.


  




  At long last the workers’ task was complete, and as they stood back and looked at their creation—appropriately named Astoria after their employer, John Jacob Astor—they must have considered it a job well done.




  Astor was president and majority owner of the recently organized Pacific Fur Company, which intended to make its headquarters at Astoria. At the time of the post’s construction, he was in New York City busily running his various other fur interests. With his new company he planned to challenge the powerful Canadian-run North West Company, which along with its rival, the Hudson’s Bay Company, held a monopoly on most of the Pacific fur trade.




  Astor’s scheme was to send two separate parties, one by land and one by sea, to the mouth of the Columbia River to build the trading post for Pacific Fur. The ocean-going party had departed New York on September 8, 1810, and after sailing the Tonquin around the tip of South America, they reached their destination on March 22, 1811. The overland party, led by Wilson Price Hunt and Donald McKenzie, had left Montreal in July 1810, and after spending a few weeks in St. Louis proceeded west and pitched winter camp about 450 miles up the Missouri. The following spring, the party left the river and continued their journey overland, arriving at Astoria on February 15, 1812.

OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_006.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_005.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_014.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.jpg
VINYOATIVO

VAVAIN
o)
f tvisaa
5 ok -
7 aQA 0 AT
f ia
| Nrsva “
| VR Ladavyy &
7 TN AV H Q
7 3 3 e f ;o IoasaTmy
B 2
oHvar v
£S
F?ﬂ |
s
{ % <
\ & T
o X . S
. sense
5 S i
N redy o) uvao
i s SN S #onvmy. o
sV I T S 211904
el o \.\ S d S 7
< A
NOLONIHSVA & LS QIOSIVID) N0

ous
T Scans wog






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
Stories of Events
and People that Shaped

BEAVER STATE HISTORY

IT HAPPENED IN

OREGON

From the Birth of CRATER LAKE
to the GREAT TILLAMDOK FIRE

JAMES A.
CRUTCHFIELD






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_009.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_005.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_004.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png
pSaonE





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_006.jpg
T

NN e iy 2






OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_003.jpg





OEBPS/Images/chpt_fig_011.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.png





