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			Introduction

			These are the stories of what happened in the West as the trickle, then flood, of Easterners and immigrants first began to flow into the plains, deserts, and mountains between the Pacific Ocean and the Mississippi River and, finally, far north into the Last Frontier. While some events would have happened regardless of who was there—earthquakes, storms, droughts, and other natural disasters—it was because of this influx of humanity that those events were recorded and have become part of America’s history.

			The remaining balance of these events happened precisely as a result of these newcomers, and their stories go beyond the archetypal cowboy-versus-Indian battles, gold rushes, saloon shootouts, and stagecoach holdups. Many historians have noted that the communities that formed in this area during the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries often were more ethnically diverse than many large cities are today. Someone walking the streets of small towns in the Old West likely would have heard as much German, French, or Chinese spoken as English, and witnessed styles of dress ranging from chaps and cowboy boots, fancy dresses and fine suits, and buffalo robes and ornate headdresses to wooden clogs and lederhosen, silk kimonos and wide-brimmed bamboo hats, saris, and burkas.

			The merging of these individuals with different religions, tongues, and economic backgrounds understandably created both tension and—for the less short-sighted—opportunities. While Native Americans often became victims of this westward expansion, others—such as newly freed slaves, immigrants, and Easterners champing at the bit for a stake to claim as their own—shaped the story and landscape of the West with their acts of courage, ingenuity, brazenness, and impudence.

			Amid tales of loss and horror are accounts of survival and success. And among the countless adventurers who found the lure of wide-open spaces and untapped resources to be as strong as the Sirens’ song to Odysseus, many found the determination to thrive in the West. And thrive they did—even better, for what they lacked in resources they made up in resourcefulness, becoming inventors, entrepreneurs, scientists, activists, explorers, and more. To them all we owe our gratitude for creating and recording this history as it happened in the Old West.

		

	
		
			Alaska

			Adventure on Ice

			1880

			A great canoe bobbed in Wrangell Harbor, fully loaded with camping supplies. It was early August in 1880, and John Muir’s eyes crackled with impatience. He was beyond ready to start his trip, but instead there he sat, waiting. Finally, Reverend Samuel Hall Young came running down the dock, with his dog behind him. After climbing into the canoe, Young called to the dog, Stickeen, and the small, black mutt leaped into the canoe and snuggled up in Young’s coat.

			Muir protested, saying the dog was too small to be useful and would only cause trouble, but Young refused to leave Stickeen behind. Though small, the dog was good company. The two-year-old sheltie mix had been a wedding present to Young and his wife, who were Wrangell’s Presbyterian missionaries. The Wrangell natives, Stickeen Tlingits, had named the dog. Muir wanted to set off more than he wanted to argue, but he privately wondered if the dog would survive the trip.

			The cedar canoe was piloted by a Wrangell guide, Lot Tyeen, who had brought with him his son-in-law, Joe, an excellent hunter and cook. Seventeen-year-old Billy, a local boy, was coming because he spoke both good English and Tlingit. Once the decision was made about bringing the dog, the five men were ready to set out.

			Naturalist John Muir was not the first tourist to come to the Alaska Panhandle, but he may have been the most famous early one. His writings had appeared in American magazines, and he was known across the United States. On his first Alaskan trip the previous summer, he had met Reverend Young and they had instantly become friends. The missionary admired the naturalist’s enthusiasm and stamina and asked him to stay on in Wrangell as his houseguest. Muir, in turn, talked his new friend into sharing a lengthy paddle trip that fall. The two and their guides had reached Glacier Bay before needing to return to Wrangell so Muir could make the last steamer home. Muir hadn’t had nearly enough time there, and was eager to explore Glacier Bay again and take more notes. By studying Alaska’s vibrant glaciers, he hoped to better understand California’s small ones. This 1880 journey was a tourist trip with a serious mission.

			For a map, Muir had a copy of one that had been made seventy years earlier. The coastline was drawn poorly, with few bays and glaciers marked. As they traveled, Muir corrected the lines of the map and gave names to many landmarks.

			Wrangell lies halfway down the Alaska Panhandle, and Glacier Bay is more than two hundred miles to its north. The group paddled the dugout canoe north through the many islands. Muir was in a hurry to see glaciers, lots of glaciers! He pushed the men to paddle for long days. Along the way they explored narrow, glacier-carved bays called fjords. This amused the guides. Why explore a bay so icy that there was no hope of finding gold or game? Lot tied tree branches to the outer edge of his canoe to protect it from floating ice, and the men used long sticks to push away icebergs. Chunks of dense, blue ice crashed down from the steep ice walls, sending great waves across the bay. The Native Alaskan men were uncomfortable exploring so dangerously close to the ice. If they fell in, they would quickly die. Nonetheless, Muir had plotted a course and he planned to stick to it. He knew the season was short and they had to move quickly if he was going to make much progress with his map and notes.

			When the party finally stopped to camp each night, Muir eagerly explored the land. Stickeen, the dog, followed him on all of his hikes. After a week, Muir admitted that he liked the dog, and the feeling was clearly mutual. Envious of their forays, Reverend Young usually stayed behind in camp since he suffered from a bad shoulder that prevented him from rock climbing.

			In three weeks, the canoe reached Glacier Bay, a huge gash carved by numerous glaciers that poured down from either side. The group explored sixty miles deep into the iceberg-filled bay, stopping for a full week at grand Muir Glacier. Muir had seen and named this glacier on his 1879 trip, and it again filled him with awe.

			After leaving Glacier Bay, they paddled west, coming to a smaller bay that was not on the map. The sky was thick with fog, and rain drizzled on the men, soaking them to the skin. It took all of their strength to paddle to shore through the icebergs. On the shore, they set up camp by a glacier. Muir was fascinated with this glacier: It appeared to be growing, while the others were getting smaller. Muir couldn’t figure out why, and he soon declared to Young that he would spend the next day exploring the glacier, which he named Taylor Glacier.

			Muir rose early and took no time for breakfast. A storm was brewing and he was in a hurry. Muir’s Scottish soul loved the drama of adverse weather, and he was particularly eager to experience this glacier in a snowstorm. If the new snow fed the glacier’s growth, he wanted to witness it. He dropped a biscuit in his pocket and picked up his ice ax. Stickeen insisted on joining him, though Muir told the dog to stay. Soon the two were climbing up on the ice. The sky broke for a few minutes, giving Muir a longer look at the extensive glacier, which he estimated to be eight miles wide at the water’s edge. He quickly took out his notebook and drew it. The glacier was like a river of ice flowing down the mountainside, and like a flooded river, the glacier was overflowing its banks. It was uprooting trees on either side, and rocks, even great boulders, were tossed aside. It was carving the valley, just as it had carved the bay. The pressure of movement ripped the ice into great cracks called crevasses. Nature was giving him a science lesson, and Muir was a willing student.

			Muir used his ax to cut steps into steep rises so that the little dog could follow him. Together, they hiked along the east bank of the glacier. This was easy enough, so he crossed the width of the glacier. The glacier center was flowing faster than the sides and was buckling into great crevasses. He figured some of these crevasses were a thousand feet deep and thirty feet across. Leaping over cracks as wide as eight feet, Muir was impressed to see the little dog follow. On the glacier’s west bank, they hiked upward again. Finally, he came to an awesome lake filled with bobbing icebergs. It was beautiful, but it was getting late and time to leave.

			Muir headed down, taking what he thought was the shortest route. By this time the snow was blowing harder and he wandered blindly into a maze of cracks. Muir was getting a bit nervous and wasn’t entirely sure how he would get back. He had to keep his eyes trained down so he wouldn’t fall into a crevasse, which concerned him since he couldn’t plan a route carefully if he was always watching his feet. Nonetheless, he kept going in what he thought was the right direction, leaping over crevasses when he came to them. Stickeen leaped too. Eventually, however, the crevasses got wider, until they could not be jumped. Muir kept hoping each large crevasse would be the last. The snow was thick, night was coming, and Muir began to suspect that he would have to spend the night on the glacier.

			Man and dog came to one crevasse that was much longer and wider than the others. Unable to bear the idea of trying to walk around it, Muir finally found a place where he dared to leap. Luckily, he reached the other side without sliding back into the depths. Stickeen flew across also. But the very next step posed a huge challenge. Muir was standing on an ice island. The only way off was an ice bridge that would require Muir to climb several feet down the wall of his island, leaving him suspended in air hundreds of feet above a certain and icy death. Cutting steps with his ax, he carefully crawled down the ice bridge. As he slid along the bridge on his stomach, he flattened it with the ax. Once on the other side, Muir called for Stickeen, but the dog cried and refused to follow. Muir was amazed that the dog understood the greater danger present. After much begging from Muir, the dog stepped slowly down the ice steps to the ice bridge. Any slip would have sent him tumbling to his death. Treading slowly and whining the whole time, Stickeen finally made it to Muir. Safe! The rest of the journey down the glacier was so easy that they almost skipped with joy.

			It was late when Muir and Stickeen returned to camp. They had been gone seventeen hours and were miserably cold and hungry. Muir immediately changed into dry clothes and ate a bowl of hot chowder. Once full, he told Reverend Young about their adventure and heaped praise on Stickeen.

			Reverend Young had a story to tell also. The camp had had guests, a Hoonah Tlingit chief and the man’s three wives. The visitors gave Young gifts of porpoise meat, salmon, clams, crabs, and strawberries. Young was amazed to see strawberries growing this far north.

			Then, the visitor asked a favor. Could Reverend Young pray to his god to stop the glacier from advancing? It was blocking off a valuable salmon stream, and in a few years it would totally cover the stream. Hoping to please the glacier spirit, the chief had already killed two of his slaves. The missionary saw this story as proof that these people needed Christianity. Muir saw it as proof that the glacier was growing. Further studies would confirm to Muir that he was correct in theorizing that snow accumulation fed the glaciers and that increased precipitation would push a glacier downhill. Later scientists would establish that a steep rock bed under the glacier hastened its movement.

			From Taylor Bay the group quickly paddled south. Muir was in a hurry to catch the southbound September mail ship. His canoe trip had lasted about six weeks, and he needed to return home to California.

			Muir shared his map with the US government since it was much better than any other chart available at the time. Using his notes from the summer’s trip, he also wrote magazine articles and books. The story of Stickeen, Alaska’s brave ice-climbing dog, touched America and became the subject of his best-loved book. Glacier Bay National Park includes the glacier of Stickeen’s adventure, now known as Brady Glacier.

			Death on the Glacier

			1897

			In the summer of 1897, George Hall came to Alaska on a mission. He was looking for his friend, Charles Blackstone. Hall had made a promise to Blackstone’s wife to find his friend, dead or alive.

			Charles Blackstone had come down with “gold fever” the year before, and eventually his dreams of striking it rich in Alaska were too much to resist. Leaving his wife and children at home in Seattle, Blackstone headed north, fully expecting to return home a rich man. He asked his friend Hall to watch after his family if he failed to return in the fall.

			In late April 1896, Blackstone, along with 250 other men, climbed aboard a steamship bound for Alaska. He quickly befriended two other passengers, Charles Botcher and J. W. Malinque, who, like many on board, had never mined before. In place of experience, they each had camping supplies, shovels, picks, gold pans, and dreams.

			They talked about gold—dust, flakes, and nuggets. The summer before, pounds of it had been found in a creek that fed Cook Inlet’s Turnagain Arm. Everyone on the ship was sure that he would soon be rich too.

			The ship arrived in Cook Inlet in early May, when the area was still in the grip of winter. The inlet was thick with chunks of ice, and the captain refused to travel up to Turnagain Arm. Instead, he anchored near the mouth of the inlet, some two hundred miles from the gold streams. His crew would row the passengers ashore in longboats, but this was the end of the line for the ship. On the beach, there was still thick snow, but even so there was already one mining party camping there. These miners told the newcomers how hard it could be to travel in this wild country and warned them that although the melting snow was a hassle, it wouldn’t get much easier after the snow was gone. The Kenai Peninsula was a rain forest, and it was crisscrossed with streams, swamps, glaciers, and mountains. Walking through this maze was difficult at best. Boating up the inlet was not much easier. Some days the water shot through Turnagain Arm like a thirty-foot wave; the miners weren’t kidding when they called this tide the “cannonball,” as it shot back any boat that tried to muscle past it. 

			While on Turnagain Arm, the men explored the main mining camps, optimistically called Hope City and Sunrise City. A trading post was being set up in each new location, giving the camps a stamp of respectability. The men were somewhat puzzled that there were large Native Alaskan villages elsewhere on Cook Inlet, but not on Turnagain Arm. It would be some time before they figured out that the Athabaskans knew Turnagain Arm had the worst boating on the inlet.

			Mulling over all this information, the newcomers weighed their options. They had to decide quickly what they were going to do, since the captain was readying the ship to return to Seattle for another load of miners. Did anyone want to leave Alaska yet? Blackstone, Botcher, and Malinque, along with the majority of the other men, said no. Although things looked rough, they were not quitting. The second question was easier to answer: Did anyone want to send a letter back to Seattle? There might not be another chance to send a letter home, so many of the men quickly jotted down their news and well wishes to their loved ones.

			Other ships arrived in Cook Inlet and the tent camp at the inlet’s mouth kept growing. Men were restless to get to the Turnagain Arm gold. Some cut down trees, sawed boards, and built crude boats and hand-carved oars. Hundreds hoped to row the two hundred or so miles around the inlet.

			One day, Botcher and a few others crept away from the camp and into the woods. They followed a river deep into the center of the Kenai Peninsula. There, they dipped their gold pans into creeks and swirled them until only the heaviest sand and a few gold flakes lay in the bottom. Flakes! One could not get rich working for a few flakes! Botcher had counted on gold nuggets and was sorely disappointed. The summer was passing fast and things did not look promising. 

			Rumors were flying up and down Cook Inlet. There were stories of fifty-dollar gold pans. There was also news of empty rowboats and bodies washed ashore. One unhappy miner wrote this little poem on a scrap of paper:

			In God we trusted, In Alaska we busted, Let her rattle:

			Will try it again in old Seattle.

			Blackstone, Botcher, and Malinque gave up on Cook Inlet. In late summer, they left to look for gold up on the Yukon River. News of the Circle goldfield was enticing, but they had missed the last Yukon River steamship of the season, and the thousand-mile hike proved too much for the three. Discouraged, they were back on Turnagain Arm in March, poorer than they had been when they left.

			Of the 3,000 gold miners on Turnagain Arm over the summer, there were only 300 left, including the 150 men wintering at Sunrise City. A year earlier, the camp had not even been a trading post, but in 1897 the boomtown had several stores, a brewery, two saloons, and two restaurants. Despite the comforts, the three men did not want to stay. Their funds were greatly depleted, their spirits were low, and they were tired of Alaska. Blackstone knew that his family would be worried about him. 

			Getting back to Seattle would not be easy, since no ships came to Sunrise City in the winter. Turnagain Arm was a ship captain’s nightmare in winter: It was shallow, which meant that it froze, broke up, and froze again with each tide. On the other hand, deep Prince William Sound flowed all winter. To obtain winter passage on a ship, one had to hike to the sound.

			The men of Sunrise City provided instructions on how to hike to Prince William Sound, as many of them had made the trip themselves. They also warned Botcher and his friends to watch out for fog and blizzards—both were common and could be deadly. They would also have to watch for great cracks in the ice, large enough to swallow a man forever. When they reached Portage Glacier, they were to follow the trail marked with stakes and ropes. If the men stayed on the marked trail, they should make it safely to the trading post at Portage Bay, where they could wait for the next ship south.

			In Sunrise City, the Blackstone party packed with care. Their dog, Spot, was tied to a sled, which was piled high with food and blankets and covered with a moose hide. Ladders were lashed to the side and would serve as bridges if they needed to cross a wide crack in the ice. The men offered to carry letters to Seattle. A few letters, hoarded for months, were added to the load. On the morning of March 25, the three men left Sunrise City. Spot pulled the sled, while one man pulled its gee pole and another pushed from behind. Two days later, two men traveling to Sunrise saw the Blackstone party on Portage Glacier. Soon after this, however, a blizzard rose up, and Blackstone’s group never reached the Portage Bay trading post.

			Back in Seattle, Blackstone’s wife feared the worst. George Hall took it upon himself to travel to Cook Inlet to find out what had happened. People in Sunrise City told him they remembered his friend, and directed Hall to follow the trail to Portage Glacier. He spent a fair amount of time on the glacier, searching for clues, footprints, and lost gear. Most of the footprints followed the rope trail, but not all. A few went off to the right, and Hall followed these. They went on and on, eventually wandering off of Portage Glacier. Not sure where to search next, he followed a mountain ridge for a long time, and then dropped down on a new glacier. Under a ledge of ice, he found the body of his friend Charles Blackstone. Poor Charles’s face and hands were black with frostbite. Pinned to his chest was this handwritten note:

			Saturday, April 4th, 1897—This is to certify that Botcher froze to death on Tuesday night. J. W. Malinque died on Wednesday forenoon, being frozen so badly. C. A. Blackstone had his ears, nose, and four fingers on his right hand and two on his left hand frozen an inch back. The storm drove us on before it. It overtook us within an hour of the summit and drove us before it. It drove everything we had over the cliff except blankets and moose hide, which we all crawled under. Supposed to have been forty degrees below zero.

			On Friday I started for Salt Water. I don’t know how I got there. Have enough grub for ten days, providing bad weather does not set in. Spot was blown over the cliff. I think I can hear him howl once in a while.

			While unimaginable luck had brought Hall to Blackstone’s body, he was not able to find the bodies of Botcher and Malinque, nor did anyone else report finding them. Hall sent a letter to Mrs. Blackstone reporting on his sorry discovery, and the story appeared in the Seattle newspaper that summer. Ironically, Hall had been bitten by gold fever and decided to stay on in Cook Inlet. That fall, he staked his own Turnagain Arm gold claim. Unfortunately, his creek was not very productive.

			The Prince William Sound glacier where George Hall found his friend’s body was named Blackstone Glacier. It feeds Blackstone Bay, where the shore is usually wrapped in fog or blowing snow. The wind still howls like a forsaken dog. 

		

	
		
			Arizona

			The Ordeal of the Oatman Girls

			1851

			Royce Oatman must have been a bit uneasy on this March day in 1851. After all, he, his wife Mary Ann, and their seven children had left their farm in northern Illinois far behind them. After months of torturous travel, they had reached the hostile Indian territory of the Southwest, spurred on by the dream of building a utopian community on the banks of the Colorado River.

			The Oatmans had left Independence, Missouri, in the summer of 1850, as part of a train of twenty wagons, fifty people, and a herd of cattle. At the direction of the Mormon leader James Brewster, the party planned to establish a “New Zion” near what is now the border between California and Arizona. 

			The Oatmans eventually left the wagon train along with two other families, the Wilders and the Kellys. For almost a month, they all lingered at a friendly Pima Indian village on the Gila River, northwest of Tucson. Now, Oatman was anxious to move on—so anxious that he chose to begin the last leg of this difficult journey without the Wilders and the Kellys. He was apprehensive about this decision to go it alone.

			On March 19, as the Oatman wagons creaked along the Gila River about eighty miles east of its confluence with the Colorado, they met a small party of Yavapai Indians who asked for tobacco and bread. Although the Oatmans had little to spare, Royce complied. But the Indians demanded even more food. Afraid he would not be able to feed his family, Oatman refused.

			Instantly, the Yavapai attacked the wagon train and killed everyone except fifteen-year-old Lorenzo, who was left for dead; his fourteen-year-old sister Olive; and a younger sister, Mary Ann. The two terrified girls were taken captive. 

			At the Yavapai village, the girls were treated roughly by the Indian women and put to work as slaves. Lorenzo was rescued by passing emigrants and taken to Fort Yuma, California, where he recovered from his wounds. Eventually, he gravitated to San Francisco. He worked ceaselessly to free his sisters from the Indians.

			Sometime in early 1852, the Yavapai sold Olive and Mary Ann to a party of Mojave Indians, who lived about 150 miles up the Colorado River from Fort Yuma. The Mojaves treated the frightened girls with more kindness than the Yavapai. Olive later recalled:

			We were conducted immediately to the home of the chief, and welcomed with the staring eyes of collecting groups and an occasional smile from the members of the chief’s family, who gave the warmest expressions of joy. . . . The chief’s house was a beautiful but small elevation crowning the river bank, from which the eye could sweep a large section of the valley and survey the entire village, a portion of which lined each bank of the stream.

			Even though life was easier with the Mojaves, Olive and Mary Ann still dreamed of being free again. After months of captivity, Mary Ann died of malnutrition. Olive was fully adopted into the tribe, even having her face tattooed in the traditional manner of Mojave women.

			In 1855, Henry Grinnell, a civilian employee at Fort Yuma, learned that the Mojaves had a white woman living in their village. He approached Lieutenant Colonel Martin Burke, the commandant of the fort, with a plan to rescue Olive. Grinnell suggested that a Yuma Indian named Francisco, who was friendly with the Mojaves, should go to their village and attempt to ransom the girl. On January 27, 1856, Burke wrote the following letter, which Francisco carried on his mission: 

			“Francisco, Yuma Indian, bearer of this, goes to the Mohave Nation to obtain a white woman there, named Olivia [sic]. It is desirable that she should come to this post, or send her reasons why she does not wish to come.”

			Francisco succeeded in bringing Olive to Fort Yuma. After five years among the Indians, the young woman had almost forgotten English, but in time she recovered both mentally and physically from her ordeal. Lorenzo, now living in Los Angeles, immediately headed for Fort Yuma and a long-awaited reunion with his sister.

			Olive became an overnight celebrity. With Lorenzo, she toured California and met Royal B. Stratton, a minister who volunteered to act as her publicist. In 1857, Stratton published a book, Life among the Indians: Being an Interesting Narrative of the Captivity of the Oatman Girls. The book became an instant best seller and was reissued several times over the next few years under the title Captivity of the Oatman Girls.

			Stratton’s book is part of a distinct genre of American historical literature called “Indian Captivities.” There are hundreds of such narratives depicting the plights of unfortunate whites taken prisoner by various Indian tribes, from the earliest settlement of America to the late nineteenth century. James Levernier and Hennig Cohen, two modern compilers, in their book The Indians and Their Captives, make the following interesting point:

			After the Revolutionary War, when Indians became the main obstacle to frontier expansion, the captivity narratives became almost exclusively a device for anti-Indian propaganda. A few narratives presented a sympathetic picture of Indian life, but most were shaped by publishers exploiting a mass market that thrived on sensationalism, in a natural alliance with land speculators who wanted to implement a policy of Indian extermination in the interest of real estate development. Accounts like . . . R. B. Stratton’s Captivity of the Oatman Girls . . . among dozens of others, were designed to horrify audiences into hating what the novelist Hugh Henry Brackenridge . . . an editor of captive narratives, referred to as “the animals, vulgarly called Indians. . . .” In them, the Indian is painted so irredeemably brutish that he deserves to be deprived of his lands.

			Olive eventually married John B. Fairchild in New York, lived in Michigan for a few years, and finally moved with her husband and children to Sherman, Texas. She died in 1903. Lorenzo died in Nebraska in 1901. 

			The Brief Success of the Overland Mail

			1858

			John Butterfield was a man of vision. From humble beginnings as a New York stagecoach driver, he had built a successful mail service in that state, increasing his fortune along the way. He was also prominent in real estate and banking circles, and at one time he served as mayor of Utica, New York.

			But it is not for his success as a New York politician and businessman that Butterfield is remembered today. Rather, his fame stems from his organization and leadership of the Overland Mail Company.

			In the late 1850s, California was still a remote outpost of the United States. Although the region’s population had grown significantly since statehood in 1850, an enormous distance separated it from the East. There were only three ways to cross that distance: First, there was the long, difficult overland journey, which could take weeks or even months. Second, there was the sea journey from an eastern port to Central America, then overland across Panama or Nicaragua, and then by sea again up the coast to California. And finally, there was the sea journey around the tip of South America. Obviously, none of the routes provided a timely way of transporting the US mail.

			In March 1857, Congress passed legislation authorizing the creation of an overland mail service. Bids were let to various entrepreneurs, and in September the contract was awarded to the Overland Mail Company, an establishment formed by John Butterfield and several associates. For six hundred thousand dollars a year, the firm agreed to provide mail service twice a week from Memphis and St. Louis to San Francisco and Los Angeles. The contract required that each delivery be completed in less than twenty-five days.

			For the next year, the Overland Mail Company spent more than a million dollars exploring a route, building way stations, buying coaches and equipment, and hiring drivers and other employees. Finally, on September 14, 1853, the first mail run started cross-country from San Francisco. It arrived in St. Louis twenty-four days, eighteen hours, and twenty-six minutes later. In the meantime, the westbound run had left St. Louis on September 16. It arrived in San Francisco in twenty-three days, twenty-three hours, and thirty minutes. 

			In Arizona, the Overland Mail Company route followed much of the earlier wagon road blazed by Colonel Philip St. George Cooke. The primary difference was that the mail route entered Arizona from New Mexico several miles farther north, to take advantage of Apache Pass. The trail passed through Tucson and then turned north, generally following the Gila River to its confluence with the Colorado at Yuma.

			Way stations along the route were about twenty miles apart. Those in Arizona were built of stone or adobe. Each station was manned by about six to eight employees whose duties were to care for the horses and mules and to be sure a fresh team was ready for the stage when it arrived. For the comfort of any passengers who might be aboard, a fresh coach was provided every three hundred miles.

			Butterfield’s motto was, “Remember, boys, nothing on God’s earth must stop the United States mail.” To live up to his maxim, he hired only the best men for the job and bought only the best livestock available. According to Waterman L. Ormsby, a correspondent at the time for the New York Herald, Butterfield’s employees were without exception “courteous, civil, and attentive.” Most of them were from the East, he noted, and many were from New York. “I found the drivers on the whole, fine and with few exceptions experienced men,” he said. “All the superintendents are experienced men.”

			Of the horses that pulled the heavy coaches, Ormsby wrote, “[They] are of the most powerful description to be found, and when once thoroughly trained to the service perform the laborious run with apparent pleasure and delight.” In Arizona, mules were usually substituted for the horses because they were better suited to the terrain. 

			The Overland Mail Company employed close to two thousand men and operated about two hundred way stations along its 2,800-mile route between the Mississippi River and the Pacific Ocean. With the onset of the Civil War, the company closed its southern road and shifted most of its activity farther north.

			The Overland Mail Company was one of the most massive undertakings of its time. However, despite strong financial backing, brilliant leadership, and excellent planning, it was doomed to fail. It was simply too big and too expensive. By the time Butterfield was replaced as company chairman in 1860, the rival Pony Express had made its debut. Telegraph lines and railroad tracks would soon span the continent. The Overland Mail Company was a victim of progress. 

		

	
		
			Grand Canyon

			The Cruel Colorado

			1889

			Today few end up dead or severely injured when running the Colorado River through the Grand Canyon. Sure, going down the Colorado is not as safe as, say, reading a book—paper cuts and strained vision notwithstanding. But thousands of people run the Colorado every year nowadays, and the vast majority come bobbing along a week or two later, leaving the canyon with exhilarating memories and a kinship to groovers but few lasting negative effects.

			Robert Brewster Stanton and his crew suffered mightily in their first and second attempts at running the Colorado to the river’s mouth at the Gulf of California in 1889–1890. An engineer by training, Stanton sought to survey the river to determine if a railroad could be built through the canyon. Although Stanton survived the two attempts and later wrote of the multiple disasters they faced in a matter-of-fact, unemotional style, his crew and his benefactor did not leave the canyon unscathed. Three did not leave the canyon at all.
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