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  INTRODUCTION




  





  I was supposed to live in California. I was supposed to have played beach volleyball, cooked hot dogs by a roaring fire made of driftwood, and enjoyed the sun’s warming caress every day of my youth. I was supposed to be a marine biologist or a trainer of sea animals or even a Disney character. But it never happened. Instead of being raised in the Golden State, I was raised in Wyoming, a state where the average temperature is 43 degrees Fahrenheit. Sure, my parents had every intention of moving to California when they left Massachusetts, but when they crossed the Wyoming border they met a man who convinced them to have a look around while he watched the trailer carrying all their worldly goods. And that is exactly what they did. They drove around the small town of Laramie and even headed into the mountains just outside of town. They looked at the stars twinkling in the sky, breathed deep the pine from the trees, and immediately fell in love. And so, instead of California, I was raised in Wyoming and I could not be happier.




  Wyoming is an amazing state. It’s a cowboy state. In fact it’s the cowboy state. It epitomizes the spirit of the frontier West, making its own rules and going its own way. When the state wasn’t accepted into the union, it just ignored the decision and acted like it had been accepted until the United States finally came around. Wyoming is the state where the Wild West began and where it ended. It is one of the largest states in the nation, but has the smallest population of any of the other forty-nine. It is the site of some of the most horrendous prejudices imaginable and yet was the first state to give women the right to vote, garnering its title “The Equality State.”




  Nature takes a front seat in Wyoming. The state is full of parks and recreation areas and the Wyomingites who live there take full advantage of the resources available to them. They hunt, fish, ski, camp, hike, and climb. They ride mountain bikes, horses, and snowmobiles, and they take their boats on the many lakes that dot the state. Wyoming is also home to some of the most beautiful country on the planet. The Grand Teton Mountain Range (at 13,770 feet) in the northeastern part of the state is rivaled only by the natural wonders contained in Yellowstone National Park.




  Wyoming was the pathway for many settlers pursuing their hopes and dreams. The Mormons passed through the state on their way to settling in Utah as did hundreds of thousands of others who traveled along the Oregon Trail in their desire to fulfill Abraham Lincoln’s dream of an expanding America. The Pony Express traversed the state and for many years the United States military maintained a strong presence in their attempt to protect settlers and, unfortunately, rid the area of the Native Americans who often stood in the way of expansion.




  People from Wyoming come from hardy stock and I intentionally chose stories that showed this spirit. I also chose stories that I feel demonstrate the contrasts that make Wyoming such an intriguing state—the Equality State has not always been equal. But my main goal in selecting the stories included in this book was to give the reader a peek into the wonders that make Wyoming both a hidden treasure of the West and a wonderful place to raise a family. As the sign at the border boldly proclaims, Wyoming is “Like No Place on Earth.” Enjoy!




   






  THE DEFEAT OF CAPTAIN FETTERMAN

  1866





  


  





  “This is going to be easy,” he thought to himself. Captain William J. Fetterman loved to fight Indians. He regarded them as inferior, once stating, “Give me eighty men and I would ride through the whole Sioux nation.” On this day he had his eighty men and while he wouldn’t be “riding through the whole Sioux nation,” he would have his chance to fight them.




  Fetterman and his entire twenty-seven-member cavalry, a horsemounted unit, had ridden up Lodge Trail Ridge along the Bozeman Trail on December 21, 1866. The infantry unit, consisting of men on foot, was a short distance behind. Below, near Peno Creek, a handful of Indians was slowly limping along. Fetterman and his troops had just chased them away from the train that was bringing wood to the almost-finished Fort Phil Kearny. The unit was about four miles away from the fort and now Fetterman had the Indians cornered in the valley formed by the creek. Smelling blood, he signaled the charge and headed straight for the small band.




  They had almost overtaken the band when the Indians’ leader—a young warrior by the name of Crazy Horse—suddenly let loose a war whoop. From out of nowhere, hundreds of warriors fell upon the troops. They had been hiding in the gullies and the woods along the trail. Before Fetterman, or any of his unit, knew what had happened, they were surrounded. The cavalry pulled on the reins of their horses, abandoning their pursuit of the small band of Indians. As the troops tried to gain composure, arrows filled the air. One of Fetterman’s officers, Lieutenant George Washington Grummond, was struck by several arrows and fell from his mount. Fetterman yelled out orders, but in the confusion, most of them went unheeded. As the men on horses drew their weapons and tried to fire, they were picked off by the Indians on the ridge who had the higher ground. Some tried to ride their horses up the gullies, but were met with a barrage of arrows. Others tried to retreat back to the ridge, but it was like riding a gauntlet and few survived.




  One of those survivors was Captain Fetterman. He had miraculously made it out of the ambush back to the infantry who were already firing at the Indian onslaught. Fetterman commanded the nearly fifty infantrymen to form a tight circle at the top of the slope where rocks provided some cover, but the Indians were quickly surrounding them. The Sioux Indians, who made their attack mostly without guns, vastly outnumbered the troops. Hiding behind rocks, the troops avoided arrows and shot as many of their attackers as possible; however, only a few of the troops had repeating rifles and many were still equipped with obsolete Springfield muzzleloaders. These weapons took a long time to load and were ineffective in close combat. Being surrounded and almost four miles from the safety of Fort Phil Kearny, Fetterman and his troops had no choice but to fight the onslaught as best they could.




  As the infantry’s ammunition ran out, the Indians, more skilled in hand-to-hand combat, swooped in. Fetterman, still on his mount, called for his troops to continue the fight, but even though they had caused many deaths, they were still outnumbered and overwhelmed. As the Indians overtook the troops, an Indian by the name of American Horse hit the captain with a war club, knocking him from his mount. While Fetterman lay on the ground trying to regain his senses, American Horse slashed his throat. In little more than half an hour, one of the bloodiest battles in the history of the Wyoming territory was over. The mighty blue coat army had been defeated and it would spark a change along the entire western frontier.




  The events that led up to this fateful day started on a warm September afternoon in 1851 when ten thousand Plains Indians gathered at Fort Laramie. They were there at the request of Thomas Fitzpatrick, an honorable Indian agent and former mountain man who had brokered a peace treaty between the United States and the Indian nations. The meeting included nine major tribes, many of which were mortal enemies. It was the largest gathering of Indians on the American continent.




  The treaty was designed to allow settlers safe passage through lands acknowledged as belonging to the Plains Indians. The treaty set boundaries for hunting areas and allowed the United States to construct roads and forts in the territory. Unfortunately, the tribes who were not present—and, therefore, did not sign the treaty—felt no obligation to uphold it. Battles raged between the Plains Indians and the United States until 1863 when the discovery of gold in Montana would cause the United States to take a different course of action. The United States, struggling to recover from the Civil War, needed the gold and it was clear that miners would have to travel through Indian land on the Bozeman Trail to get it. In June of 1866 another attempt was made to negotiate a peace treaty with the Plains Indians at Fort Laramie. However, while the negotiations were taking place, the United States was already constructing a fort on the trail.




  Fort Phil Kearny was located at the forks of the Big and Little Piney Creeks, twenty miles south of the current town of Sheridan, Wyoming. It was named for the Union general Phil Kearny, who was killed in the Civil War. The fort comprised seventeen acres. It had 8-foot-high walls that were 1,496 feet in length and tapered in width from 600 feet on the north to 240 feet on the south. More than four thousand logs were used to erect the stockade and those logs were brought in by train from a site nearly five miles from the fort.




  Fort Phil Kearny was one of three forts established along the Bozeman Trail by Colonel Henry B. Carrington of the 18th US Infantry. The purpose of the fort was “to protect travelers on the Trail; to prevent intertribal warfare between Native Americans in the area; and to draw attention of Indian forces opposed to Euro-American westward expansion away from the trans-continental railroad construction corridor to the south.” The fort was almost immediately hated by the Indians in the area.




  One of those Indians was an Oglala chief named Red Cloud. The tall, charismatic chief had fought in the Powder River Campaign of 1865 when the United States army sent six thousand soldiers into the Sioux land of Montana with the intention of eliminating them. The unsuccessful attempt only proved to embolden the Sioux, especially Red Cloud, who not only refused to sign the treaty but also warned the blue coats to stay off the Bozeman Trail.




  Red Cloud and his warriors began a constant harassment of Fort Kearny and the surrounding areas (some reports claim more than fifty “hostile demonstrations”). They attacked the trains that brought wood to build the fort, as well as any settlers who dared make the perilous trip into Montana with the hopes of striking it rich in the gold fields. By the end of July 1866, Carrington reported a state of war existing in the area. It was a state that would soon come to a head.




  On December 19, 1866, Carrington sent out Captain James Powell to subdue an Indian attack on the wood train. The Indians had hoped to draw the soldiers into an ambush, but Powell, following the orders of Carrington, drove the Indians from the train and did not pursue. A second attempt was made two days later on December 21. Only this time Fetterman was sent to curtail the attack. He was given the same orders from Carrington as Powell had received two days prior: “Support the wood train. Relieve it and report to me. Do not engage or pursue Indians at its expense. Under no circumstances pursue over the ridge, viz., Lodge Trail Ridge, as per map in your possession.”




  Why Fetterman chose to disobey those orders is unknown. What is known is that Fetterman and all the eighty men under his command were killed by Red Cloud and his forces—who reported only twelve warriors lost. The battle was embellished in the papers and labeled a massacre, enraging the military and sending fear throughout western settlements. Major General William T. Sherman, whose command included the Great Plains, stated that “We must act with vindictive earnestness against the Sioux, even to their extermination, men, women, and children.” An up and coming officer in the United States Army, Lieutenant Colonel George Armstrong Custer, also commented on the battle. The outspoken officer told a group in New York, “It will take another Phil Kearny massacre to bring Congress up to a generous support of the army.”




  Almost a year later on August 2, 1867, Red Cloud and his warriors would suffer a defeat at the hands of Captain Powell at a logging camp five miles from Fort Phil Kearny. In what was known as the Wagon Box Fight, Red Cloud suffered substantial losses when he attempted to attack a group of loggers who were under the protection of soldiers from Fort Phil Kearny under the command of Powell. The soldiers and loggers took cover in the beds of their wagons as they held off Red Cloud until reinforcement arrived. While some reports show losses of more than 60 warriors, with more than 120 wounded, interestingly enough this fight was not reported as being a “massacre.”




  Fort Phil Kearny would have only a brief two-year existence. Once the Union Pacific completed a roadway that made the Bozeman Trail obsolete, the three forts were abandoned in the Fort Laramie Treaty of 1868. Shortly after the treaty was signed, much of Fort Kearny was burned to the ground, most likely at the hands of the Plains Indians. Part of the fort still remains and is currently a historical site.




   






  THE IRON HORSE COMETH1868





  


  





  It was a warm May morning in 1868. Five surveyors from the Union Pacific Railroad were working through the southernmost part of Wyoming, an area known as the Great American Desert. Surveyor Arthur N. Ferguson and a crew of four others were charged with finding the best place to lay tracks for a railroad that was to pass through the Wyoming Territory on its way to the Utah Territory and eventually to California. They had been surveying and mapping for well over two years. The group had started in Omaha, Nebraska, and was now in the middle of Wyoming, although it felt more like the middle of nowhere. The land was desolate, filled mainly with tumbleweeds, coyotes, and antelope. There were no settlements for miles. There was also no shade and little water. Worse still, the five surveyors were being followed.




  On a ridge just to the right of where the five surveyors worked were a group of men on horseback, but just how many was impossible to tell. Instead of riding all together on the ridge, they took turns riding in and out of sight. The trick was meant to intimidate the surveyors. Showing only part of their group at any one time made it difficult to determine their actual numbers.




  “Do you think they’re Indians?” Ferguson asked a fellow surveyor as he set up the surveying equipment.




  “Who else would they be?” the other man responded.




  “Why do you think they’re following us?”




  Ferguson’s coworker didn’t respond to his question. The answer was obvious and didn’t need to be said. The Indians had attacked a group of workers building rails only a few days earlier. The news had traveled quickly to the surveyors and while they were heavily armed, having nearly three hundred rounds of ammunition, they were a bit skittish. It was a condition that was completely understandable, seeing as they were right in the middle of Indian Territory—hostile Indian Territory. Sioux and Cheyenne warriors seemed prepared to do anything necessary to prevent the steady press of westward migration and right now that meant stopping the white man’s iron horse.




  The men tried to perform their tasks as best they could, all the while looking over their shoulders. The Indians remained on the ridge the entire time, shadowing the men . . . watching and waiting. To stay prepared against a sudden attack, the surveyors not only kept their weapons loaded, they held onto them at all times. They also made sure their mules remained in close proximity, even though mules were no match for Indian warriors on horses. The dance between the surveyors and Indians lasted the entire day but, surprisingly, no attack ever came. By nightfall soldiers from the US Military had caught up to the surveyors, protecting them and giving them a peaceful night’s rest.




  When Ferguson wrote in his journal that night he noted how thankful he felt “for having been preserved” that day. Although the job was dangerous, it was still a job and he was thankful to have it. While Ferguson and his crew may not have realized it at the time, they were part of what would be known as the engineering marvel of the nineteenth century—the first transcontinental railroad.




  Few nations ever survived without some sense of national destiny or purpose. In the nineteenth century most Americans, including President Abraham Lincoln, believed they were destined to expand across the continent. In 1862 Lincoln signed into law the Homestead Act, opening millions of acres of public domain in the West to settlement and cultivation. The Pacific Railway Act was the next step in Lincoln’s vision of an expanding America. Signed on July 1, 1862, the act was designed to unite the already established railway system of the east coast with the steadily growing state of California.




  Even before the bill was passed, a route needed to be determined. Many potential routes through the West were proposed, one of them being the route explored by Lewis and Clark. Called the northern route, it traveled through Montana and Oregon. The route, however, was almost immediately dismissed because of the heavy snows that frequented the area. This left only two other possible routes: one to the south and one called the central route. The southern route was favored mainly because it allowed the railroad to avoid traversing the treacherous Rocky Mountains by going around them through Texas. The central route, on the other hand, went right over the mountains. It began at Omaha, Nebraska, following the Platte River. It then crossed the Rocky Mountains at South Pass in Wyoming and traveled through northern Utah and Nevada, before crossing the Sierras to Sacramento, California. However, like the northern route, snow was a prime concern and while snow could be avoided by choosing the southern route, that choice would require much more track to be laid, at a much greater cost.




  Proponents came forward for both routes. An article in the New York Times reported, “Each section is confident that its own route is the best, and, as a consequence, a majority of both Houses cannot be obtained for a single road bill which rejects entirely the claims of the opposite section.” As the debates continued in Congress, another issue began to rear its head—the potential for jobs. “So intense has become the pressure of local interests on this subject, that representatives of the people dare not vote for a bill which does not secure their own section an equal chance in competing for the location of a work of such vast magnitude and importance,” reported the same article.




  While jobs were on the minds of the people, cost was the main concern of a struggling young republic, fearful of the growing threat of a civil war. Luckily, the best route had already been well established by another American first—the Pony Express. In 1860 a new method of mail delivery was tried. Called the Pony Express, it involved riders on horseback traveling nonstop across the country from station to station.




  On April 3, 1860, two riders made a historic twenty-four-hour trip. The two men left simultaneously from St. Joseph, Missouri, and Sacramento, California, traveling a combined 250 miles in one day. After the first successful trip, many others followed. The Pony Express would eventually have more than one hundred stations, using between four hundred and five hundred horses, and employ eight riders. While the mail service lasted only nineteen months, it had a much greater impact than just delivering the mail. The route the Pony Express riders followed was the now proposed central route. The riders showed that the route could be used year-round, without the threat of snow thwarting the railway. Congress would eventually approve the central route and pass the act.




  With the act now law, building could finally get underway. The job was given to two companies: the Central Pacific Railroad and the Union Pacific Railroad. The Central Pacific would start construction from Sacramento, California, and the Union Pacific would start from Omaha, Nebraska. The Union Pacific would build through the Wyoming Territory. For its work, it was to receive $16,000 per mile until construction reached a point just west of present day Cheyenne. After that the Union Pacific would receive $48,000 for the next 150 miles and $32,000 per mile thereafter—a large sum of money in the 1860s. Whether intentional or not, hiring two different companies to build the rails sparked a competition that lasted throughout the entire construction of the railroad.




  The rails passed through some of the most barren parts of the Wyoming Territory and laying them was a difficult process. The surveyors came first, followed by the grading crews, men with shovels and pick axes who leveled the ground and prepared it for the close to 2,640 wooden railroad ties that would be laid per mile. Once the ties were in place, the rails could be positioned on top of them. The heavy metal rails were brought to the site on horse-drawn carts—sixteen rails per cart. It took four men to put one rail in place, after which the rail was levered into position and spikes were driven into the ties to hold it in place. With two spikes used per rail, per tie, over nine thousand spikes per mile were used to secure the rails. At the same time, coal mines were established in southwestern Wyoming Territory. These mines would eventually produce the fuel needed to power the massive locomotives as they traveled along the railway.




  While the transcontinental railroad would bring the country together, it had a much different effect on the Native American tribes in the area, especially those in Wyoming. The track ran through a number of tribal territories and many of those tribes didn’t support the white man’s view of manifest destiny. From almost the start of the construction, crews came under Indian attack. “A few days ago four men were shot by the Indians and were brought into this post. One of them died from the effects of his wounds last night and during today, the soldiers have been digging his grave,” Ferguson wrote in his diary. Troops were eventually brought in to protect the workers and, as the Native Americans feared, the building of the railroad would eventually bolster the establishment of many western towns, including Cheyenne, Laramie, Rawlins, Rock Springs, and Evanston.




  When it was all said and done, the Central Pacific laid 690 miles of track (10 miles of that in one day), while the Union Pacific laid 1,087 miles of track. Seven years after the passing of the Pacific Railway Act, on May 10, 1869, the two lines were connected at Promontory Summit in Utah. While the southern route wasn’t initially chosen, a railway would eventually be built along that route twelve years later in 1881, essentially making it the second transcontinental railroad. Modern highways have largely replaced train travel. Interstate 80 now follows the transcontinental railroad, while Interstate 10 follows the southern route. Abraham Lincoln was assassinated before the railroad was completed, but the undertaking he began was a huge success and while it has been rebuilt many times over, the original pathway followed by the transcontinental railroad is still in use by the Union Pacific to this day.




   






  A HISTORIC VOTE1870





  


  





  She was nervous as she wrote the name down on the small square of paper. Her hand was shaking, partially as a result of those nerves and partially with the excitement of what she was about to do. Grandma Swain had come with other members of her community in the frontier town of Laramie, Wyoming, to elect a new town council. It was something she had waited all her life to do; something that no woman in her family had ever been able to do.




  Elections were big events in 1870, bringing in residents of the community from all over the small town. Laramie—known as the Gem City of the Plains—was close to the border of what in six years would be the state of Colorado. The transcontinental railroad was almost completed and part of those tracks ran right through downtown Laramie. The founding fathers of Laramie hoped to take advantage of the merchandise and travelers the tracks would bring to build a first-class western town, nestled in the southeast corner of the newly established Wyoming Territory.




  It was a cool, windy day. A tent had been set up for the voting. A locked wooden box with a long, narrow slot on top rested on a wooden table. Small squares of paper were placed at the end of the table. Lead was available to write with. Two men sat at the table directly behind the box. Their job was to ensure that everyone who voted lived in the community and, therefore, had the right to place their ballot. Long lists of names and identification cards weren’t needed in 1870; the men knew everyone who lived in the town—and if they missed someone, there were always townsfolk available to verify anyone’s citizenship in the community.




  With the name marked on her paper, Grandma Swain folded it lengthwise and then, just to be sure, folded it one more time along its width. When she was done, she got into the line of men waiting to place their papers into the locked wooden box. The line moved quickly and within minutes she had made it to the box. She smiled nervously at the two men as she moved her hand over to the long narrow opening. She took a deep breath and then slid her paper into the slot. The men smiled back and nodded. Grandma Swain walked away, a feeling of accomplishment sweeping over her. And so it was—with little fanfare—that on September 6, 1870, Eliza A. “Grandma” Swain became the first woman in America to vote in a public election.




  While the first woman’s vote may have been cast in 1870, the movement for the right of women to vote started long before that. In fact, it started almost twenty years earlier and half a country away, in 1852, with Susan B. Anthony and Elizabeth Cady Stanton in Rochester, New York. The two women had worked tirelessly to organize and garner support for the Republican Party, which was looking to pass the Thirteenth Amendment to the Constitution—an amendment that abolished slavery in the United States. Anthony and Stanton hoped the Republican Party would reward their support by, in turn, supporting the women’s right to vote, known as suffrage. Unfortunately, the women would be disappointed when, after the amendment passed, that support failed to come.




  Undaunted, in 1866 the two women organized a national movement called the American Equal Rights Association. Two years later they published a newspaper, which they named The Revolution Rochester. The paper came complete with a bold masthead that stated: “Men their rights, and nothing more; women, their rights, and nothing less.” Anthony and Stanton worked hard to campaign for a constitutional amendment, but the organization began to split and in 1869 an offshoot of their organization, called the American Woman Suffrage Association, was founded. Instead of trying to gain national support, this new organization decided to try a different strategy, one that concentrated on the individual states.




  That same year, Esther Hobart Morris moved to a booming mining town in Wyoming called South Pass City. The gold rush of the late 1840s and early 1850s in California had come to a head and in 1867 the discovery of gold in Wyoming’s Rocky Mountains spawned the fast growing town. In the summer of 1868 the Cariso Load brought more than two thousand miners—and people looking to make money off of miners—to South Pass City. In 1869 Morris and her husband John caught gold fever and moved there to open a saloon.




  Esther Hobart Morris’s road to South Pass City was almost as rocky as the mountains she crossed to get there. Born on August 8, 1814, in Tioga County, New York, Morris became an orphan at only eleven years of age. She was taken in by a seamstress and hat maker, who taught Morris the valuable skills she would use to run a successful business. It was while running that business in New York that Morris learned about social injustices among women and, because of that, joined the antislavery movement. During her time as a young businesswoman, Morris married, but in 1845 became a widow. She moved from New York to Peru, Illinois, to settle her husband’s estate. It was while in Illinois that she married John Morris, himself a prosperous merchant. When opportunity knocked in Wyoming, the couple saw little choice but to answer.




  The eastern part of the territory known as Wyoming became part of the United States as a result of the Louisiana Purchase in 1803. Signed as a treaty with France, the Louisiana Purchase doubled the size of the United States. It also paved the way for the expansion of the West, which, as part of the agreement, was purchased for only four cents an acre. The remaining part of the territory came to be as a result of an 1846 land deal with Britain, called the Oregon Treaty, which resulted in the end of the Mexican War.




  Frontier life was vastly different from life on the cultured east coast, especially for women. While learned men in the eastern states worried that women would be unable to fulfill their societal domestic roles if given equal rights, frontier women were already working hand-in-hand, pulling equal weight, with their male counterparts. In the frontier territory of Wyoming, it was the only way to survive.




  Women in the territory of Wyoming were used to bucking the social norms of the 1800s. In fact, it was a theme consistent with Wyoming itself. In 1865 a Republican from Ohio, Representative James M. Ashley, presented a bill to establish a “temporary government for the territory of Wyoming.” Ashley, who was the chairman of the Committee on Territories, was looking to help place the territory on its path to becoming a state. The bill never made it out of committee. This didn’t stop the territory from establishing a government anyway. And when Congress finally passed the bill three years later, in 1868, the official territory of Wyoming elected its first official governor, John A. Campbell.
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