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  INTRODUCTION




  History lies just below the rocky earth at the Grand Canyon. Nearly everywhere visitors to the canyon travel—Grand Canyon Village, Desert View, the North Rim, the inner canyon, the Havasupai Indian Reservation, the Hualapai reservation—those who came before have affected what we see today. The Grand Canyon is a scenic wonder unique to the world, but the highway you drove on or the train you rode to get to the rim, the trail you hiked, the hotel room or campground you slept in, and even the rock wall along the Rim Trail that kept you from stepping over the edge, all have a colorful history.




  Naturally, this could be said of just about any place, but at the Grand Canyon, history seems tangible. Kolb Studio, the Bright Angel Trail, the Grand Canyon Railway, El Tovar, Phantom Ranch, the North Rim Lodge, and Hermits Rest are windows to the past, human-built structures that now seem as natural a part of the landscape as the rock layers and the ponderosa pines.




  Underlying the broad swath of history on display at the canyon are specific events that shaped what we see today. It Happened at Grand Canyon includes some of these events; it is an admittedly subjective collection of stories about the canyon’s historic past.




  Given the focus on specific events, some historic happenings at the Grand Canyon could not be addressed or are mentioned only in passing. This is not to say larger subjects are not important. On the contrary, the founding of Grand Canyon National Park, the ancestral Puebloan people, the formation of the rock layers, the antics of early tourism peddlers such as John Hance and W. W. Bass, Harvey Girls at the Fred Harvey establishments, the Hopis’ traditional use of the Hopi salt mines within the national park, and the development of commercial river running on the Colorado are all important in the history of the Grand Canyon. But as an “event,” they would be difficult to describe in enough detail to give them justice, and therefore separate chapters for these larger subjects are not included in this collection. Readers interested in learning more about these topics can find starting points in the bibliography.




  The following pages attempt to relay the history of the Grand Canyon through particularly prominent, weird, mysterious, or poignant events. And, of course, the stories are meant to entertain. From the vanished explorers of the 1869 Powell Expedition to the 2003 California condor fledgling, from the 1909 story of an Egyptian tomb in the canyon to the 1992 Grand Canyon crime spree of Danny Ray Horning, the stories are like the structures and trails at the canyon: tangible pieces of history hinting at a larger story.




  Whether you are reading this sitting on a bench along the Rim Trail, in the car on your way home from the canyon, in your tent after sundown, or in the easy chair in your living room, the stories in this book reveal Grand Canyon’s past. The canyon is a place with a rich and unique history. Enjoy.




  THE COLORADO RIVER IS SIX FEET WIDE - 1540 -





  SIXTY-SEVEN YEARS BEFORE THE ENGLISH SETTLED JAMESTOWN, a well-equipped Spanish army led by Francisco Vásquez de Coronado surged northward from Mexico City in search of the Seven Cities of Cíbola and the riches the fabled cities held. Coronado was motivated by tales of vast wealth from Álvar Núñez Cabeza de Vaca, who had walked overland to Mexico City from Florida and described large cities filled with gems and precious metals, and Fray Marcos de Niza, who trekked north to investigate after Cabeza de Vaca voiced his extraordinary claims. Fray Marcos returned from what would later be called New Mexico and testified to the existence of “a great store of gold . . . and a hill of silver” in the Seven Cities of Cíbola.




  On February 22, 1540, intoxicated by these tales of bountiful wealth, Coronado headed north with a contingent of more than 300 European soldiers, as well as hundreds of American Indian allies of the Spanish. Coronado undoubtedly looked magnificent in his gilded suit of armor and helmet with a crested plume, astride a horse in full battle armor (if that horse fell in battle, Coronado could quickly switch to one of the twenty-two back-up steeds he had brought along). The well-disciplined fighting force clippity-clopped northward for a full four months until finally reaching the first city of Cíbola, as identified by Fray Marcos, who had unwisely decided to tag along. The city was a Zuni pueblo near the modern New Mexico– Arizona border, but instead of riches, the Coronado expedition found only a village of decidedly more practical stone and mud houses. Despite facing an overwhelming force of mounted, better-equipped, nattily plumed soldiers, the Zunis didn’t panic, nor did they become victims of an early Spanish massacre. Instead, they lied.




  The Zunis spun tales to the greedy Spaniards of seven far richer cities to the west at Tusayan, better known today as the Hopi pueblos and not to be confused with the commercialized village of the same name just south of the Grand Canyon today. After sending the discredited Fray Marcos packing on the long march back to Mexico City (history has not recorded Fray Marcos’s reasons for spinning yarns of vast treasure), Coronado ordered Pedro de Tovar and a contingent of cavalry soldiers to check out the Zuni story. A month later, after attacking and defeating the Hopis, Tovar returned with news that the Hopi pueblos weren’t much richer than Cíbola, but that the Hopis had told him of a great river farther to the west. A navigable river through this arid land that potentially led to the Sea of Cortez was of great interest to Coronado, and he subsequently ordered García López de Cárdenas and a small group of soldiers to head west and find the river.




  Once Cárdenas and his men reached Tusayan, the recently defeated Hopis were understandably eager to get the Spaniards out of the area. Volunteering their services as guides, the Hopis agreed to lead the men to the river. Following a roundabout route, the contingent reached the South Rim of the Grand Canyon in late September 1540, after a twenty-day trek over a relatively short distance as the crow flies. Thus, Cárdenas and his men became the first Europeans to lay their eyes on the Grand Canyon of the Colorado River.




  Later historians estimated that the Spaniards reached the canyon’s rim somewhere around Lipan Point near Desert View and the eastern edge of the future national park. The Colorado River squiggled in plain sight a mile below their high-elevation viewpoint. The Spaniards correctly estimated that the opposite rim was 8 to 10 miles away, but they not so accurately concluded that the Colorado River couldn’t be more than 6 feet across. The river is closer to 300 feet across, and the Hopi guides, perhaps eager to keep the soldiers away from Tusayan, assured the men that the river was much wider than 6 feet. Cárdenas ordered three infantry men to scamper and shimmy their way down to the river after the Hopis pleaded ignorance as to the route to the Colorado and encouraged the naïve soldiers to give it a go on their own (an early version of the Tanner Trail, which led to the river, lay a short distance to the west). The men began their descent of the canyon wall and made impressive progress, working their way down more than 1,500 feet of scree slopes and sheer cliff faces. From their vantage point a third of the way into the canyon, they could clearly see that the Colorado River was indeed a much wider waterway than they had estimated at the rim, but they also determined there was no way to navigate ships along the rapid-punctuated river.




  The soldiers returned to the rim, and Cárdenas and his men considered traveling farther west in search of a route to the river. But the Hopis convinced them that rugged country with no water waited to the west, although the Hopis were well aware that the Moqui Trail, which linked the Hopis with the Havasupais and Mohaves to the west, was easily negotiable through a temperate forestland. Had they shown the Spaniards this route, the Hopis would have guided them to the lower Colorado River below the Grand Canyon, showing them an overland route to a portion of the river that is navigable all the way to the Sea of Cortez. Instead the Hopis led the soldiers back east after Cárdenas decided further explorations to the west would be fruitless, and the soldiers returned to the Zuni pueblos and the Coronado expedition.




  Cárdenas reported to Coronado that a great river did indeed lie to the west, but that it wound through an impenetrable wasteland and was not navigable anyway, concluding that it was therefore of no value to the Spanish. Coronado took in the information, dismissed further western exploration, uprooted his encamped men, and moved them out to the east to overwinter in Texas. In 1542 the army, a little ragged around the edges and very dusty, returned to Mexico City. Coronado had to explain his failure to find the fabled treasure trove in the Seven Cities of Cíbola to Viceroy Antonio de Mendoza, the ruler of Mexico. It was a meeting that didn’t go well from Coronado’s point of view.




  Meanwhile, the Hopis returned to pueblo life. Their extensive “guiding” assistance to the Spaniards brought them some 235 additional years of relatively hassle-free living.




  
ENTRADA - 1776 -





  THE YEAR 1776 IS WELL KNOWN TO ALL AMERICANS, apart from the young and the inattentive. However, in addition to the outbreak of the Revolutionary War in Concord, Massachusetts, interesting things were happening on the other side of the continent. Pimeria Alta (Arizona) was ruled by Spain (the United States wouldn’t gain control of the region until 1848), but many of the deserts, plateaus, and canyons had never been explored by Spaniards—or anybody else of European ancestry. As was the case in so many parts of the world in those days, men (almost exclusively) of religion were tasked with penetrating the wilderness. They could not only bring back information about remote lands, but could convert the “savage” Indians they came across to Christianity. Enter Padre Francisco Tomás Garcés.




  In 1767 the viceroy of Mexico ordered fourteen priests to head north for missionary work. Padre Garcés was one of those men, and he arrived at Mission San Xavier del Bac near modern-day Tucson, Arizona, later that year. In pursuit of converts to Christianity, Padre Garcés would make five entradas (a formal use of the Spanish word meaning “entries into unexplored lands”) across the Southwest.




  His first four entradas kept him well away from the Grand Canyon, but his fifth, begun during the spring of 1776, brought him to Havasu Canyon and then the South Rim. The expedition was led by Don Juan Bautista de Anza and was bound for California (Anza and his men would go on to found San Francisco during this trip). But Padre Garcés stayed behind at what would become Yuma, on the Colorado River in southwestern Arizona.




  Padre Garcés was an independent sort. From Yuma, he ventured north alone, eventually reaching the land of the Mohave Indians near modern-day Needles, California. From there, he traveled to Hualapai country, southwest of the Grand Canyon. His kind hadn’t been seen in this country before, but the Hualapai, who the Spanish padre referred to as the Jaguallapais, were most hospitable. After Padre Garcés insisted on being led to the Hopi mesas, the Hualapais, who feared the Hopis would kill the Spanish priest, offered to guide the odd, cross-bedecked man into the canyon to meet a tribe hidden within its walls along a stream of blue-green water: the Havasupais.




  The route the Hualapai guides followed is roughly the Havasu Trail (also known as the Hualapai Trail) today. Then, as now, it was the easiest way to reach the Havasupai settlement deep within the Grand Canyon. Padre Garcés, suspicious at first, soon heartily partook in Havasupai hospitality.




  

    I arrived at the place of our stopping for the night, and as I saw the Jabesua [Havasupai] Indians well supplied with some pieces of red cloth, I suspected therefrom that they might be some of the Apaches who harass these provinces. . . . In spite of this I had no fear, seeing all well content at my arrival. . . .




    So pleasing was the insistency with which they urged me to remain in this rancheria [settlement based on agriculture] that as I found myself constrained perforce in this place, I had to remain five days; during which they waited upon me and regaled me with flesh of deer and cow, with maize, beans, quelites [greens], and mescal, with all of which they were well provided.


  




  Despite the feast, Padre Garcés was there on business, and he dutifully preached the gospel to the gathered Havasupais. The Havasupais tolerated the padre’s ramblings. However, he didn’t make any headway toward conversion for the people of the blue-green water. As his original goal was to reach the Hopi mesas, he decided to move on to the east, saving conversion of the Havasupais for another day.




  Padre Garcés asked for a guide to the Hopi mesas, and the Havasupais obliged, leading him out on the Topocoba Trail. Padre Garcés recorded the ascent in his diary:




  

    I set forth accompanied by five Indians and traveled south and east, now on horseback, now on foot, but in both these ways with great exertion, and halted on the slope of the sierra [mountain] at a scanty aguage [spring]. In the afternoon I finished the most difficult part of it. They cause horror, those precipices—and thereafter traveling north over good ground with much grass, and many junipers and pines and other trees among which I went about three leagues, I arrived at a rancheria which appertains to the Jabesua, whither had come some of this nation to gather the first of thejuniper. The principal Indian offered himself to accompany me next day.


  




  The area where Padre Garcés and his guides spent the night was probably Pasture Wash, west of modern-day Grand Canyon Village. With one remaining Havasupai guide, Padre Garcés headed farther east the next morning. In his diary, he recorded what he saw:




  

    June 26. I traveled four leagues southeast, and south, turning to the east; and halted at the sight of the most profound caxones [canyon] which ever onward continue; and within these flows the Rio Colorado. There is seen a very great sierra, which in the distance [looks] blue; and there runs from southeast to northwest a pass open to the very base, as if the sierra were cut artificially to give entrance to the Rio Colorado into these lands. I named this singular [pass] Puerto de Bucaréli, and though to all appearances would not seem to be very great the difficulty of reaching thereunto, I considered this to be impossible in consequence of the difficult caxones which intervened.


  




  For the first time since 1540, a person of European ancestry was looking at the Grand Canyon. He stood on the South Rim to the west of modern-day Hermits Rest. The blue sierra he saw in the distance was likely Navajo Mountain, although some historians have surmised he was referring to the North Rim itself, which can look like a broad mountain from the South Rim. Padre Garcés was the first to refer to the great river in the Grand Canyon as the Rio Colorado, colorado theSpanish word for “colored,” a reference to the red sediment that flowed with the current before the construction of Glen Canyon Dam in the 1960s (today, the sediment is held back by the dam). However, Padre Garcés’s name for the Grand Canyon, Puerto de Bucaréli, named after the viceroy of Mexico, did not stick.




  Padre Garcés could hardly believe his eyes. “I am astonished at the roughness of this country,” he wrote, “and at the barrier which nature has fixed therein.” That barrier kept them moving east along the rim, and they eventually made it to Oraibi on the Hopi mesas on July 2.




  The Hopis were suspicious of the Spaniard, and he was not allowed to enter Hopi houses. He camped outside, but on July 4, the Hopi elders approached and asked him to leave. Padre Garcés recognized that he was unlikely to get the Hopis to listen to his Christian teachings, and he moved on. He returned to Yuma, arriving there on August 27, and then traveled over southern Arizona to San Xavier del Bac.




  Padre Garcés’s life did not end peacefully. Five years after his visit to the Grand Canyon, Quechan (Yuma) Indians rebelled against the Spanish settlers, killing Padre Garcés and several other missionaries.




  CHRISTMAS AT THE GRAND CANYON - 1858 -





  LIEUTENANT JOSEPH CHRISTMAS IVES MAY HAVE LED the first party of white men to reach the bottom of the Grand Canyon, but at first, that wasn’t the plan at all. He had in mind finding the head of navigation (the farthest point upriver boats could travel) on the Colorado River. His crew left Fort Yuma, Arizona Territory, on December 30, 1857, aboard the Explorer, a steamer built in the East, tested on the Delaware River, judged suitable for the Delaware, and shipped to the mouth of the Colorado River in pieces for Lieutenant Ives’s trip. Needless to say, the Colorado is a very different river from the Delaware, and 2 miles upstream from Fort Yuma, the Explorer beached on a sandbar.




  Lieutenant Ives’s crew included the geologist John S. Newberry, topographer and artist Frederick W. von Egloffstein, and the artist Heinrich B. Mollhausen—an impressive collection of talent who would find great use for their skills on this expedition. They also learned new ones, as all hands went to work unloading the beachedExplorer and pushing the now-empty steamship off the sandbar. To Lieutenant Ives’s dismay, this elaborate effort was executed within sight of Fort Yuma, and “this sudden check on our progress was affording an evening of great entertainment to those in and out of the garrison.” Mentally, he tried to even the score, noting in his official 1861 Report Upon the Colorado River of the West, “Fort Yuma is not a place to inspire one with regret at leaving.” De-beached, they surged north.




  The threat of war with the Mormons of Utah Territory was one reason to seek the head of navigation on the Colorado River. Tensions between the Mormons and the federal government were very high at the time, and many in the government saw war as inevitable. If the head of navigation were far enough north, it could open up a southern supply route for invading federal troops.




  Lieutenant Ives and the Explorer steamed on, through the territory of the not-so-friendly Yuma Indians and into friendlier Mohave Indian country. Here they ran low on food, and they resorted to eating more corn and beans, and drinking more Colorado River water than they would have preferred.




  Two Mohave Indian guides, Cairook and Ireteba, joined the Ives expedition, and the ship soon reached the head of navigation in Black Canyon, near the modern-day site of Hoover Dam. Turning the ship around, they rode the rapids to the end of Black Canyon, where they were met by a messenger from Fort Yuma carrying news of a packtrain of supplies bound for the ship. The packtrain soon arrived, and Lieutenant Ives and his men gluttonously devoured their fill and slept off the feast.




  Satiated and rested, Lieutenant Ives sent the Explorer steaming south toward Fort Yuma, while he, Newberry, Egloffstein, and Mollhausen, as well as several crew members and numerous mules, followed the two Mohave guides out of Black Canyon. They hiked along a meandering course dictated by the location of springs, bound for Hualapai territory.




  One of the Mohave guides, Ireteba, returned to their camp with two Hualapais who agreed to guide the party through Hualapai territory. A third Hualapai arrived the next morning, and the racist tendencies of Lieutenant Ives and his crew, not uncommon in their day, came spewing forth in describing the newcomer: “He had features like a toad’s, and the most villainous countenance I ever saw on a human being,” Lieutenant Ives wrote. “Mr. Mollhausen suggested that we should take him and preserve him in alcohol as a zoological specimen.” Luckily, reason got the best of Lieutenant Ives and Mollhausen, and the plan to pickle a Hualapai was shelved. However, the disdain that Lieutenant Ives and his men felt toward Indians in general and the Hualapais in particular is repeated throughout Lieutenant Ives’s official Report. The only exception to the offhand racist-presented-as-factual remarks about Indians was reserved for the Mohave guide Ireteba, who Lieutenant Ives and his men held in the highest regard.




  Pushing northeast, the expedition gained elevation, walking into thicker and thicker stands of pinyon pine and juniper. Soon they arrived at a highpoint overlooking the Grand Canyon:




  

    At the end of ten miles the ridge swell was attained, and a splendid panorama burst suddenly into view. In the foreground were low table-hills, intersected by numberless ravines; beyond these a lofty line of bluffs marked the edge of an immense canon; a wide gap was directly ahead, and through it were beheld, to the extreme limit of vision, vast plateaus, towering one above the other thousands of feet in the air, the longhorizontal bands broken at intervals by wide and profound abysses, and extending a hundred miles to the north, till the deep azure faded into a light cerulean tint that blended with the dome of the heavens. The famous “Big cañon” was before us; and for a long time we paused in wondering delight, surveying this stupendous formation through which the Colorado and its tributaries break their way.


  




  Lieutenant Ives’s “Big cañon” was the common name for the gorge before John Wesley Powell bestowed the “Grand” moniker on the canyon a little more than a decade later.




  Lieutenant Ives wasn’t satisfied with gaping at the glorious scenery from above; he wanted to get down into the canyon. Accordingly, they followed a side canyon into the Grand Canyon, reaching the bottom at the confluence of Diamond Creek and the Colorado River. As they descended, Lieutenant Ives got a little freaked out:




  

    The place grew wilder and grander. The sides of the tortuous cañon became loftier, and before long we were hemmed in by walls two thousand feet high. The scenery much resembled that in the Black cañon, excepting that the rapid descent, the increasing magnitude of the colossal piles that blocked the end of the vista, and the corresponding depth and gloom of the gaping chasms into which we were plunging, imparted an unearthly character to a way that might have resembled the portals of the infernal regions. Harsh screams issuing from aerial recesses in the cañon sidesand apparitions of goblin-like figures perched in the rifts and hollows of the impending cliffs, gave an odd reality to this impression.


  




  Despite the ghoulish atmosphere, at least to Lieutenant Ives, they continued descending for 17 miles, not stopping until darkness forced them to. After they had set up camp, Ireteba told Lieutenant Ives that the Colorado River lay just ahead.




  The next morning, April 5, 1858, they likely became the first party of whites to reach the bottom of the Grand Canyon. “A short walk down the bed of Diamond river . . . disclosed the famous Colorado cañon,” Lieutenant Ives wrote in his Report, having regained his composure. “The scene was sufficiently grand to well repay for the labor of the descent.”




  Egloffstein, the topographer and artist, sketched the scene, as he had done at many scenic spots along their route. The resulting image of a dark and foreboding Inner Gorge, as well as several other sketches, illustrated Lieutenant Ives’s 1861 Report.




  From there, a new set of Hualapai guides led the Ives party back up Diamond Creek, and then up a side trail that proved quite difficult for the men and their mules. After becoming lost for a short time, the guides led the group to a small spring, where they spent the night.




  The expedition continued east the next day, eventually arriving at the head of Hualapai Canyon on April 12. Then, as today, a trail leads down the canyon to a Havasupai settlement deep within the Grand Canyon, and Lieutenant Ives, several of his men, and some mules attempted the descent. They had to turn back, as it quickly became apparent that the mules couldn’t negotiate the narrow trail. They were also suffering from nearly two days without water, and Lieutenant Ives sent them out of the canyon with one of the “Mexicans” in his crew, bound for “lagoons” some 30 miles away on the plateau.




  On April 14, Lieutenant Ives and fifteen men descended the trail again. They came to a precipice, and after careful inspection of the area, Egloffstein discovered a ladder below the ledge they stood on. He bravely attempted to climb down the rickety ladder, but half of it split away under his weight. Somehow, he continued down the cliff face gripping the ladder rail that had held, but a few feet above the ground, the entire structure gave way, sending Egloffstein sprawling to the ground. A little banged up but otherwise okay, he set about exploring the canyon floor while his expedition mates tried to figure out how to retrieve him from the canyon. Lieutenant Ives wrote,

OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_005.png
~_

INTNOW VROV
wxmsvavg
o axviy

Nouvrasny
Aviax]
ot

8

S

Py

: 5704 TNOmYN Ve






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png
TwWoDpOT*





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
It Bappened at Grand Canpon

Todd R. Berger Second Edition
Remarkable Events That Shaped History






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.png





