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The Grand Canyon

Looking south from the Kaibab Plateau, North Rim, near the head of Bright Angel Greek, the canyon of which is seen in the foreground. The San Francisco Mountains are in the distance. On the South Rim to the right, out of the picture, is the location of the Hotel Tovar. The width of the canyon at top in this region is about twelve miles with a depth of near 6000 feet on the north side, and over 5000 on the south. Total length, including Marble Canyon division, 283 miles. Sketch made in colour on the spot by F. S. Dellenbaugh, June 4, 1903.
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THE GRAND CANYON

From Havasupai Point, South Rim, showing Inner Gorge.
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Near mouth of Shinumo Creek. The river is in flood and the water is “colorado.”
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THE GRAND CANYON

From just below the Little Colorado,

Photograph by J. K. Hillers, 1872.
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Running the Sockdologer.

From a sketch afterwards by F. S. Dellenbaugh.
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From top of Granite, south side near Bright Angel Creek.
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Character of river in rapids.

Photograph by F. S. Dellenbaugh, 1907.
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INTRODUCTION

ALMOST four hundred years ago, in 1540 to be exact, Don Garcia Lopez de Cardenas discovered the Grand Canyon of the Colorado River of the West in what is now Arizona.

With twelve companions he stood on the South Rim, doubtless in awe at the singular magnificence of the scene and the magnitude, the first Europeans ever to look upon it. What were his exact feelings cannot be stated, for no writing of his on the subject is known and the notes made by Petro de Sotomayor, the chronicler of this particular sub-expedition, and given to the general, Coronado, have never been seen in our time.

Therefore historical data concerning this important exploratory event must be derived from the manuscript copy made in 1596 of the record written by Pedro de Castañeda, another chronicler of the Coronado gold-hunting foray to which Cardenas was attached. Now, thanks to the foresight and the generosity of James Lenox, Castañeda’s account is in the manuscript department of the New York Public Library. This manuscript in old Spanish is not easy to read, even by the most accomplished Spanish scholar, for not only has the language changed considerably since the time of its writing but the manuscript has no punctuation and few capitals; it just runs on and on page after page.

A translation of this document into French was made years ago by Henri Ternaux-Campans for his well-known Collection de Voyages, and for a long period it was the only available translation. A much better one has been made by George Parker Winship and is published in the Fourteenth Annual Report of the U. S. Bureau of Ethnology, 1896. This gives also the Spanish text and some facsimile examples of the writing.1

Ternaux-Campans stated that the Spaniards declared the chasm to be three or four leagues deep, whereas what they actually re-corded was that at the place where they were the gorge was three or four leagues across in an air line (por el ayre) from brink to brink. This is almost exactly a description of the Grand Canyon in the vicinity of El Tovar Hotel, as well as in some other parts. It is clear then that the Spaniards did not exaggerate but on the contrary were quite exact. At the time Ternaux-Campans made his translation little or nothing was known of this canyon and he evidently supposed it must be a narrow, dark slit in the earth; and that the remark as to three or four leagues must refer to depth.

Some of the party tried to reach the water but after descending about one third of the way they were completely foiled and gave it up.

Then for 329 years after this brief but memorable first visit all efforts to penetrate into the mysteries of the mighty chasm likewise failed and a superstition finally grew up that the river itself was absolutely impassable, even that it disappeared underground in places, making navigation not only hazardous but impossible. It must be noted that to an observer gazing down from a height upon the plateau through which the Marble Gorge, the upper portion of the Grand Canyon, carves its sinister, narrow course, it appears entirely reasonable to imagine that the fierce torrent should lose itself beneath the ponderous walls or even cut through them for gloomy distances. So sharply defined is the gorge on the surface that its outline is extremely forbidding in its dark and mysterious cleaving westward into the upward slope of the land.

For a long time approach to the canyons of the Green and the Colorado was exceedingly difficult and hazardous. The region on both sides of the thousand miles of canyons for a wide area is arid; the heat is great; the natives were not too hospitable, especially after they began to learn the white man’s deceptive ways. The aridity, however, was one of the main obstacles. A man can go a long period without food, but without water in the burning air he soon collapses. And along these mighty canyons even an experienced frontiersman might die of thirst within sight of the rushing torrent even in this day of improved transportation.

E. L. Berthoud, a frontiersman of Colorado, once wrote me that his friend Jim Bridger, who probably knew the country better than any other white man, “would tell in camp of the Cañon of the Colorado and Green River and of the almost utter impossibility of getting water from either cañon, although in full sight of an abundance of it—which I bitterly experienced when trying to explore down Green River south of White River in Utah in 1861.”

Lansford W. Hastings in his Guide to Oregon and California, 1845, writes: “The greater portion of this river from its source lies through a very broken, mountainous country, breaking through lofty mountains, pouring over high cliffs, down vast perpendicular cataracts, and into deep chasms with perpendicular basaltic walls, five hundred feet in height.”

Because of the immense difficulty of penetration, all the trappers and frontiersmen, with the exception of several who ventured into the upper canyons of Green River, steered wide of these canyons. All below the mouth of the Duchesne as far as the end of the Grand Canyon at the Grand Wash was terra incognita. Escalante in 1776 had crossed at the Ute Ford, since known as El Vado de los Padres or, in English, The Crossing of the Fathers, and this ford was probably known to a few frontiersmen after that. Jacob Hamblin crossed there in 1858 and after. He also found that a crossing by boat could be made at the mouth of the Paria River a few miles below El Vado—a place where Escalante first tried to get over. In a distance of many hundreds of miles these, with Gunnison Crossing of Green River, were the only known points of crossing for 329 years after the first view of the Grand Canyon by Cardenas.

There is a claim that one James White in 1867 descended through the Cataract, the Glen, and the Grand Canyons on a raft tied together with buckskin strings and a pack rope. As he knew absolutely nothing about the conditions within these canyons after the alleged descent the story may be dismissed—even granting that anyone on such a frail raft could make the descent through the many furious rapids.

At last Major John Wesley Powell, a Civil War veteran, then thirty-five years of age, descended with nine companions (eight after Uinta Valley, five after Separation Rapid) in boats from Green River, Wyoming, to the mouth of the Virgin River in 1869, and for the first time made known the character of the interior of the long line of canyons and the general conditions of the country through which they are carved. Thereby he rounded out the cycle of exploration begun 329 years before by Don Garcia Lopez de Cardenas. This volume presents the account of his second descent through the line of canyons—a descent which enabled him to couple with the narrative of the first the necessary data regarding the course of the river, the altitudes, the general geography of the region, the geology, and the first maps.

This first expedition of Major Powell’s was his own private venture, aided by funds from several educational institutions, and rations from the U. S. Government. It was, therefore, not a government affair at all, except as to the rations supplied. It was not too well equipped and the loss of one boat and its contents at Disaster Falls in the Green River canyon of Lodore, almost at the outset of the voyage, compelled a more hasty progress than at first was contemplated. By the first plan about a year was to be consumed; conditions reduced the time of the voyage to three months.

In order to make clear the causes which led to a second expedition I must give here a brief résumé.

The worst portions of the Grand Canyon so far as rapids are concerned are in the Granite Gorges, of which there are three: Upper, Middle, and Lower. The party of 1869 conquered every fall in the Upper and Middle Granite Gorges successfully, and as far as Diamond Creek, notwithstanding the gruelling work, the short rations of wet, spoiled food, and the fading physical vigor of the men. Then suddenly, to their dismay, up rose the black granite once more before them, a portent of another stretch no one knew how long, of huge and fierce rapids which tax any man’s full strength. Possibly they might be even worse than any above. A very bad place came into view; not only bad but in such shape that its quality could not be well seen.

There is no doubt in my mind that all the men were somewhat taken aback by this new threat of the river. Three, O. G. Howland, Seneca Howland, and W. H. Dunn, declared they meant to proceed no further. The whole expedition was at a crisis. The three were the only ones, however, who deserted or who had intention of deserting, though one man, Hawkins, states in a pamphlet printed not long ago that the Major declared to them that if only one man would stand by him he would go on to the end.

He took observations which indicated that they were not many miles from the end of the Canyon (45 in a straight line from the Virgin River), but the three adhered to their purpose. They climbed out on the north to reach the Mormon settlements and were killed a day or two after by the Shewits Indians near Mt. Dellenbaugh. Two days after their desertion the river party emerged safely from the Grand Canyon. They were soon at the mouth of the Virgin River, where several Mormons were encamped who gave them food and assistance. I understand these Mormons were directed by the foresight of Brigham Young to be on the watch for the Powell party and to be ready to aid them.

Naturally the scientific data collected under these adverse conditions were meager and unsatisfactory. Part were lost with the men who deserted. But Major Powell was a man of extraordinary pertinacity, of great originality of mind, and of tremendous will. Having determined to explore these canyons and map them he was not to be satisfied with this halfway success. He took immediate steps to continue the work to the finish by a second expedition.

The fact that he was lacking a right arm, lost at the battle of Shiloh, was no hindrance to him; in fact it appeared to spur him on. He applied to Congress for an appropriation, which was granted, and the second expedition (the first United States Colorado River Exploring Expedition) came into being. Professor Almon Harris Thompson was made chief geographer and general associate manager with Major Powell himself. It was a condition similar to the association of Lewis and Clark. The year 1870 was devoted to planning the second expedition and in May, 1871, it started as related herein.

This narrative of the second expedition is the only account of it ever written for publication, or published, barring a few letters in newspapers at the time from me and from several others of the party, the printing of a lecture of mine in the Bulletin of the American Geographical Society, and a couple of chapters in my Romance of the Colorado River.

This volume consequently is in sort an appendix to the Government Report.1 In that Report there is no mention of the second expedition down the river, nor are any details given in a little pamphlet Report published in 1873.2 The narrative of the Report was largely based on the diaries of Jack Sumner and Professor Thompson, as well as Powell’s own.

Professor Thompson in a letter to me of May 10, 1902, says:

“Jack Sumner’s diary (not over six pages of foolscap) was the most complete record kept of it. Everything we know of the Colorado River except the fact that it could be passed down in boats was secured by the second voyage and subsequent explorations, a part of which you were.”

Although the Major did not include a narrative of the second expedition in his Report, or write of it elsewhere himself, he had no objection to my publishing anything I pleased about it. From the start he was always friendly, kind, and considerate towards me. He took a deep interest in my future and endeavored to have me remain permanently with him as one of his aids in the execution of plans for the future which he visioned and which were developed to success.

He left Professor Thompson out of his Report, which was not quite fair, for Professor Thompson was largely responsible for the success of the second expedition. Professor Thompson felt much hurt but while feeling so he spoke in high terms of the Major’s many fine qualities.

In one of the Major’s letters to me in 1901, the year before he died, he says, “Now my dear Dellenbaugh, I always delight in your successes and your prosperity and I ever cherish the memory of those days when we were on the great river together.” Another time when I spoke of preparing a book on the Colorado he wrote, “I hope that you will put on record the second trip and the gentlemen who were members of that expedition.” This was my Romance of the Colorado River. He did not live to see it.

Professor Thompson frequently told me he considered me the historian of that expedition. He gave me every assistance and when he died he bequeathed to me his diaries and all his Colorado River material. These diaries I have deposited in the Manuscript Department of the New York Public Library together with my own diary of that time, and with those of other members of the expedition through the courtesy and generosity of their heirs.

Congress caused a memorial monument to be erected to Major Powell and his men on a promontory of the South Rim of the Grand Canyon not far from the Hotel Tovar. A bronze tablet bears the names of all the members of the two parties who navigated the Grand Canyon, except the three who deserted.

There has been some adverse criticism of the omission but it seems very clear that three men who refused to finish the journey and hampered the progress and success of the undertaking by backing out at a critical moment deserve no honorable mention. They are fully and justly recorded in the Report and in other places. They were men of fine quality and plenty of courage, but two of them were temporarily demoralized—the third, Seneca Howland, reluctantly went with his brother.

Jack Sumner, the dean of the first party and a most intelligent, straightforward, and level-headed man, writes of the separation: “Howland and Dunn told me at noon that they did not care about taking any more chances on the river and proposed to leave and try to make the Mormon settlements to the north of the river. I done what I could to knock such notions out of their heads but as I was not sure of my own side of the argument [safety of going on] I fear I did not make the case very strong. . . . O. G. Howland appeared to be the leader of the three and had fully made up his mind to quit. As the rapids had become a holy terror to him I saw that farther talk was useless and so informed Major Powell.” Hawkins in his pamphlet (which contains some absurd misstatements) says, “Dunn, O. G. Howland and Seneca Howland had made up their minds to go and Dunn said he hated to leave Hall and myself as we had been together a long time and that we would perish in the river.”

I never heard Major Powell say a word in condemnation of any of these men; on the contrary he always spoke of them affectionately.

I must repeat here a paragraph from the former edition of this book: “Major Powell was a man of prompt decision with a cool, comprehensive, far reaching mind. He was genial, kind, never despondent, always resolute, resourceful, masterful, determined to overcome every obstacle. To him alone belongs the credit for solving the problem of the great canyons, and to Professor Thompson that for conducting most successfully the geographic work under difficulties that can hardly be appreciated in these days when survey work is an accepted item of government expenditure and Congress treats it with an open hand. . . . Professor Thompson possessed invaluable qualities for this expedition; rare balance of mind, great cheerfulness, and a sunny way of looking on difficulties and obstacles as if they were mere problems in chess. His foresight and resourcefulness were phenomenal and no threatening situation found him without some good remedy.”

In the preface to the first edition I expressed the opinion that anyone who wished to could use this book as a guide for navigating the river as far as Kanab Canyon (where we left it) and I am pleased to state that this has been done by my friends Emery and Ellsworth Kolb. They carried the book in their successful descent in 1910. That priceless volume, tattered and battered and filled with sand by exposure to the elements during consultation in the boat by day and by the fire at night, they presented to me with fine consideration at the Powell Monument on the day in May, 1921, when I unfurled there the flag of Major Powell’s boat, the Emma Dean, to celebrate the fiftieth anniversary of our start from Green River “City,” Wyoming.

In their interesting and valuable book, Through the Grand Canyon from Wyoming to Mexico (p. 249), they say, “This book [A Canyon Voyage] had been our guide down to this point [Kanab Canyon] : we could not have asked for a better one.”

Many times since our expedition the canyons have been entered with boats. The well-equipped parties generally have gone through with success and it is my opinion that it can be done repeatedly if the equipment and personnel are adequate. The latest descents have been those of the parties of the United States Geological Survey in 1921, 1922, and 1923. These were admirably and successfully conducted, achieving all the desired results with no loss of life. Emery Kolb was chief boatman and gave most valuable direction. Colonel Claude Birdseye and Mr. E. C. La Rue, as well as the other members, are to be congratulated on their skill and on the results of the descents; accurate surveys and levelling of the river from Green River, Wyoming, to the Virgin River and below.

Their measurement of the now famous Sockdologer Rapid was a disappointment to me and something of a shock. This fall had been estimated all the way from 30 feet to 130. The latest figures are 19 feet! But this 19 feet is almost all at the beginning, in the first 100 yards. In about a mile the fall of the river is some 25 feet, and looking down from above at high water, or with the brief glimpse we had from below after running it, it certainly looked extremely high to us.1 In a letter of mine written Sept. 19, 1872, just after we emerged, I find that I stated the fall to be 40 feet in half a mile. Distance lent enlargement and as we looked backward in time the place grew in height. It surely is a terrific descent at high water with its sharp fail and it made on us a profound impression, knowing it had to be run no matter what happened. Julius Stone in 1909 levelled what he considered to be the Sockdologer very carefully and made it 34 feet 6 inches. It must have been another fall. There are several similar falls of more descent in a short distance. I do not remember that Major Powell ever gave an opinion about it except his statement of 75 or 80 feet (p. 82) in his Report, but his diary gives it no more than 30 feet. R. B. Stanton also levelled it in 1890 but lost his notes. He ridiculed the idea that it was more than 30 or 40 feet in a mile. The current is headlong and the waves are huge and vicious.

Many dam sites are now laid out for conserving the enormous amount of water which descends through the canyons. If these projects are carried out the rapids will disappear for long stretches— perhaps the Sockdologer will—and the tourist in a motor boat will speed along up or down the canyons, viewing the towering heights with comfort.

The country which in 1871 was so inaccessible that we had to fetch our supplies by wagon and by pack train from Salt Lake City is now easily reached by railway on both sides of the Grand Canyon: on the south by the Santa Fé and on the north by the Union Pacific. The latter railroad has also opened a way into the extraordinary Cedar Breaks, Bryce Canyon, and Zion National Park by automobile from the end of the line at Cedar City. The North Rim of the Grand Canyon is accessible as well by this route.

The government at last is to build a suspension bridge across Marble Gorge near its head—five miles below Lee Ferry—where the span is only about 600 feet with a depth of 400 feet of canyon. This will make it possible to pass at this place from one side of the long canyon barrier to the other, without a ferry.

Maps and profiles of the river through the canyons may be obtained by addressing the Director, U. S. Geological Survey, Washington, at a nominal cost, and those interested in the reservoir and conservation questions should secure U.S.G.S. Water Supply Paper 556, by E. C. La Rue, which admirably presents all the data. For the region around Navajo Mountain, The Navajo Country, U.S.G.S. Water Supply Paper 380, by H. E. Gregory, is accurate.

I must again express my appreciation for assistance from Professor Thompson, John K. Hillers, Robert Brewster Stanton (whose diaries of his 1889-1890 descent have been given to the New York Public Library by his widow), Brigadier General Mackenzie, The U.S. Geological Survey, Julius Stone, the Kolb Brothers, Colonel Birdseye, and others.

William H. Holmes in conversation with me once aptly designated the Grand Canyon region as the “Geologist’s Paradise.” Nowhere else in the world are the pages of Time so clearly opened up. Millions of years are there discovered to be little more than the tick of a clock in the everlasting scheme of the universe, and while the Grand Canyon, with all its millions of years, is but a young thing in geological history, nevertheless as one looks down upon it he feels that he stands face to face with eternity. The vast silence, the immensity of it all, tend to produce a feeling that the Canyon has a personality—that it is something that might swallow you up as if you were a mere chip in a whirlwind.

In the dark of night beside some roaring fall, with the thunder crashing as if those towering walls were tumbling from their heights; with the lightning flashing and the rain descending in torrential floods that leap and gather from the confining precipices, one truly feels in the very heart of elemental nature, and marvels that man has survived the constant destroying onslaughts of storm and fire, and is able not merely to protect himself, but even to utilize the annihilating forces for his own comfort.

The Colorado River teaches much that is not geology.

FREDERICK S. DELLENBAUGH.

New York,

May 30, 1926.

1 The Coronado Expedition— 1540-1542, by George Parker Winship. Extract from the Fourteenth Annual Report of the U. S. Bureau of Ethnology, Washington, 1896.

1 Exploration of the Colorado River of the West and Its Tributaries Explored in 1869, 1870, 1871 and 1872. Washington, 1875.

2 Report of Explorations in 1873 of the Colorado of the West and its Tributaries. Washington, 1874.

1 The first boat of the 1923 party to run the Sockdologer seen from above “was glimpsed only at intervals. The boat was out of sight most of the time, but finally appeared below right side up, and one by one, the other boats successfully made the descent.”—Colonel Birdseye.
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A CANYON VOYAGE
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CHAPTER I

A River Entrapped—Acquaintance not Desired—Ives Explores the Lower Reaches—Powell the Conqueror—Reason for a Second Descent—Congressional Appropriation—Preparation—The Three Boats—The Mighty Wilderness— Ready for the Start.

THE upper continuation of the Colorado River of the West is Green River which heads in the Wind River Mountains at Frémont Peak. From this range southward to the Uinta Mountains, on the southern boundary of Wyoming, the river flows through an open country celebrated in the early days of Western exploration and fur trading as “Green River Valley,” and at that period the meeting ground and “rendezvous” of the various companies and organisations, and of free trappers. By the year 1840 the vast region west of the Missouri had been completely investigated by the trappers and fur-hunters in the pursuit of trade, with the exception of the Green-and-Colorado River from the foot of Green River Valley to the termination of the now famous Grand Canyon of Arizona. The reason for this exception was that at the southern extremity of Green River Valley the solid obstacle of the Uinta Range was thrown in an easterly and westerly trend directly across the course of the river, which, finding no alternative, had carved its way, in the course of a long geological epoch, through the foundations of the mountains in a series of gorges with extremely precipitous sides; continuous parallel cliffs between whose forbidding precipices dashed the torrent towards the sea. Having thus entrapped itself, the turbulent stream, by the configuration of the succeeding region, was forced to continue its assault on the rocks, to reach the Gulf, and ground its fierce progress through canyon after canyon, with scarcely an intermission of open country, for a full thousand miles from the beginning of its entombment, the entrance of Flaming Gorge, at the foot of the historical Green River Valley. Some few attempts had been made to fathom the mystery of this long series of chasms, but with such small success that the exploration of the river was given up as too difficult and too dangerous. Ashley had gone through Red Canyon in 1825 and in one of the succeeding winters of that period a party had passed through Lodore on the ice. These trips proved that the canyons were not the haunt of beaver, that the navigation of them was vastly difficult, and that no man could tell what might befall in those gorges further down, that were deeper, longer, and still more remote from any touch with the outer world. Indeed it was even reported that there were places where the whole river disappeared underground. The Indians, as a rule, kept away from the canyons, for there was little to attract them. One bold Ute who attempted to shorten his trail by means of the river, shortened it to the Happy Hunting Grounds immediately, and there was nothing in his fate to inspire emulation.

The years then wore on and the Colorado remained unknown through its canyon division. Ives had come up to near the mouth of the Virgin from the Gulf of California in 1858, and the portion above Flaming Gorge, from the foot of Green River Valley, was fairly well known, with the Union Pacific Railway finally bridging it in Wyoming. One James White was picked up (1867) at a point below the mouth of the Virgin in an exhausted state, and it was assumed that he had made a large part of the terrible voyage on a raft, but this was not the case, and the Colorado River Canyons still waited for a conqueror. He came in 1869 in the person of John Wesley Powell, a late Major1 in the Civil War, whose scientific studies had led him to the then territory of Colorado where his mind became fired with the intention of exploring the canyons. The idea was carried out, and the river was descended from the Union Pacific Railway crossing to the mouth of the Virgin, and two of the men went on to the sea. Thus the great feat was accomplished — one of the greatest feats of exploration ever executed on this continent.1
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The Toll.

Unidentified skeleton found April 1906 by C. C. Spaulding in the Grand Canyon 300 feet above the river, some miles below Bright Angel trail. There were daily papers of the early spring of 1900 in the pocket of the clothes.

Photograph 1906 by KOLB BROS.
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Red Canyon.

Photograph by E. O. BEAMAN, 1871.

Circumstances had rendered the data collected both insufficient and incomplete. A second expedition was projected to supply deficiencies and to extend the work; an expedition so well equipped and planned that time could be taken for the purely scientific side of the venture. This expedition was the first one under the government, the former expedition having been a more or less private enterprise. Congress made appropriations and the party were to start in 1870. This was found to be inexpedient for several reasons, among which was the necessity of exploring a route by which rations could be brought in to them at the mouth of what we called Dirty Devil River—a euphonious title applied by the men of the first expedition. This stream entered the Colorado at the foot of what is now known as Narrow Canyon, a little below the 38th parallel, —the Frémont River of the present geographies. Arrangements for supplies to be brought in to the second expedition at this place were made by the Major during a special visit to southern Utah for the purpose.

By great good fortune I became a member of the second expedition. Scores of men were turned away, disappointed. The party was a small one, and it was full. We were to begin our voyage through the chain of great canyons, at the same point where the first expedition started, the point where the recently completed Union Pacific Railway crossed Green River in Wyoming, and we arrived there from the East early on the morning of April 29, 1871. We were all ravenous after the long night on the train and breakfast was the first consideration, but when this had re-established our energy we went to look for the flat car with our boats which had been sent ahead from Chicago. The car was soon found on a siding and with the help of some railroad employés we pushed it along to the eastern end of the bridge over Green River and there, on the down side, put the boats into the waters against whose onslaughts they were to be our salvation. It was lucky perhaps that we did not pause to ponder on the importance of these little craft; on how much depended on their staunchness and stability; and on our possible success in preventing their destruction. The river was high from melting snows and the current was swift though ordinarily it is not a large river at this point. This season had been selected for the start because of the high water, which would tide us over the rocks till tributary streams should swell the normal volume; for our boats were to be well loaded, there being no chance to get supplies after leaving. We had some trouble in making a landing where we wanted to, in a little cove on the east side about half a mile down, which had been selected as a good place for our preparatory operations. Here the three boats were hauled out to receive the final touches. They were named Emma Dean, Nellie Powell, and Cañonita. A space was cleared in the thick willows for our general camp over which Andy was to be master of ceremonies, at least so far as the banqueting division was concerned, and here he became initiated into the chemistry necessary to transform raw materials into comparatively edible food. But it was not so hard a task, for our supplies were flour, beans, bacon, dried apples, and dried peaches, tea and coffee, with, of course, plenty of sugar. Canned goods at that time were not common, and besides, would have been too heavy. Bread must be baked three times a day in the Dutch oven, a sort of skillet of cast iron, about three inches deep, ten or twelve inches in diameter, with short legs, and a cast-iron cover with a turned-up rim that would hold hot coals. We had no other bread than was made in this oven, or in a frying-pan, with saleratus and cream of tartar to raise it. It was Andy’s first experience as a cook, though he had been a soldier in the Civil War, as had almost every member of the party except the youngest three, Clem, Frank, and myself, I being the youngest of all.

For sleeping quarters we were disposed in two vacant wooden shanties about two hundred yards apart and a somewhat greater distance from the cook-camp. These shanties were mansions left over, like a group of roofless adobe ruins near by, from the opulent days of a year or two back when this place had been the terminus of the line during building operations. Little remained of its whilom grandeur; a section house, a railway station, a number of canvas-roofed domiciles, Field’s “Outfitting Store,” and the aforesaid shanties in which we secured refuge, being about all there was of the place. The region round about suggested the strangeness of the wild country below, through the midst of which led our trail. Arid and gravelly hills met the eye on all sides, accentuated by huge buttes and cliffs of brilliant colours, which in their turn were intensified by a clear sky of deep azure. In the midst of our operations, we found time to note the passing of the single express train each way daily. These trains seemed very friendly and the passengers gazed wonderingly from the windows at us and waved handkerchiefs. They perceived what we were about by the sign which I painted on cloth and fastened across the front of our house, which was near the track : “Powell’s Colorado River Exploring Expedition.” Above this was flying our general flag, the Stars and Stripes.

The white boats were thoroughly gone over with caulking-iron and paint. Upon the decks of the cabins, canvas, painted green, was stretched in such a way that it could be unbuttoned at the edges on three sides and thrown back when we wanted to take off the hatches. When in place this canvas kept the water, perfectly, out of the hatch joints. Each boat had three compartments, the middle one being about four feet long, about one-fifth the length of the boat, which was twenty-two feet over the top. Two places were left for the rowers, before and abaft the middle compartment, while the steersman with his long oar thrust behind was to sit on the deck of the after-cabin, all the decks being flush with the gunwale, except that of the forward cabin the deck of which was carried back in a straighter line than the sheer of the boat and thus formed a nose to help throw off the waves. It was believed that when the hatches were firmly in place and the canvases drawn taut over the decks, even if a boat turned over, as was expected sometimes might be the case, the contents of these cabins would remain intact and dry. As so much depended on keeping our goods dry, and as we knew from Powell’s previous experience that the voyage would be a wet one, everything was carefully put in rubber sacks, each having a soft mouth inside a double lip with a row of eyelets in each lip through which ran a strong cord. When the soft mouth was rolled up and the bag squeezed, the air was forced out, and the lips could be drawn to a bunch by means of the cord. When in this condition the bag could be soaked a long time in water without wetting the contents. Each rubber bag was encased in a heavy cotton one to protect it; in short, we spared no effort to render our provisions proof against the destroying elements. At first we put the bacon into rubber, but it spoiled the rubber and then we saw that bacon can take care of itself, nothing can hurt it anyhow, and a gunny-sack was all that was necessary. Though the boats were five feet in the beam and about twenty-four inches in depth, their capacity was limited and the supplies we could take must correspond. Each man was restricted to one hundred pounds of baggage, including his blankets. He had one rubber bag for the latter and another for his clothing and personal effects. In the provision line we had twenty-two sacks of flour of fifty pounds each. There was no whiskey, so far as I ever knew, except a small flask containing about one gill which I had been given with a ditty-bag for the journey. This flask was never drawn upon and was intact till needed as medicine in October. Smoking was abandoned, though a case of smoking tobacco was taken for any Indians we might meet. Our photographic outfit was extremely bulky and heavy, for the dry plate had not been invented. We had to carry a large amount of glass and chemicals, as well as apparatus.

The numerous scientific instruments also were bulky, as they had to be fitted into wooden cases that were covered with canvas and then with rubber. Rations in quantity were not obtainable short of Salt Lake or Fort Bridger, and we had Congressional authority to draw on the military posts for supplies. The Major and his colleague, Professor Thompson, went to Fort Bridger and to Salt Lake to secure what was necessary, and to make further arrangements for the supplies which were to be brought in to us at the three established points: the mouth of the Uinta, by way of the Uinta Indian Agency; the mouth of the Dirty Devil; and the place where Escalante had succeeded in crossing the Colorado in 1776, known as the Crossing of the Fathers, about on the line between Utah and Arizona.

Mrs. Thompson and Mrs. Powell, who had come out on the same train with us, had gone on to Salt Lake, where they were to wait for news from the expedition, when we should get in touch with the Uinta Agency at the mouth of the Uinta River, something over two hundred miles further down. At length all was provided for and the Major and Prof. returned to our camp from Salt Lake bringing a new member of the party, Jack Hillers, to take the place of Jack Sumner of the former party who was unable to get to us on account of the deep snows in the mountains which surrounded the retreat where he had spent the winter trapping. Prof. brought back also an American flag for each boat with the name of the boat embroidered in the field of blue on one side while the stars were on the other. We all admired these flags greatly, especially as they had been made by Mrs. Thompson’s own hands.

We had with us a diary which Jack Sumner had kept on the former voyage, and the casual way in which he repeatedly referred to running through a “hell of foam” gave us an inkling, if nothing more, of what was coming. Our careful preparations gave us a feeling of security against disaster, or, at least, induced us to expect some degree of liberality from Fortune. We had done our best to insure success and could go forward in some confidence. A delay was caused by the non-arrival of some extra heavy oars ordered from Chicago, but at length they came, and it was well we waited, for the lighter ones were quickly found to be too frail. Our preparations had taken three weeks. Considering that we were obliged to provide against every contingency that might occur in descending this torrent so completely locked in from assistance and supplies, the time was not too long. Below Green River City, Wyoming, where we were to start, there was not a single settler, nor a settlement of any kind, on or near the river for a distance of more than a thousand miles. From the river out, a hundred miles in an air line westward, across a practically trackless region, would be required to measure the distance to the nearest Mormon settlements on the Sevier, while eastward it was more than twice as far to the few pioneers who had crossed the Backbone of the Continent. The Uinta Indian Agency was the nearest establishment to Green River. It was forty miles west of the mouth of the Uinta. In southern Utah the newly formed Mormon settlement of Kanab offered the next haven, but no one understood exactly its relationship to the topography of the Colorado, except from the vicinity of the Crossing of the Fathers. Thus the country through which we were to pass was then a real wilderness, while the river itself was walled in for almost the entire way by more or less unscalable cliffs of great height.

Finally all of our preparations were completed to the last detail. The cabins of the boats were packed as one packs a trunk. A wooden arm-chair was obtained from Field and fastened to the middle deck of our boat by straps, as a seat for the Major, and to the left side of it—he had no right arm—his rubber life-preserver was attached. Each man had a similar life-preserver in a convenient place, and he was to keep this always ready to put on when we reached particularly dangerous rapids. On the evening of the 21st of May nothing more remained to be done. The Second Powell Expedition was ready to start.
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Andy, Clem, Beaman Cañonita Prof., Steward, Cap., Frank Jones, Jack, the Major, Fred Emma Dean Nellie Powell The dark box open.

Before the Start at Green River City, Wyoming.

Photograph by E. O. BEAMAN, 1871.

1 Powell had received an appointment as Colonel before he left the Volunteer Service, but he was always called Major.

1 For the history of the Colorado River the reader is referred to The Romance of the Colorado River, by F. S. Dellenbaugh.
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CHAPTER II

Into the Wilderness—The Order of Sailing—Tobacco for the Indians Comes Handy—A Lone Fisherman and Some Trappers—Jack Catches Strange Fish—The Snow-clad Uintas in View—A Larder Full of Venison—Entrance into Flaming Gorge.

THE 22d of May, 1871, gave us a brilliant sun and a sky of sapphire with a sparkling atmosphere characteristic of the Rocky Mountain Region. The great buttes near the station, which Moran has since made famous, shone with a splendour that was inspiring. To enable us to pick up the last ends more easily and to make our departure in general more convenient, we had breakfast that morning at Field’s outfitting place, and an excellent breakfast it was. It was further distinguished by being the last meal that we should eat at a table for many a month. We were followed to the cove, where our loaded boats were moored, by a number of people; about the whole population in fact, and that did not make a crowd. None of the Chinamen came down, and there were no Indians in town that day. The only unpleasant circumstance was the persistent repetition by a deaf-mute of a pantomimic representation of the disaster that he believed was to overwhelm us. “Dummy,” as we called him, showed us that we would be upset, and, unable to scale the cliffs, would surely all be drowned. This picture, as vividly presented as possible, seemed to give him and his brother great satisfaction. We laughed at his prophecy, but his efforts to talk were distressing. It may be said in excuse for him, that in some paddling up the river from that point, he had arrived at perhaps an honest conviction of what would happen to any one going below; and also, that other wise men of the town predicted that we would never see “Brown’s Hole,” at the end of Red Canyon.

At ten o’clock we pushed out into the current. There were “Good-bye and God-speed” from the shore with a cheer, and we responded with three and then we passed out of sight. The settlement, the railway, the people, were gone; the magnificent wilderness was ours. We swept down with a four-mile current between rather low banks, using the oars mainly for guidance, and meeting no difficulty worse than a shoal, on which the boats all grounded for a few moments, and the breaking of his oar by Jones who steered our boat. About noon having run three miles, a landing was made on a broad gravelly island, to enable Andy to concoct a dinner. A heavy gale was tearing fiercely across the bleak spot. The sand flew in stinging clouds, but we got a fire started and then it burned like a furnace. Andy made another sample of his biscuits, this time liberally incorporated with sand, and he fried some bacon. The sand mainly settled to the bottom of the frying pan, for this bacon was no fancy breakfast table variety but was clear fat three or four inches thick. But how good it was! And the grease poured on bread! And yet while at the railway I had scorned it; in fact I had even declared that I would never touch it, whereat the others only smiled a grim and confident smile. And now, at the first noon camp, I was ready to pronounce it one of the greatest delicacies I had ever tasted! They jeered at me, but their jeers were kind, friendly jeers, and I recall them with pleasure. In warm-hearted companionship no set of men that I have ever since been associated with has been superior to these fellow voyageurs, and the Major’s big way of treating things has been a lesson all my life. We had all become fast true friends at once. With the exception of the Major, whom I had first met about two months before, and Frank whom I had known for a year or two, I had been acquainted with them only since we had met on the train on the way out.

In the scant shelter of some greasewood bushes we devoured the repast which the morning’s exercise and the crisp air had made so welcome, and each drank several cups of tea dipped from the camp-kettle wherein Andy had boiled it. We had no formal table. When all was ready, the magic words, “Well go fur it, boys,” which Andy uttered stepping back from the fire were ceremony enough. Each man took a tin plate and a cup and served himself. Clem and Frank were sent back overland to the town for a box of thermometers forgotten and for an extra steering oar left behind, and the Cañonita waited for their return.

During the afternoon, as we glided on, the hills began to close in upon us, and occasionally the river would cut into one making a high precipitous wall, a forerunner of the character of the river banks below. The order of going was, our boat, the Emma Dean, first, with Major Powell on the deck of the middle cabin, or compartment, sitting in his arm-chair, which was securely fastened there, but was easily removable. S. V. Jones was at the steering oar, Jack Hillers pulled his pair of oars in the after standing-room, while I was at the bow oars. The second in line was the Nellie Powell, Professor A. H. Thompson steering, J. F. Steward rowing aft, Captain F. M. Bishop forward, and Frank Richardson sitting rather uncomfortably on the middle deck. The third and last boat was the Cañonita, which E. O. Beaman, the photographer steered, while Andrew Hattan, rowed aft, and Clement Powell, assistant photographer, forward. This order was preserved, with a few exceptions, throughout the first season’s work. It was the duty of Prof. and Jones to make a traverse (or meander) of the river as we descended. They were to sight ahead at each bend with prismatic compasses and make estimates of the length of each sight, height of walls, width of stream, etc., and Cap was to put the results on paper. The Major on his first boat, kept a general lookout and gave commands according to circumstances. He remembered the general character of the river from his former descent, but he had to be on the qui-vive as to details. Besides every stage of water makes a change in the nature of the river at every point. In addition to this outlook, the Major kept an eye on the geology, as he was chief geologist; and Steward, being assistant geologist did the same. Richardson was assistant to Steward. Jack was general assistant and afterwards photographer. I was artist, and later, assistant topographer also. It was my duty to make any sketch that the geologists might want, and of course, as in the case of everybody, to help in the navigation or anything else that came along. Each man had a rifle and some had also revolvers. Most of the rifles were Winchesters.1 We had plenty of ammunition, and the rifles were generally kept where we could get at them quickly.

In this order, and with these duties, we ran on down the Green, and so far at least as I was concerned, feeling as if we had suddenly stepped off into another world. Late in the afternoon we were astonished to discover a solitary old man sitting on the right bank fishing. Who he was we did not know but we gave him a cheer as we dashed by and were carried beyond his surprised vision. As the sun began to reach the horizon a lookout was kept for a good place for camp. I, for one, was deeply interested, as I had never yet slept in the open. At length we reached a spot where the hills were some distance back on the right leaving quite a bottom where there were a number of cottonwood trees. A deserted log cabin silently invited us to land and, as this was cordial for the wilderness, we responded in the affirmative. The sky had a look of storm about it and I was glad of even this excuse for a roof, though the cabin was too small to shelter our whole party, except standing up, and the beds were all put down on the ground outside. The night was very cold and the fire which we made for Andy’s operations was most comforting. We had for supper another instalment of bacon, saleratus-bread, and tea, which tasted just as good as had that prepared at noon. Sitting on rocks and stumps we ate this meal, and presently the raw air reminded some of the smokers that, while they had thrown their tobacco away there was, in the boats, the quite large supply designed for our Red friends, should we meet any. Of course we had more than was absolutely necessary for them, and in a few minutes the pipes which had been cast away at Green River appeared well filled and burning. Perhaps we had pipes for the Indians too! I had not thrown my pipe away for it was a beautifully carved meerschaum—a present. I knew just where it was and lighted it up, though I was not a great smoker. The Indians did not get as much of that tobacco as they might have wished.
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