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PREFACE.

In the summer of 1867, with a small party of naturalists, students, and
amateurs like myself, I visited the mountain region of Colorado Territory.
While in Middle Park, I explored a little cafion, through which the Grand
River runs, immediately below the well-known watering-place, “ Middle
Park Hot Springs.” Later in the fall T passed through Cedar Cafion, the
gorge by which the Grand leaves the park. The result of the summer’s
study was to kindle a desire to explore the cafions of the Grand, Green, and
Colorado Rivers, and the next summer I organized an expedition with the
intention of penetrating still farther into that cafion country.

As soon as the snows were melted, so that the main range could be
crossed, I went over into Middle Park, and proceeded thence down the
Grand to the head of Cedar Cafion, then across the Park range by Gore’s
Pass, and in October found myself and party encamped on the White River,
about a hundred and twenty miles above its mouth. At that point I built
cabins, and established winter quarters, intending to occupy the cold season,
as far as possible, in exploring the adjacent country. The winter of
1868-'69 proved favorable to my purposes, and several excursions were
made, southward to the Grand, down the White to the Green River, north-
ward to the Yampa, and around the Uinta Mountains.

During these several excursions, I seized every opportunity to study
the cafions through which these upper streams run, and, while thus engaged,
formed plans for the exploration of the cafions of the Colorado. Since that
time I have been engaged in executing these plans, sometimes employed in
the field, sometimes in the office. Begun originally as an exploration, the
work has finally developed into a survey embracing the geography, geology,
ethnography, and natural history of the country, and a number of gentle-

men have, from time to time, assisted me in the work.
IL COL
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It is expected that the results of these labors will, as soon as practica-
ble, be published by the General Government, in a series of volumes, and
such publication commences with the present, which, in Part First, gives a
history of the original exploration through a region practically unknown
prior to the time it was made. It has not been thought best to give a history
of all our travels, but only those portions which were original explorations.

Accompanying the volume will be found a map of the *“ Green River
from the Union Pacific Railroad to the mouth of the White River,” including
the eastern portion of the Uinta Mountains, and a “ Profile of the Green
River and Colorado River of the West, from the crossing of the Union
Pacific Railroad to the mouth of the Colorado, compared with the profile
of the Ohio and Mississippi Rivers from Pittsburgh to Vicksburgh” It has
been prepared from barometric data collected at different times during the
exploration and survey. That portion below the mouth of the Rio Virgen
has been taken from Lieutenant Ives’s “ Report upon the Colorado River of
the West.” :

The altitude of the mouth of the Rio Virgen is represented on the pro-
file with this volume as somewhat less than it appears on that made by
Lieutenant Ives. Our own determinations fix it as we represent it. Lieu-
tenant Ives's data for the upper portion of his line are indefinite, but can be
interpreted to agree with the results which we have obtained; perhaps
better than with his own profile. |

As far as possible we have adopted the names of geographic features
used by the settlers of the adjacent country, but many of the mountains,
plateaus, valleys, cafions, and streams were unknown and unnamed. In
such cases we have accepted the Indian names, whenever they could be
determined with accuracy.: I intend, finally, to publish a glossary of all
these new names, giving their significance.

I am greatly indebted to many gentlemen living in Utah, Wyoming, -
and Colorado Territories for their assistance and co-operation in this enter-
prise. To mention them severally would inordinately swell this preface.

Professor A. H. Thompson has been my companion and collaborator
during the greater part of the time, and has had entire charge of the geo--
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graphic work ; the final maps will exhibit the results of his learning and
executive ability. »

Professor Joseph Henry, the Secretary of the Smithsonian Institution,
under whose direction the work was performed, prior to the 1st of July,
1874, has contributed greatly to any success which we may have had, by
his instructions and advice, and by his most earnest sympathy ; and I have
taken the liberty to express my gratitade for his kindness, and reverence
for his profound attainments, by attaching his name to a group of lofty
mountains. '

-To the officers of the Union Pacific, the Chicago, Burlington and
Quincy, the Utah Central, and other railroads, I am indebted for many val-
uable favors; but for their co-operation the work could not have been
accomplished with the means at my command. Many thousands of dollars,
in the aggregate, have been contributed by them to the enterprise in the
form of free transportation. I earnestly hope that the final result of the

work, as a contribution to American science, will not disappoint their expec-
tations. . ’

‘ J. W. P.
WasHuiNeToN, D. C., 1875.
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CHAPTER 1.

THE VALLEY OF THE COLORADO.

TLe Colorado River is formed by the junction of the Grand and Green.

The Grand River has its source in the Rocky Mountains, five or six
miles west of Long’s Peak, in latitude 40° 17’ and longitude 105° 43’
approximately. - A group of little alpine lakes, that receive their waters
directly from perpetual snow-banks, discharge into a common reservoir,
known as Grand Lake, a beautiful sheet of water. Its quiet surface reflects
towering cliffs and crags of granite on its eastern shore; and stately pines
and firs stand on its western margin.

The Green River heads near Frémont's Peak, in the Wind River Mount-
ains, in latitude 43° 15" and longitude 109° 45’ approximately. This
river, like the last, has its sources in alpine lakes, fed by everlasting snows.
Thousands of these little lakes, with deep, cold, emerald waters, are em-
bosomed among the crags of the Rocky Mountains. These streams, born
in the cold, gloomy solitudes of the upper mountain-region, have a strange,
eventful history as they pass down through gorges, tumbling in cascades
and cataracts, until they reach the hot, arid plains of the Lower Colorado,
where the waters that were so clear above empty as turbid floods into the
Gulf of California. | \ |

The mouth of the Colorado is in latitude 31° 53" and longitude 115°.

The Green River is larger than the Grand, and is the upper continua-
tion of the Colorado. Including this river, the whole length of the stream is
about two thousand miles. The region of country drained by the Colorado
and its tributaries is about eight hundred miles in length, and varies from
three hundred to five hundred in width, containing about three hundred
thousand square miles, an area larger than all the New England and Middle
States, with Maryland and Virginia added, or as large as Minnesota, Wiscon-
sin, Towa, Illinois, and Missouri. ~ ;

There are two distinet portions of the basin of the Colorado. The
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lower third is but little above the level of the sea, though here and there
ranges of mountains rise to an altitude of from two to six thousand feet.
This part of the valley is bounded on the north by a line of cliffs, which
present a bold, often vertical step, hundreds or thousands of feet to the
table-lands above. ‘

The upper two-thirds of the basin rises from four to eight thousand feet
above the level of the sea. This high region, on the east, north, and west, is .
set with ranges of snow-clad mountains, attaining an altitude above the sea
varying from eight to fourteen thousand feet. ~All winter long, on its mount-
ain-crested rim, snow falls, filling the gorges, half burying the forests, and cov-
ering the crags and peaks with a mantle woven by the winds from the waves of
the séa—a mantle of snow. When the summer-sun comes, this snow melts, and
tumbles down the mountain-sides in millions of cascades. Ten million cas-
cade brooks unite to form ten thousand torrent creeks; ten thousand torrent
creeks unite to form a hundred rivers beset with cataracts; a hundred roar-
ing rivers unite to form the Colorado, which rolls, a mad, turbid stream, into
the Gulf of California.

Consider the action of one of these streams: its source in the mount-
ains, where the snows fall; its course through the arid plains. Now, if at
the river’s flood storms were falling on the plains, its channel would be cut
but little faster than the adjacent country would be washed, and the general
level would thus be preserved; but, under the conditions here mentioned, the
river deepens its bed, as there is much through corrasion and but little
lateral degradation.

So all the streams cut deeper and still deeper until their banks are tow-
ering cliffs of solid rock. These deep, narrow gorges are called cafons.

For more than a thousand miles along its course, the Colorado has cut
for itself such a cafion; but at some few points, where lateral streams join it,
the cafion is broken, and narrow, transverse valleys divide it properly into
a series of cafions.

The Virgen, Kanab, Paria, Escalante, Dirty Devil, San Rafael, Price,
and Uinta on the west, the Grand, Y:suhpa, San Juan, and Colorado
Chiquito on the east, have also cut for themselves such narrow, winding
gorges, or deep cafions. ~Every river entering these has cut another caiion;



Figure 2—Lower Cafion of the Kanab. (3,000 feet deep.)



Figure 3.—Pa-ru’-nu-weap Cafion,
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every lateral creek has cut a cafion;” every brook runs in a cafion; every rill
born of a shower, and born again of a shower, and living only during these
showers, has cut for itself a cafion; so that the whole upper portion of the
basin of the Colorado is traversed by a labyrinth of these deep gorges.
Owing to a great variety of geological conditions, these cafions differ
much in general aspect. The Rio Virgen, between Long Valley and the
Mormon town of Schunesburgh, runs through Pa-ru’-nu-weap Canion, often not
more than twenty or thirty feet in width, and from six hundred to one thou-
sand five hundred feet deep. '
Away to the north, the Yampa empties into the Green by a cafion that
I essayed to cross in the fall of 1868, and was baffled from day to day until
‘the fourth had nearly passed before I could find my way down to the river.
But thirty miles above its mouth, this cafion ends, and a narrow valley, with
a {lood-plain, is found. Still farther up the stream, the river comes down
through another cafion, and beyond that a narrow valley is found, and its
_upper course is now through a cafion and now a valley.

All these cafions are alike changeable in their topographic character-
istics. _ ‘ :

The longest cafion through which the Colorado runs is that between the
mouth of the Colorado Chiquito and the Grand Wash, a distance of two
hundred and seventeen and a half miles. But this is separated from another
above, sixty-five and a half miles in lencrth only by the narrow canon-valley
of the Colorado Chiquito.

All the scenic features of this cafion- land are on a crlant scale, strange
and weird. The streams run at depths almost inaccessible ; lashing the rocks
which beset their channels; rolling in rapids, and plunging in falls, and mak-
ing a wild music which but adds to the gloom of the solitude.

The little valleys nestling along the streams are diversified by border-
ing willows, clumps of box-elder, and small groves of cottonwood.

Low mesas, {ry and treeless, stretch back from the brink of the cafion,
~often showing smooth surfaces of naked, solid rock. In some places, the
country rock being composed of marls, the surface is a bed of loose, disinte-
grated material, and you walk through it as in a bed of ashes. Often these
marls are richly colored and-variegated. In other places, the country rock



6 EXPLORATION OF THE CANONS OF THE COLORADO.

is a loose sandstone, the disintegration of which has left broad stretches of
drifting sand, white, golden, and vermilion.

Where this sandstone is a conglomerate, a paving of pebbles has been
left, a mosaic of many coloxs, polished by the drifting sands, and glistening
in the sunlight.

After the cafions, the most remarkable features of the country are the
long lines of cliffs. These are bold escarpments, often hundreds or thou-
sands of feet in altitude, great geographic steps, scores or hundreds of miles
in length, presenting steep faces of rock, often quite vertical.

Having climbed one of these steps, you may descend by a gentle, some-
times imperceptible, slope to the foot of another. They will thus present a
series of terraces, the steps of which are well-defined escarpments of rock.
The lateral extension of such a line of cliffs is usually very irregular; sharp
salients are projected on the plains below, and deep recesses are cut into the
terraces above. |

Intermittent streams coming down ‘the cliffs have cut many camions or
cafion valleys, by which the traveler may pass from the plain below to the
terrace above By these gigantic stairways, you may ascend to high plateaus,
covered with forests of pine and fir.

The region is further diversified by short ranges of eruptive mountains.
A vast system of ﬁswres——huge cracks in the rocks to the depths below—
extends across the country. From these crevices, floods of lava have poured,
covering mesas and table lands with sheets of black basalt. The expiring
energies of these volcanic agencies have piled up huge cinder-cones, that
stand along the fissures, red, brown, and black, naked of vegetation, and
conspicuous landmarks, set, as they are, in contrast to the bright, varie-
gated rocks of sedimentary origin.

These cafion gorges, obstructing cliffs and desert wastes, have prevented
the traveler from penetrating the country, so that, until the Colorado River
Exploring Expedition was organized, it was almost unknown. Yet enough
had been seen to foment rumor, and many wonderful stories have been told
in the hunter’s cabin and prospector’s camp. Stories were related of parties
entering the gorge in boats, and being carried down with fearful velocity into
whirlpools, where all were overwhelmed in the abyss of waters; others, of
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underground passages for the great river, into which boats had passed never
to be seen again. It was currently believed that the river was lost under
the rocks for several hundred miles. There were other accounts of great
falls, whose roaring music could be heard on the distant mountain-summits.
* There were many stories current of parties wandering on the brink of the
cafion, vainly endeavoring to reach the waters below, and perishing with thirst
at last in sight of the river which was roaring its mockery into dying ears.

The Indians, too, have woven the mysteries of the cafions into the
myths of their religion. Long ago, there was.a great and wise chief, who
mourned the death of his wife, and would not be comforted until Ta-vwoats,
one of the Indian gods, came to him, and told him she was in a happier land,
and offered to take him there, that he might see for himself, if, upon his
return, he would cease to mourn. The great chief promised. Then
Ta-vwoats made a trail through the mountains that intervene between that
beautiful land, the balmy region in the great west, and this, the desert home
of the poor Nu'-ma.

This trail was the cafion gorge of the Colorado. Through it he led
him; and, when they had returned, the deity exacted from the chief a promise
that he would tell no one of the joys of that land, lest, through discontent
with the circumstances of this world, they should desire to go to heaven.
Then he rolled a river into the gorge, a mad, raging stream, that should
engulf any that might attempt to enter thereby.

" More than once have I been warned by the Indians not to enter this
cafion. They considered it disobedience to the gods and contempt for their
authority, and believed that it would surely bring upon me their wrath.

For two years previous to the exploration, I had been making some
geological studies among the heads of the cafions leading to the Colorado,
and a desire to explore the Grand Cafion itself grew upon me. Early in
the spring of 1869, a small party was organized for this purpose. Boats
were built in Chicago, and transported by rail to the point where the Union
Pacific Railroad crosses the Green River. With these we were to descend
the Green into the Colorado, and the Colorado down to the foot of the Grand
Caiion.



CHAPTER IIL

IFROM GREEN RIVER CITY TO FLAMING GORGE.

May 24, 1869.—The good people of Green River City turn out to see
us start. We raise our little flag, push the boats from shore, and the swift
current carries us down.

Our boats are four in number. Three are built of oak; stanch and
firm; doubled-ribbed, with double stem and stern posts, and further strength-
ened by bulkheads, dividing each into three compartments.

Two of these, the fore and aft, are decked, forming water-tight cabins.
It is expected these will buoy the boats should the waves roll over them in
rough water. The little vessels are twenty-one feet long, and, taking out the
cargoes, can be carried by four men.

The fourth boat is made of pine, very light, but sixteen feet in length,
with a sharp cut-water, and every way built for fast rowing, and divided
into compartments as the others.

We take with us rations deemed sufficient to last ten months; for we
expect, when winter comes on and the river is filled with ice, to lie over at
some point until spring arrives; so we take with us abundant supplies of
clothing. We have also a large quantity of ammunition and two or three
dozen traps. For the purpose of building cabins, repairing boats, and meet-
ing other exigencies, we are supplied with axes, hammers, saws, augers, and
other tools, and a quantity of nails and screws. For scientific work, we
have two sextants, four chronometers, a number of barometers, thermome—
ters, compasses, and other instruments.

The flour is divided into three equal parts ; the meat and all other arti-
cles of our rations in the same way. Each of the larger boats has an ax, ham- '
mer, saw, auger, and other tools, so that all are loaded alike. We distribute
the cargoes in this way, that we may not be entirely destitute of some
important article should any one of the hoats be lost. In the small boat, we
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pack a part of the scientific instruments, three guns, and three small bundles
of clothing only. In this, I proceed in advance, to explore the channel.

J. C. Sumner and William H. Dunn are my boatmen in the ‘Emma
Dean;” then follows “Kitty Clyde’s Sister,” manned by W. H. Powell
and G. Y. Bradley ; next, the “No Name,” with O. G. Howland, Seneca How-
land, and Frank Goodman ; and last comes the *Maid of the Cafion,” with
W. R. Hawkins and Andrew Hall. '

Our boats are heavily loaded, and only with the utmost care is it possi-
ble to float in the rough river without shipping water.

A mile or two below town, we run on a sand-bar. The men jump into
the stream, and thus lighten the vessels, so that they drift over; and on we go.
In trying to avoid a rock, an ear is broken on one of the boats, and, thus
crippled, she strikes. The current is swift, and she is sent reeling and rock-
ing into the eddy. In the confusion, two others are lost overboard and the
meu seem quite discomfited, much to the amusement of the other members
of the party.

Catching the oars and starting again, the boats are once more borne
down the stream until we land at a small cottonwood grove on the bank,
and camp for noon.

During the afternoon, we run down to a point where the river sweeps
the foot of an overhanging cliff, and here we camp for the night. The sun
is yet two hours high, so I climb the cliffs, and walk back among the
strangely carved rocks of the Green River bad-lands. These are sandstones
and shales, gray and buff, red and brown, blue and black strata in many
alternations, lying nearly horizontal, and almost without soil and vegetation.
They are very friable, and the rain and streams have carved them into quaint
shapes. Barren desolation is stretched before me; and yet there is a beauty
in the scene. The fantastic carving, imitating architectural forms, and sug-
gesting rudé but weird statuary, with the bright and varied colors of the
rocks, conspire to make a scene such as the dweller in verdure-clad hills can
scarcely appreciate.

Standing on a high point, I can look off in every direction over a vast
landscape, with salient rocks and cliffs glittering in the evening sun. Dark
shadows are settling in the valleys and gulches, and the heights are made

2 coL
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higher and the depths deeper by the glamour and witchery of light and
shade. o

Away to the south, the Uinta Mountains stretch in a long line; high
peaks thrust into the sky, and snow-fields glittering like lakes of molten
silver; and pine-forests in somber green; and rosy clouds playing around
the borders of huge, black masses; and heights and clouds, and mountains
and snow-fields, and forests and rock-lands, are blended into one grand view.
Now the sun goes down, and I return to camp.

May 25.—We start” early this morning, and run along at a good rate
until about nine o’clock, when we are brought up on a gravelly bar. Al
jump out, and help the boats over by main strength. Then a rain comes on,
-and river and clouds conspire to give us a thorough drenching. 'Wet, chilled,
and tired to exhaustion, we stop at a cottonwood grove on the bank, build a
‘huge fire, make a cup of coffee, and are soon refreshed and quite merry.
When the clouds “get out of our sunshine,” we start again. A few miles
farther down, a flock of mountain-sheep are seen on a cliff to the right. The
boats are quietly tied up, and three or four men go after them. In the
course of two or three hours, they return. The cook has been successful in
bringing down a fat lamb. The unsuccessful hunters taunt him with finding
it dead; but it is soon dressed, cooked, and eaten, making a fine four o’clock
dinner.

“All aboard,” and down the river for another dozen miles. On the way,
we pass the mouth of Black’s Fork, a dirty little stream that seems some-
what swollen. Just below its mouth, we land and camp.

May 26.—To-day, we pass several curiously-shaped buttes, standing
between the west bank of the river and the high bluffs beyond. These
buttes are outliers of the same beds of rocks exposed on the faces of the
bluffs; thinly laminated shales and sandstones of many colors, standing
above in vertical cliffs, and buttressed below with a water-carved talus; some
of them attain an altitude of nearly a thousand feet above the level of the
river. '

We glide quietly down the placid stream past the carved cliffs of the
mauvaises terres, now and then obtaining glimpses of distant mountains.



Figure 5.—Indian camp on Henry’s Fork,
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Occasionally, deer are started from the glades among the willows; and several
wild geese, after a chase through the water, are shot.

After dinner, we pass through a short, narrow cafion into a broad valley;
from this, long, lateral valleys stretch back on either side as far as the eye
can reach. '

Two or three miles below, Henry’s Fork enters from the right. We land
a short distance above the junction, where a cache of instruments and rations
was made several months ago, in a cave at the foot of the cliff, a distance
back from the river. Here it was safe from the elements and wild beasts,
but not from man. Some anxiety is felt, as we have learned that a party of
Indians have been camped near it for several weeks. Our fears are soon
allayed, for we. find it all right. = Our chronometer wheels are not taken for
hair ornaments; our barometer tubes, for beads; nor the sextant thrown into
the river as ‘“bad medicine,” as had been predicted. '

~ Taking up our cache, we pass down to the foot of the Uinta Mount-
ains, and, in a cold storm, go into camp. ,

The river is running to the south; the mountains have an easterly {md
westerly trend directly athwart its course, yet it glides on in a quiet way as
if it thought a mountain range no formidable obstruction to its course. It
enters the range by a flaring, brilliant, red gorge, that may be seen from
the north a score of miles away.

The great mass of the mountain-ridge through which the gorge is cut is
composed of bright vermilion rocks; but they are surmounted by broad
bands of mottled buff and gray, and these bands come down with a gentle
curve to the water’s edge on the nearer slope of the mountain.

This is the head of the first cafion we are about to explore—an intro-
ductory one to a series made by the river through this range. We name it
Flaming Gorge. The cliffs or walls we find, on measurement, to be about
one thousand two hundred feet high.

May 27.—To-day it rains, and we employ the time in repairing one of
our barometers, which was broken on the way from New York. A new tube
has to be put in; that is, a long glass tube has to be filled with mercury four
or five inches at a time, and each installment boiled over a spirit-lamp. It
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is a delicate task to do this without breaking the glass; but we have success,
and are ready to measure mountains once more.

May 28.—To-day we go to the summit of the cliff on the left and take
observations for altitude, and are variously employed in topographic and
geological work.

May 29.—This morning, Bradley and I cross the river, and climb more
than a thousand feet to a point where we can see the stream sweeping in a
long, beautiful curve through the gorge below. Turning and looking to the
west, we can see the valley of Henry’s Fork, through which, for many miles,
the little xiver flows in a tortuous channel. Cottonwood groves are planted
here and there along its course, and between them are stretches of grass land.
The narrow mountain valley is inclosed on either side by sloping walls of
naked rock of many bright colors. To the south of the valley are the

" Uintas, and the peaks of the Wasatch Mountains can be faintly seen in the
far west. To the north, desert plains, dotted here and there with curiously
carved hills and buttes, extend to the limit of vision.

For many years, this valley has been the home of a number of mount-
aineers, who were originally hunters and trappers, living with the Indians.
Most of them have one or more Indian wives. They no longer roam with
the nomadic tribes in pursuit of buckskin or beaver, but have accumulated
herds of cattle and horses, and consider themselves quite well-to-do. Some
of them have built cabins; others still live in lodges.

John Baker is one of the most famous of these men; and, from our point
of view, we can see his lodge three or four miles up the river.

The distance from Green River City to Flaming Gorge is sixty-two
miles. The river runs between bluffs, in some places standing so close to
each other that no flood-plain is seen. At such a point, the river might pro-
perly be said to run through a cafion. The bad-lands on either side are inter-
rupted here and there by patches of Ariemesia, or sage-brush. Where there
isaflood plain along either side of the river, a few cottonwoods may be seen.
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CHAPTER III.

FROM FLAMING GORGE TO THE GATE OF LODORE.

You must not think of a mountain-range as a line of peaks standing on
a plain, but as a broad platform many miles wide, from which mountains
have been carved by the waters. You must conceive, too, that this plateau
is cut by gulches and cafions in many directions, and that beautiful valleys
are scattered about at different altitudes. The first series of cafions we are
about to explore constitutes a river channel through such a range of mount-
ains. The cafion is cut nearly half-way through the range, then turns to
the east, and is cut along the central line, or axis, gradually crossing it to the
south. Keeping this direction for more than fifty miles, it then turns abruptly
to a southwest course, and goes diagonally through the southern slope of the
range. :

This much we knew before entering, as we made a partial exploration
of the region last fall, climbing many of its peaks, and in afew places reach-
ing the brink of the cafion walls,and looking over precipices, many hundreds
of feet high, to the water below.

Here and there the walls are broken by lateral cafions, the channels of
little streams entering the river; through two or three of these, we found our
way down to the Green in early winter, and walked along the low water-
beach at the foot of the cliffs for several miles. Where the river has this
general easterly direction, the western part only has cut for itself a cafion,
while the eastern has formed a broad valley, called, in honor of an old-time
trapper, Brown’s Park, and long known as a favorite winter resort for
mountain men and Indians. :

May 30.—This morning we are ready to enter the mysterious caiion,
and start with some anxiety. The old mountaineers tell us that it cannot
be run; the Indians say, “Water heap catch 'em,” but all are eager for the

trial, and off we go.
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Entering Flaming Gorge, we quickly run through it on a swift cur-
rent, and cmerge into a little park. Ialf a mile below, the river wheels
sharply to the left, and we turned into another cafion cut into the mountain.
We enter the narrow passage.  On either side, the walls rapidly increase in
altitude. On the left are overhanging ledges and cliffs five hundred—a
thousand—fifteen hundred feet high.

On the right, the rocks are broken and ragged, and the water fills the
channel from cliff to cliff. Now the river turns abruptly around a point to
the right, and the waters plunge swiftly down among great rocks ; and here
we have our first experience with cafion rapids. I stand up on the deck of
my boat to seek a way among the wave beaten rocks. All untried as we
are with such waters, the moments are filled with intense anxiety. Soon
our boats reach the swift current; a stroke or two, now on this side, now on
that, and we thread the narrow passage with exhilarating velocity, mount-
ing the high waves, whose foaming crests dash over us, and plunging into the
troughs, until we reach the quiet water below; and then comes a fecling of
great relief.  Our first rapid is run.  Another mile, and we come into the
valley again.

Let me explain this cation. Where the river turns to the left above, it
takes a course directly into the mountain, penetrating to its very heart, then
wheels back upon itself, and runs out into the valley from which it started
only half a mile below the point at which it entered ; so the cafion is in the
form of an elongated letter U, with the apex in the center of the mountain.
We name it Iorseshoe Cafon. _

Soon we leave the valley, and enter another short cafion, very narrow
at first, but widening below as the cafion walls increase in height. Here
we discover the mouth of a beautiful little creck, coming down through its
narrow water worn cleft. Just at its entrance there is a park of two or three
hundred acres, walled on every side by almost vertical cliffs, hundreds of
feet in altitude, with three gateways through the walls—one up, another
down the river, and a third passage through which the creek comes in. The
river is broad, deep, and quict, and its waters mirror towering rocks.

Kingfishers are playing about the streams, and so we adopt as names
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Kingfisher Creek, Kingfisher Park,and Kingfisher Cafion. At night, we camp
at the foot of this cafion.

Our general course this day has been south, but here the river turns to
the east around a point which is rounded to the shape of a dome, and on its
sides little cells have been carved by the action of the water; and in these
pits, which cover the face of the dome, hundreds of swallows have built their
nests. As they flit about the cliffs, they look like swarms of bees, giving to
the whole the appearance of a colossal beehive of the old time form, and
so we name it Beehive Point.

The opposite wall is a vast amphitbeater, rising in a succession of ter-
races to a height of 1,200 or 1,500 feet. Itach step is built of red sandstone,
with a face of naked, red rock, and a glacis clothed with verdure. So the am-
phitheater seems banded red and green, and the evening sun is playing with
roscate flashes on the rocks, with shimmering green on the cedars’ spray, and
_iridescent gleams on the dancing waves. The landscape revels in the sunshine.

May 31.—We start down another cafion, and reach rapids made danger-
ous by high rocks lying in the channel; so we run ashore, and let our boats
down with lines. In the afternoon we come to more dangerous rapids, and
stop to examine them. I find we must do the same work again, but, being
on the wrong side of the river to obtain a foothold, must first cross over—no
very easy matter in such a current, with rapids and rocks below. We take
the pioneer boat “Emma Dean” over, and unload her on the bank; then she
returns and takes another load. Running back and forth, she soon has half
our cargo over; then one of the larger boats is manned and taken across, but
carried down almost to the rocks in spite of hard rowing. The other boats
follow and malke the landing, and we go into camp for the night.

At the foot of the cliff on this side, there is a long slope covered with
pines; under these we make our beds, and soon after sunset are seeking rest
and sleep. The cliffs on either side are of red sandstone, and stretch up
toward the heavens 2,500 feet. On this side, the long, pine clad slope is
surmounted by perpendicular cliffs, with pines on their summits. The wall
on the other side is bare rock from the water’s edge up 2,000 feet, then
slopes back, giving footing to pines and cedars.

As the twilight deepens, the rocks grow dark and somber; the threat-
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ening roar of the water is loud and constant, and I lie awake with thoughts
of the morrow and the cafions to come, interrupted now and then by char-
acteristics of the scencry that attract my attention. And here I make a
discovery. On looking at the mountain directly in front, the steepness of
the slope is greatly exaggerated, while the distance to its summit and its true
altitude are correspondingly diminished. I have heretofore found that to
properly judge of the slope of a mountain side, you must see it in profile.
In coming down the river this afternoon, I observed the slope of a particular
part of the wall, and made an estimate of its altitude. While at supper, I
noticed the same cliff from a position facing it, and it seemed steeper, but
not half as high. Now lying on my side and looking at it, the true propor-
tions appear. This scems a wonder, and I rise up to take a view of it stand-
ing. It is the same cliff as at supper time. Lying down again, it is the
cliff as seen in profile, with a long slope and distant summit. Musing on
this, I forget “the morrow and the cafions to come.” I find a way to esti-
mate the altitude and slope of an inclination as I can judge of distance along
the horizon. The reason is simple. A reference to the stereoscope will
suggest it. The distance between the eyes forms a base-line for optical
triangulation.

June 1.—To-day we have an exciting ride. The river rolls down the
cafion at a wonderful rate, and, with no rocks in the way, we make almost
railroad speed. Here and there the water rushes into a narrow gorge; the
rocks on the side roll it into the center in great waves, and the boats go
leaping and bounding over these like things of life. They remind me of
scenes witnessed in Middle Park ; herds of startled deer bounding through
forests beset with fallen timber. I mention the resemblance to some of the
hunters, and so striking is it that it comes to be a common expression, “Sec
the black-tails jumping the logs.” At times the waves break and roll over
the boats, which necessitates much bailing, and obliges us to stop occasion-
ally for that purpose. At one time, we run twelve miles in an hour, stop-
pages included.

Last spring, I had a conversation with an old Indian named Pa’-ri-ats,
who told me about one of his tribe attempting to run this cafion. “The
rocks,” he said, holding his hands above his head, his arms vertical, and
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Figure 7.—Pa’-ri-ats.
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looking between them to the heavens, “the rocks h-e-a-p, h-e-a-p high; the
water go h-oo-woogh, h-oo-woogh; water-pony (boat) h-c-a-p buck; water
catch ’em; no see ’em Injun any more! no see’em squaw any more ! no see
'em pappoose any more!”

Those who have seen these wild Indian ponies rearing alternately
before and behind, or “bucking,” as it is called in the vernacular, will appre-
ciate his description.

At last we come to calm water, and a threatening roar is heard in the
distance. Slowly approaching the point whence the sound issues, we come
near to falls, and tie up just above them on the left. Iere we will be com-
pelled to make a portage; so we unload the boats, and fasten a long line to
the bow, and another to the stern, of the smaller one, and moor her close to
the brink of the fall. Then the bow-line is taken below, and made fast;
the stern line is held by five or six men, and the boat let down as long
as they can hold her against the rushing waters; then, letting go one end of
the line, it runs through the ring; the boat leaps over the fall, and is caught
by the lower rope. '

Now we rest for the night.

June 2.—This morning we make a trail among the rocks, transport the
cargoes to a point below the falls, let the remaining boats over, and are
ready to start before noon. A

On a high rock by which the trail passes we find the inscription :
“Ashley 18-5.” The third figure is obscure—some of the party reading it
1835, some 1855.

James Baker, an old time mountaineer, once told me about a party of
men-starting down the river, and Ashley was named as one. The story runs
that the boat was swamped, and some of the party drowned in one of the
cafions below. The word “Ashley” is‘a warning to us, and we resolve on
great caution.

Ashley TFalls is the name we give to the cataract.

The river is very narrow; the right wall vertical for two or three hun-
dred feet, the left towering to a great height, with a vast pileof broken rocks
lying between the foot of the cliff and the water. Some of the rocks broken
down from the ledge above have tumbled into the channel and caused this
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fall.  One great cubical block, thirty or forty feet high, stands in the middle
of the stream, and the waters, parting to cither side, plunge down about
twelve feet, and are broken again by the smaller rocks into a rapid below.
Immediately below the falls, the water occupies the entire channel, there
being no talus at the foot of the cliffs.

We embark, and run down a short distance, where we find a landing-
place for dinner.

On the waves again all the afternoon. Near the lower end of this
cafion, to which we have given the name Red Caiion, is a little park, where
streams come down from distant mountain summits, and enter the river on
either side; and here we camyp for the night under two stately pines.

June 3~—This morning we spread our rations, clothes, &c., on the
ground to dry, and several of the party go out for a hunt. I take a walk
of five or six miles up to a pine grove park, its grassy carpet bedecked with
crimson, velvet flowers, set in groups on the stems of pear shaped cactus
plants; patches of painted cups are seen here and there, with yellow blos-
soms protruding through scarlet bracts; little blue-eyed flowers are peeping
through the grass; and the air is filled with fragrance from the white blossoms
of a Spirea. A mountain brook runs through the midst, ponded below by
beaver dams. It is a quiet place for retirement from the raging waters of
the cafion.

It will be remembered that the course of the river, from Flaming Gorge
to Bechive Point, is in a southerly direction, and at right angles to the Uinta
Mountains, and cuts into the range until it reaches a point within five miles
of the crest, where it turns to the east, and pursues a course not quite parallel
to the trend of the range, but crosses the axis slowly in a direction a little
south of cast. Thus there is a triangular tract between the river and the
axis of the mountain, with its acute angle extending eastward. I climb
a mountain overlooking this country. To the east, the peaks are not very
Ligh, and alrecady most of the snow has melted; but little patches lie here
and there under the lee of ledges of rock. To the west, the peaks grow
higher and the snow fields larger.  Between the brink of the caiion and the
foot of these peaks, there is a high bench. A number of creeks have their
sources in the snow banks to the south, and run north into the canon, tum-
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bling down from 3,000 to 5,000 feetin a distance of five or six miles. Along
their upper courses, they run through grassy valleys; but, as they approach
Red Caiion, they rapidly disappear under the general surface of the country,
and emerge into the cafion below in deep, dark gorges of their own. Each
of these short lateral cafions is marked by a succession of cascades and
a wild confusion of rocks and trees and fallen timber and thick under-
growth. ,

The little valleys above are beautiful parks; between the parks are
stately pine forests, half hiding ledges of red sandstone. Mule-deer and elk
abound; grizzly bears, too, are abundant; wild cats, wolverines, and mountain
lions are here at home. The forest aisles are filled with the music of birds,
and the parks are decked with flowers. Noisy brooks meander through
them ; ledges of moss covered rocks are seen; and gleaming in the distance
are the snow fields, and the mountain tops are away in the clouds.

June 4.—We start early and run through to Brown’s Park. Half way
down the valley, a spur of a red mountain stretches across the river, which
cuts a camion through it. Here the walls are comparatively low, but ver-
tical. A vast number of swallows have built their adobe houses on the face
of the cliffs, on either side of the river. The waters are deep and quiet,
but the swallows are swift and noisy enough, sweeping by in their curved
paths through the air, or chattering from the rocks. The young birds stretch
their little heads on naked necks through the doorways of their mud houses,
clamoring for food. They are a noisy people.

We call this Swallow Cafion.

Still down the river we glide, until an early hour in the afternoon, when
we go into camp under a giant cottonwood, standing on the right bank, a
little way back from the stream. The party had succeeded in killing a fine
lot of wild ducks, and during the afternoon a mess of fish is taken.

June 5 —With one of the men, I climb a mountain, off on the right.
A long spur, with broken ledges of rock, puts down to the river; and along
its course, or up the “hog-back,” as it is called, I make the ascent. Dunn,
who is climbing to the same point, is coming up the gulch. Two howrs’
hard work has brought us to the summit. These mountains are all verdure
clad; pine and cedar forests are set on green terraces; snow clad mountains
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are seen in the distance, to the west; the plains of the upper Green stretch
out before us, to the north, until they are lost in the blue heavens; but half
of the river cleft range intervenes, and the river itself is at our feet.

This half range, beyond the river, is composed of long ridges, nearly
parallel with the valley. On the farther ridge, to the north, four creeks
have their sources. These cut through the intervening ridges, one of which
is much higher than that on which they head, by cafion gorges; then they
run, with gentle curves, across the valley, their banks set with willows, box-
elders, and cottonwood groves.

To the east, we look up the valley of the Vermilion, through which Fré-
mont found his path on his way to the great parks of Colorado.

The reading of the barometer taken, we start down in company, and
reach camp tired and hungry, which does not abate one bit our enthusiasm,
as we tell of the day’s work, with its glory of landscape.

June 6.—At daybreak, I am awakened by a chorus of birds. It seems
as if all the feathered songsters of the region have come to the old tree.
Several species of warblers, woodpeckers, and flickers above, meadow-larks
in the grass, and wild geese in the river. I recline on my elbow, and watch
a lark near by, and then awaken my bed fellow, to listen to my Jenny Lind.
A morning concert for me; none of your “matinées.”

Our cook has been an ox-driver, or ‘“bull-whacker,” on the plains, in
one of those long trains now no longer seen, and he hasn’t forgotten his old
ways. In the midst of the concert, his voice breaks in: “Roll out! roll out!
bulls in the corral! chain up the gaps! Roll out! roll out! roll out!” And
this is our breakfast bell.

To-day we pass through the park, and camp at the head of another
cafion.

June 1—To day, two or three of us climb to the summit of the cliff,
on the left, and find its altitude, above camp, to be 2,086 feet. The rocks
are split with fissures, deep and narrow, sometimes a hundred feet, or more,
to the bottom. Lofty pines find root in the fissures that are filled with
loose carth and decayed vegetation. On a rock we find a pool of clear,
cold water, caught from yesterday evening’s shower. After a good drink,
we walk out to the brink of the canon, and look down to the water
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below. I can do this now, but it has taken several years of mountain climb-
ing to cool 1y nerves, so that I can sit, with my feet over the edge, and
calmly look down a precipice 2,000 feet. And yet I cannot look on and
see another do the same. I must either bid him come away, or turn my
head.

The canion walls are buttressed on a grand scale, with deep alcoves
intervening; columned crags crown the cliffs, and the river is rolling below.

When we return to camp, at noon, the sun shines in splendor on ver-
milion walls, shaded into green and gray, where the rocks are lichened over;
the river fills the channel from wall to wall, and the cafion opens, like a
beautiful portal, to a region of glory.

This evening, as I write, the sun is going down, and the shadows are
settling in the cafion. The vermilion gleams and roseate hues, blending
with the green and gray tints, are slowly changing to somber brown above,
and black shadows are creeping over them below; and now it is a dark
portal to a region of gloom—the gateway through which we are to enter
on our voyage of exploration to-morrow. What shall we find?

The distance from Flaming Gorge to Beehive Point is nine and two-
thirds miles. Besides, passing through the gorge, the river runs through
Horseshoe and Kingfisher Canions, separated by short valleys. The high-
est point on the walls, at Flaming Gorge, is 1,300 feet above the river. The
east wall, at the apex of Horseshoe Cafion, is about 1,600 feet above the
water’s edge, and, from this point, the walls slope both to the head and foot
of the cafion. "

Kingfisher Cafion, starting at the water’s edge above, steadily increases
in altitude to 1,200 feet at the foot.

Red Camnon is twenty-five and two-thirds miles long, and the highest
walls are about 2,500 feet.

Brown’s Park is a valley, bounded on either side by a mountain range,
really an expansion of the cafion. The river, through the park, is thirty five
and a half miles long, but passes through two short cafions, on its way,
where spurs, from the mountains on the south, are thrust across its course.



CHAPTER 1IV.
THE CANON OF LODORE,

June 8.—We enter the cafion, and, until noon, find a succession of rap-
ids, over which our boats have to be taken.

Here I must explain our method of proceeding at such places. The
“Emma Dean” goes in advance; the other boats follow, in obedience to sig-
nals. When we approach a rapid, or what, on other rivers, would often be
called a fall, I stand on deck to examine it, while the oarsmen back water,
and we drift on as slowly as possible. If I can see a clear chute between
the rocks, away we go; but if the channel is beset entirely across, we signal
the other boats, pull to land, and I walk along the shore for closer exami-
nation. If this reveals no clear channel, hard work begins. We drop the
boats to the very head of the dangerous place, and let them over by lines,
or make a portage, frequently carrying both boats and cargoes over the
rocks, or, perhaps, only the cargoes, if it is safe to let the boats down.

The waves caused by such falls in a river differ much from the waves
of the sea. The water of an ocean wave merely rises and falls; the form
only passes on, and form chases form unceasingly. A body floating on
such waves merely rises and sinks—does not progress unless impelled by
wind or some other power. But here, the water of the wave passes on,
while the form remains. The waters plunge down ten or twenty feet, to the
foot of a fall; spring up again in a great wave; then down and up, in a
series of billows, that gradually disappear in the more quiet waters below ;
but these waves are always there, and you can stand above and count them.

A boat riding such, leaps and plunges along with great velocity. Now,
the difficulty in riding over these falls, when the rocks are out of the way,
is in the first wave at the foot. This will sometimes gather for a moment,
heaping up higher and higher, until it breaks back. If the boat strikes it
the instant after it breaks, she cuts through, and the mad breaker dashes its
spray over the boat, and would wash us overboard did we not cling tight.



Figure 8.—Gate of Lodore,
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If the boat, in going over the falls, chances to get caught in some side cur-
rent, and is turned from its course, so as to strike the wave ‘““broadside on,”
and the wave breaks at the same instant, the boat is capsized. Still, we must
cling to her, for, the water tight compartments acting as buoys, she cannot
sink ; and so we go, dragged through the waves, until still waters are reached.
We then right the boat, and climb aboard. We have several such experi-
ences to day.

At night, we camp on the right bank, on a little shelving rock, between
the river and the foot of the cliff; and with night comes gloom into these
great depths.

After supper, we sit by our camp fire, made of drift wood caught by
the rocks, and tell stories of wild life; for the men have seen such in the
mountains, or on the plains, and on the battle fields of the South. Itis late
before we spread our blankets on the beach.

Lying down, we look up through the cafion, and see that only a little
a crescent of blue sky, with two or

of the blue heaven appears overhead
three constellations peering down upon us.

I do not sleep for some time, as the excitement of the day has not worn
off. Soon I see a bright star, that appears to rest on the very verge of the
cliff overhead to the east. Slowly it seems to float from its resting place on
the rock over the caion. At first, it appeared like a jewel set on the brink
of the cliff; but, as it moves out from the rock, I almost wonder that it does
not fall. In fact, it does seem to descend in a gentle curve, as though the
bright sky in which the stars are set was spread across the caiion, resting on
either wall, and swayed down by its own weight. The stars appear to be
in the canon. I soon discover that it is the bright star Vega, so it occurs to
me to designate this part of the wall as the “Cliff of the ITarp.”

June 9.—One of the party suggests that we call this the Cafion of
Lodore, and the name is adopted. Very slowly we make our way, often
climbing on the rocks at the edge of the water for a few hundred yards, to
examine the channel before running it.

During the afternoon, we come to a place where it is nccessary to make
s portage. The little boat it landed, and the others are signaled to come up.

When these rapids or broken falls occur, usually the channel is sud-
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denly narrowed Dby rocks which have been tumbled from the cliffs or have
been washed in by lateral streams.  Immediately above the narrow, rocky
channel, on one or both sides, there is often a bay of quiet water, in which
we can land with ease. Sometimes the water descends with a smooth,
unruffled surface, from the bread, quiet spread above, into the narrow,
angry channel below, by a semicircular sag. Great care must be taken not
to pass over the brink into this deceptive pit, but above it we can row with
safety. 1 walk along the bank to examine the ground, Jeaving one of my
men with a flag to guide the other boats to the landing-place. I soon see
onc of the boats make shore all right and feel no more concern; but a
minute after, I hear a shout, and looking around, see one of the boats
shooting down the center of the sag. It is the “No Name,” with Captain
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