

  CHAPTER ONE


  American Explorers of the West


  WILLIAM LEWIS MANLY STANDS AMONG AN ELITE GROUP OF AMERICAN explorers. Few people of his time were willing to set out into “the great unknown,” as John Wesley Powell put it, and discover what lies beyond the edge of the map. This fraternity of frontiersmen had daring and courage, and their accomplishments are deeply woven into the fabric of early American western history as generations of settlers have followed their determination and the trails they blazed.


  Though these explorers were spread out over the nineteenth century, their writings and views are strikingly similar. Meriwether Lewis, William Clark, John Wesley Powell, William H. Ashley, and William Lewis Manly were all explorers of the American West who had a deep sense of adventure and an abiding respect for the untamed lands they trod daily. (Though each took into account the peoples already living on these lands, none would have acknowledged that this made the land any less wild and untamed.) Their words and characteristics further reveal commitment to the path they chose.


  Meriwether Lewis, who together with William Clark led a two-year expedition to explore the Louisiana Purchase, wrote:


 
    We were now about to penetrate a country at least two thousand miles in width, on which the foot of civillized man had never trodden; the good or evil it had in store for us was for experiment yet to determine, and these little vessells contained every article by which we were to expect to subsist or defend ourselves. . . . I could but esteem this moment of our departure as among the most happy of my life.1




  Meriwether Lewis was likewise branded by his biographer as “a man of high energy . . . but this was tempered by his great self-discipline. . . . He was born to leadership, and reared for it, studied it in his army career, then exercised it on the expedition. . . . He knew his profession and was proud of it and one of the best at it.”2


  Writing of his experiences exploring the Grand Canyon six decades later, John Wesley Powell displayed the same adventurous spirit, tempered by both anticipation and anxiety:


 
    We are now ready to start on our way down the Great Unknown. . . . We are three quarters of a mile in the depths of the earth. . . . We have an unknown distance yet to run; an unknown river yet to explore. What falls there are, we know not; what rocks beset the channel, we know not; what walls rise over the river, we know not. Ah, well! We may conjecture many things. The men talk as cheerfully as ever; jests are bandied about freely this morning; but to me the cheer is somber and the jests are ghastly.3




  On another occasion, Powell—whose biographer called him “a man of almost pathological optimism”—wrote:



   At one time, I almost conclude to leave the river. But for years I have been contemplating this trip. To leave the exploration unfinished, to say that there is a part of the cañon which I cannot explore, having already almost accomplished it, is more that I am willing to acknowledge, and I determine to go on.4




  Though William H. Ashley left behind scant records, he was cut from the same cloth as his fellow explorers. This pioneering mountain man who traversed the American West trapping beaver was eulogized by Rev. William G. Eliot in 1838 as “the most efficient leader that he ever knew.”5


  Ashley “demonstrated to himself and his men . . . his own strength, courage, and resourcefulness in the face of physical challenge and danger.” Although he was often intense, “he carefully controlled his outward emotions and responses, giving the impression not only of a maturity beyond his years, but a determination, perseverance, steadiness, and restraint, which set him apart from ordinary frontier emigrants.”6


  Looking back on his own adventures, Manly expressed the same willingness to explore lands unknown:



   Reading people of to-day, who know so well the geography of the American continent, may need to stop and think that in 1849 the whole region west of the Missouri River was very little known; the only men venturesome enough to dare to travel over it were hunters and trappers who, by a wild life had been used to all the privations of such a journey, and shrewd as the Indians themselves in the mysterious ways of the trail and the chase.7




  Manly’s character was forged in his explorations when things grew dire. Confronted with the possibility of his own demise in the harsh deserts of southern California’s Death Valley, he wrote:


 
    I tell you, friends, it was a trying moment. It seemed to be weighed down with all the trails [sic] and hardships of many months. It seemed to be the time when helpless women and innocent children hung on the trembling balance between life and death. Our own lives we could save by going back, and sometimes it seemed as if we would perhaps save ourselves the additional sorrow of finding them all dead to do so at once. I was so nearly in despair that I could not help bursting in tears, and I was not ashamed of the weakness.8




  Besides determination and “frontier grit,” this group of early Euro-American explorers also shared an appreciation for the beauty, majesty, and inspiration of the land. Meriwether Lewis wrote:


 
    I had a most pleasing view of the country, perticularly of the wide and fertile vallies formed by the missouri and the yellowstone rivers, which occasionally unmasked by the wood on their borders disclose their meanderings for many miles in their passage through these delightfull tracts of country.9




  Manly likewise described his feelings about the wilderness he encountered:


  
     And now to see the clear, pure liquid, distilled from the crystal snow, abundant, free, filled with life and health—and write it in words—the song of that joyous brook and set it to the music that it made as it echoed in gentle waves from the rocks and lofty walls, and with the gentle accompaniment of rustling trees—a soft singing hush, telling of rest, and peace, and happiness.10




  As Powell journeyed down the Green and Colorado Rivers, he was impressed with the simplicity and beauty of the water flow and surrounding areas, writing: “The curves are gentle, and often the river sweeps by an arc of vertical wall, smooth and unbroken, and then by a curve that is variegated by royal arches, mossy alcoves, deep, beautiful glens, and painted grottos.”11


  All five men appreciated the lands they traversed and lived for exploring them. William Manly, though standing in the shadows of the others’ accomplishments, displayed similar character traits and wrote of his experiences in similar language. Like the other four explorers, he left his mark on the map of the American West.




  CHAPTER TWO


  Early Life on the Frontier


  WHEN HORACE GREELEY DECLARED, “GO WEST, YOUNG MAN, AND grow up with the country,”1 thousands of hardy souls took up the challenge, and throughout the nineteenth century, countless stories of adventure from the western frontier wove their way into the fabric of Americana. These pioneers envisioned open lands and boundless opportunities in the uncharted territories of the West as they followed the setting sun toward towering mountains and unknown rivers. One such young man was William Lewis Manly.


  Born to Ebenezer and Phoebe Calkins Manly on April 6, 1820, Lewis (as he was known) spent his early life in the small farming community of St. Albans, Vermont, only fifteen miles from the Canadian border. Surrounded by dense forests of pine, hemlock, maple, beech, and birch trees, the farm life created an atmosphere of “New England ideals,” hard work, and love of God, family, and country. Later he wrote favorably of what could be accomplished with “Yankee energy.”2 The Manly farm produced crops of flint corn, rye oats, potatoes, and turnips. The livestock consisted of dairy cows, sheep, pigs, oxen, and horses. During the cold winters, the main source of warmth in the home was the enormous fireplace, which consumed logs four feet long. Later in life, Manly remembered the sweet taste of wild strawberries, raspberries, whortle berries, and blackberries in summer, as well as apples from the orchards.3


  Lewis Manly learned early in his life to depend on himself, helped along by family. In fall 1829, his family decided to start a new life in what was then the western frontier—Wisconsin and Michigan Territories. Manly’s parents and sister were to travel by water, while his aunt and uncle, by the name of Webster, set out ahead overland. Nine-year-old Lewis was allowed to go with the advance party. As he set out on the months-long journey, his parents offered their parting words: “Weigh well every thing you do; shun bad company; be honest and deal fair; be truthful and never fear when you know you are right.”4 Traveling over poorly maintained roads of dirt and mud, the small party made its way south of Cleveland, Ohio, near Lake Erie, where they stayed for the winter months. During this absence from his family, he quickly learned how strong his ties to them were, and how much he loved and respected his mother, father, and sister.


  After receiving a letter from Manly’s father, directing them to newly acquired property in the Detroit area, the Websters and Lewis left Cleveland in April, as the waters on the lakes and rivers began to thaw. Traveling around the southern tip of Lake Erie, they arrived at the Huron River only to find it impassable. Securing passage on a steamer, they loaded the wagon and their personal belongings and steamed up the lake northward toward Detroit. They carefully unloaded their wagon when they arrived, only to find the roads once again almost impassable.


  Traveling slowly in the deeply rutted, muddy roads, Lewis and the Websters eventually arrived at a large house thirty miles west of Detroit. Lewis’s family had already arrived, and he was reunited with his father, mother, sister, Polly, and a younger brother, Calvin. “Mother saw me first,” Manly recalled, “and ran to the wagon and pulled me off and hugged and kissed me over and over again, while the tears ran down her cheeks.”5 Polly, who was two years older than her brother, patiently waited for her moment with Lewis, and after her mother’s affections had been bestowed, she “locked arms with me and took me away with her.”6


  After this display of love and affection by all, Lewis recounted his deep-seated feelings towards his family:


 
    We had never been separated before in all our lives and we had loved each other as good children should, who have been brought up in good and moral principles. We loved each other and our home and respected our good father and mother who made it so happy for us.7




  This tender moment of love and affection helped form the roots of Lewis’s moral character, which he relied on and demonstrates to readers again and again in writing about his later adventures. Throughout Lewis’s growing years, his thoughts were often of his family, and particularly his mother, Phoebe, who provided a bond of love, attention, and moral stability.8


  Manly’s strict New England upbringing is evident in his later writings. He was taught that cruel treatment of people or animals was wrong and that to swear was a sin. One day he saw a father curse a small child who fell while learning to walk; the father’s insensitivity remained a painful lifelong memory. The first time Manly saw a slave sold at auction he said, “With my New England notions about the sin of slavery it made a very deep impression on me to see a fellow creature, black though he might be, sold at auction as I would sell a steer.”9


  Manly’s mother and sister both focused on anchoring his moral and ethical values, while his father, Ebenezer, took time to teach his son the knowledge and skills that would be so vital later to his survival in the untamed lands of the West. At the emotional reuniting of the family in Michigan, Lewis’s father gave him a gift that would prove as important as the strong ethical bonds his mother and sister provided. “Lewis,” he said, “I have bought you a smooth bore rifle, suitable for ball or shot.”10 Ebenezer understood the necessity for Lewis to be able to stand on his own and rely on his abilities.


  With this gift, Lewis quickly became proficient in the outdoor skills of hunting and survival, to the extent that he began to provide food for his family. As he later wrote, he “became quite an expert in the capture of small game for the table with my new gun . . . Father said to me:—‘. . . come home nights—but keep on till you kill a deer.’ So with his permission I started with my gun on my shoulder, and with feelings of considerable pride . . . and I got so steady that I could hit anything I could get in reach of.”11


  The Manly family began their new life of farming on two hundred homesteaded acres of government land purchased in Jackson County, Michigan. With the Manlys’ strong work ethic, they soon harvested the rewards of a thriving farm. There were two houses on the farm, rough oak log homes with stone fireplaces, wood floors, and oak-shake shingles on the roof. The barn was also built of logs and provided a secure and safe place for the oxen, cow, and horse. Pigs, chickens, and sheep were all quickly added to make the farm productive. Essential duties of raising the farm included clearing brush, plowing and planting the grounds (the Manlys had four yoke of oxen and plow), and erecting fencing for protection. Describing the pattern of work, Manly wrote of “father and uncle splitting out the rails, while a younger brother and myself, by each getting hold of an end of one of them managed to lay up a fence four rails high, all we small men could do.”12


  As the farm became plentiful with wheat, corn, and potatoes, Lewis’s role grew, and he increasingly found himself in the wilderness lands that surrounded the farm. His family came to depend more and more on his hunting wild game, fishing, and gathering fruits such as wild cranberries and whortleberries as they ripened at different seasons of the year.


  From the age of nine to nineteen, Lewis enjoyed the benefits of a close family and spending time in the wilderness. Daily he would learn valuable lessons of survival as well as continuing to develop his moral character. It is within this setting of open lands and farming that Lewis remembered and compared his home in Michigan to the one he left in Vermont as “a real paradise.”13


  As Lewis Manly grew into manhood, more and more people felt the American West calling to them. At the age of nineteen, he stood five feet, nine inches tall and carried a strong desire to become independent and strike out on his own. While employed chopping and splitting rails for the Michigan Central Railroad and making thirteen dollars per month, he experienced a prolonged illness. He recounted, “I suffered a great deal and felt so miserable that I began to think I had rather live on the top of the Rocky Mountains and catch chipmunks for a living than live here and be sick.”14 Seeing that his three younger brothers were themselves turning into men who could manage the two hundred acres of farmland, Manly began to seriously ponder venturing off on his own.


  Shortly after Manly turned twenty, he approached his parents about his desire to venture into the western wilderness, and once again they both provided valuable advice and the freedom for him to make his own decision. Manly’s mother told him:


 
    You must be a good boy, honest and law-abiding. Remember our advice, and honor us for we have striven to make you a good and honest man, and you must follow outreaching, and your conscience will be clear. Do nothing to be ashamed of; be industrious, and you have no fear of punishment.15




  Manly made up his mind; the lands of the West held his future and fortune. Striking up a friendship with a man named Orrin Henry, he found a traveling partner. They both quickly constructed a wood-plank boat and chest, loading it with the necessary provisions of clothing, quilts, and guns, and were soon ready for departure. As the final good-byes were uttered and tears shed, Manly’s father once again spoke wisely as to the unknown challenges that awaited him. “You will have to depend upon yourself in all things,” he told his son. “You have a wide, wide world to operate in—you will meet all kinds of people and you must not expect to find them all honest or true friends.”16 With that eloquent yet simple adieu, Manly embarked on a lifelong journey into nature and society.


  As Manly was continually challenged, moving westward, he understood the opportunity to live in a country abounding in relatively untrammeled wilderness. Still, he would miss his Michigan home. “I was always a great admirer of nature and things which remained as they were created,” he wrote, “and to the extent of my observations, I thought this the most beautiful and perfect country I had seen between Vermont and the Mississippi River.”17


  Manly began his first independent wilderness adventure uneventfully, floating down the Grand River in Michigan to the waters of Lake Michigan, where he found passage by schooner and crossed the lake into the Wisconsin Territory. Traveling 130 miles on foot, he noted: “Walking began to get pretty tiresome. Great blisters would come on our feet, and, tender as they were, it was a great relief to take off our boots and go barefoot.”18 Manly finally reached the small community of Mineral Point, in the heart of the Wisconsin wilderness, but after a short stint splitting wood and hunting, he resolved to return to his family in Michigan due to the lack of work. “Prospects were surely very gloomy for me here away out west in Wisconsin Territory,” he remarked.19


  Traveling back east to Milwaukee, he gained passage on a steamboat bound for the north end of Lake Michigan and then south, down Lake Huron to the city of Detroit. Manly then boarded a train on the Michigan Central Railroad, arriving very close to his parents’ farm, and walked two and a half miles to a wonderful reunion at his farm home. “I had a right royal welcome,” he recalled, “and the questions they asked me about the wild country I had traveled over, how it looked, and how I got along—were numbered by the thousand.”20As rewarding as it was for Manly to be reunited with his family, it only took a couple of months for him to again feel the desire to seek his destiny in the western lands of America. Recovering from an illness he called “bilious fever” (or Michigan malaria) he contracted there, and saving some money, Manly once again readied himself and embarked westward in the fall of 1840.


  Learning from his past struggles from his first exodus westward, Manly traveled eastward to Detroit and took a steamer back around Lake Huron and down Lake Michigan to Chicago. He remembered the city as “a small, cheaply built town, with rough sidewalks and terribly muddy streets, and the people seemed pretty rough.”21 Finding his way north-westward, Manly arrived in Madison, the territorial capital of Wisconsin, then turned westward once again and returned to Mineral Point. There, Manly again found employment in mining and chopping wood, but the following year he used his expertise in trapping and hunting to earn a more stable income.


  As the summer season began to unfold, Manly ventured northward in the Wisconsin woods with Asabel Bennett and a Mr. Buck. The deep and trusting friendship with Bennett would remain throughout Manly’s life and play a significant role in the years to come. In the remote wilderness of Wisconsin, Manly’s outdoor skills and sense of survival began to take shape. In the fall, winter, and spring months, he successfully hunted bear and deer and trapped foxes, minks, and raccoons. In addition to his time spent hunting, Manly built a cabin to live in and a canoe for crossing and floating numerous rivers. He tanned his own hides and sewed his own buckskin clothing as well as making his own tomahawk with a blade two inches wide and three inches long.


  On one occasion after Manly had shot an eagle, he saw “an Indian” steadily coming toward him. Not knowing the man’s intentions, Manly wrote: “I . . . brought my gun to bear on him. He stopped suddenly and made signs not to shoot, and I let him come up.” On another occasion, describing a common day, Manly remembered, “I would kill one [porcupine,] skin it and drag the carcass after me all day as I set traps, cutting off bits for bait, and cooking the rest for ourselves to eat.” It was a daily test of survival in a land of challenges, which Manly relished.22


  Emerging from the dense Wisconsin wilderness in May, with prized animal pelts that were by his own account far better in quality than other trappers had obtained, Manly and his partner, Mr. Buck, met with remarkable success. Their buyer “told us we were the best fur handlers he had seen, and paid us two hundred dollars in American gold for what we had.”23 Others at Mineral Point were simply amazed that both men were still alive. Manly invested his trapping money in government land. “This was the first $100 I ever had,” he recalled, “and I felt very proud to be a land owner. I felt more like a man now than I had ever felt before, for the money was hard earned and all mine.”24


  As Manly explored the open lands of the Michigan and Wisconsin wilderness, he fast became familiar with the waterways of both small and large rivers. He found it much more efficient to depend on boats or canoes rather than strike out overland. As noted, Manly’s first experience building a boat was in 1840, before he left on his first adventure from his Michigan home, when he and his partner, Orrin Henry, “purchased three nice whitewood boards, eighteen inches wide, from which we make us a boat” to paddle to Lake Michigan.25 Manly’s next experience involving watercraft took place when he returned home to Michigan. Instead of walking or using wagons, he purchased steamer fare and ferried to the top of Lake Michigan and down Lake Huron to Detroit. It was during this voyage, at a stop called Mackinaw, that Manly noticed a well-crafted birch-bark canoe for the first time. This canoe caught his eye for its simplicity and speed in the water. “At the shore line the Indians were loading a large white birch bark canoe,” he remembered. “One man took the stern seat to steer, and four or five more had seats along the gunwale. . . . Their crafts danced as lightly on the water as an egg shell.”26


  Returning within the year to the Wisconsin Territory, Manly again utilized his knowledge and skills to construct a canoe for his travels. “There were three pine trees, the only ones to be found in many miles,” he wrote. “We made us a canoe of one of them.”27 With that canoe Manly and his partner, Mr. Buck, traveled down an unnamed stream: “We found it rather difficult work, but the stream grew larger and we got along very well.”28 The fact that Manly remembered the brook gradually increasing in size suggests that they traveled a significant distance. After mastering canoe travel, both men built another boat later on as the winter season turned to spring. Manly once again purchased four boards to build a boat and floated down the Black River toward the Mississippi.29


  Manly found success traveling both up and down the many rivers he encountered for two important reasons. First, he had learned the skill to construct various types of boats from processed lumber, as well as the ability to carve out canoes from standing trees. Both required a specific design to meet the demands of the different rivers he traveled. Second, he had gained valuable experience understanding water currents, back eddies, sandbars, and log jams, and he learned how to safely maneuver through the many challenges that river running brings. Unbeknownst to Manly, these skills, which he honed as he traveled up and down free-flowing rivers throughout the Wisconsin wilderness, would become paramount to his survival on future rivers when he turned westward toward California.




  CHAPTER THREE


  Westward Ho


  AS EIGHT YEARS OF MINING AND HUNTING IN THE REMOTE REGIONS OF Wisconsin played out, Lewis Manly felt drawn to the excitement of growing opportunities farther west. “Thus in 1845 I had a slight touch of the disease [westward fever] on account of the stories they told us about Oregon,” he recounted. “I began at once to think about a outfit and a journey and found that it would take me at least two years to get ready.”1


  Manly was only one of thousands who felt the same excitement about the golden lands to the west. In the book The Age of Gold, H. W. Brands gives insight into the intense enthusiasm as countless people traveled on the open plains, over mountains, and across seas to the American West:


  
     They came by the tens and hundreds and thousands, then by the tens of thousands and hundreds of thousands. They came by sailing ship and steamship, by horse and mule and ox and wagon and foot. They came in companies and alone, with money and without, knowing and naïve. They tore themselves from warm hearths and good homes, promising to return; they fled from cold hearts and bad debts, vowing never to return. They were farmers and merchants and sailors and slaves and abolitionists and soldiers of fortune and ladies of the night. They jumped bail to start their journey, and jumped ship at journey’s end. They were pillars of their communities, and their communities’ dregs.2




  The North American continent would never see such a frenzied movement of people again. In Women’s Diaries of the Westward Journey, Lillian Schlissel estimated that between 1841 and 1848, the number of westward migrants increased from 100 to 4,000. As significant as that is, it pales compared to the 1849 figure: 30,000.3 Major Osborne Cross wrote:



   The banks of the South Platte [in Nebraska] seemed to be lined with large trains, moving on both sides of the river. . . . They could be seen as far as the eye extended. . . . As the emigrants passed Fort Kearny this spring, the wagons were counted by the guard daily, and on the first of June better than 4,000 had passed, not reckoning those that were on the left bank of the river, which could not be seen from the fort. While on the journey to Oregon, I had a good opportunity of ascertaining the number of persons with each wagon, and it was a small average to estimate four toeach one; which would make, at this time, nearly 20,000 persons ahead of us. . . . The number of animals in advance of the regiment could not have been less than 50,000.4




  George A. Smith, a leader of the Mormons recently settled near the Great Salt Lake, recounted that some twelve thousand wagons crossed the Missouri below Kanesville, Iowa. “The world is perfectly crazy after gold,” he wrote. “It is estimated that 40,000 men are on their way overland in search of the yellow dirt.”5 When Captain Howard Stansbury of the US Army Corps of Topographical Engineers headed west to explore the Salt Lake Valley in 1849, he commented: “We have been in company with multitudes of emigrants the whole day. The road has been lined to a long extent with their wagons, whose white covers, glittering in the sunlight, resembled, a distance, ships upon the ocean. We passed a company from Boston [the Boston-Newton Company], consisting of seventy persons, one hundred and forty pack and riding mules, a number of riding horses, and a drove of cattle for beef.”6


  Manly’s first thoughts of heading to the West Coast occurred in 1845, as rumors of opportunity circulated. “They said it was in a territory of rich soil, with plenty of timber, fish and game,” he wrote. “The climate was very mild in winter, as they reported, and I concluded it would suit me exactly.”7 That year only an estimated five thousand people began the exodus west. But that would soon change. As Manly recounted: “In the winter of 1848–49 news began to come that there was gold in California. But not generally believed till it came through a US officer, and then, as the people were used to mines and mining, a regular gold fever spread as if by swift contagion.”8 As the doors of opportunity began to swing wide, exposing the lands westward, Manly found himself with a head start: he was already on the western frontier in the Wisconsin Territory, he was prepared for the challenge ahead, and the wilderness was an environment he relished.


  After discussing the challenges and opportunities, Manly and Asabel Bennett agreed that their fortunes were waiting in the goldfields of California. They consented to traveling together, Manly providing his outdoor skills in hunting, herding livestock, driving wagons, and protection while Bennett supplied a wagon, livestock, camping supplies, family, and food. The men arranged to depart Mineral Point, Wisconsin, and head west to the lands of promise in the spring of 1849.


  As preparations ended and the trek was to begin, a mistake in communication led to the separation of the two parties. Manly realized that he needed a good, strong horse to successfully make the arduous journey, so he traveled by steamboat to Prairie La Crosse, where he purchased a Winnebago pony for thirty dollars. Though not entirely impressed with his new pony (“I found him to be a poor, lazy little fellow,” he complained), Manly nonetheless held out hope that with good care and feed, the horse would improve.


  Together, horse and rider crossed the Bad Ax River to meet the Bennetts at the predetermined location in Prairie du Chien, a small city on the east bank of the Mississippi River. When Manly arrived at the designated location, a letter from Asabel Bennett was waiting, explaining that his departure would be delayed for two or three weeks due to poor grass conditions. With this limited information and no firm date given, Manly thought that perhaps the Bennett family had returned to Mineral Point to wait out the several weeks. So he traversed back across the state of Illinois to Mineral Point, only to find the Bennett family had left two weeks prior. Troubled with the confusion, Manly hastily traveled back to Prairie du Chien, crossing the Mississippi River and traversing all of Iowa to the western city of Council Bluffs (an estimated distance of 350 miles) near the banks of the Missouri River.


  Along the way, Manly constantly searched for his traveling companions. “I looked first for a letter, but there was none,” he remembered. “Then I began to look over the cards in the trading places and saloons, and read the names written on the logs of the houses, and everywhere I thought there might be a trace of the friends I sought. No one had seen or knew them. . . . Pretty blue.”9 What Manly did not know was that the Bennetts had arrived safely in Council Bluffs before him and had crossed the Mississippi at Kanesville, north of the city.


  As it turned out, Manly would be reunited with the Bennetts four months later in the Utah Territory. But for now, dejected and discouraged, he faced a dilemma. He had limited money, and all his essential provisions—clothing, outfit, gun, and other survival gear—were in the Bennett wagon. He soon realized that if he was going to continue on to California, he needed a change in plans.


  Carefully weighing his options, Manly met and struck a deal with Charles M. Dallas of Linn, Iowa,10 a merchant headed west with ox teams and goods. They agreed to travel together and exchange services. Manly would be employed as an experienced teamster and outdoorsman, driving one of the ox-driven wagons and cows in exchange for transportation and board. Manly described the train as a “small band of five wagons, ten men, one woman and three children.”11 They moved at a slow pace, leaving St. Joseph, Missouri, late in the spring of 1849, traveling across the open flatlands of the Platte River. Before long, Manly began voicing his concerns about Dallas, who he felt acted dishonestly by stealing a stray horse from a military escort. “I did not like this much, for if we were discovered, we might be roughly handled,” he wrote. “My New England ideals of honesty were somewhat shocked.”12


  Manly’s writings concerning his trek across Nebraska at times become very vague, lacking in detail as to the many hardships he and other emigrant parties faced. He seldom mentioned extreme weather conditions, Indians, wagon failures, or personal struggles. Such difficulties, along with the loss of oxen and other livestock from dehydration or lack of foliage and the loss of wagons and personal belongings from needing to reduce weight, were common and could be catastrophic. One emigrant wrote of Wyoming: “From Fort Laramie grass began to fail our stock . . . I have counted about one thousand wagons that have been burnt or otherwise disposed of on the road. . . . From Deer creek to the summit, the greatest amount of property has been thrown away . . . iron, trunks, clothing, etc., lying strewed around to the value of fifty thousand dollars in about twenty miles. I have counted about five hundred dead oxen along the road, and only three mules.”13 David Staples, traveling in the Boston-Newton Company in 1849, within miles of Manly, wrote in his diary as he drew close to the Wind River Mountains: “July, 18th . . . We passed 64 dead oxen in the last 3 days, 34 which we passed today. . . . July 19th . . . We passed 25 dead oxen and 1 mule.”14


  In addition to these common but extreme hardships, the most devastating to all travelers was the disease of cholera. Manly himself mentions cholera only once, and in a very unconcerned way: “We occasionally passed by a grave along the road, and often small head board would state that the poor unfortunate had died of cholera.”15 The fear of cholera, one of the most deadly diseases in America through the mid-1800s, was fed by ignorance as well as the lack of treatment. It caused the death of thousands and left dreams shattered along the two-thousand-mile journey. In his journal, Osborne Cross of the Regiment of Mounted Riflemen wrote: “The cholera now began to make its appearance along this route, the number who had died with it was sufficient evidence that the emigrants were suffering greatly from its effects. They were truly to be pitied, as no aid in any way could be afforded them; on the contrary, they were often compelled to travel when it was almost death to them to be moved. . . . Much fear was entertained that the cholera would increase; we certainly had every reason to suppose so, from the many deaths among the emigrants along the road, and their present helpless condition.”16 Sarah Royce, who was only a few days ahead of Manly on the emigrant trail, wrote: “But another enemy, unseen, and without one audible word of demand or threat, was in that very hour advancing upon us, and made our wagon his first point of attack. . . . The Doctor pronounced the disease Asiatic Cholera . . . and in two or three hours the poor old man expired.”17 Though Manly wrote little of the illness, it would have been impossible for him not to have seen and felt the effect of cholera in his camp or others. Cholera stalked all camps, much like the wolves that uncovered the graves and consumed the bodies of loved ones left behind.


  Given the lack of detail and description of Manly’s travels on the emigrant trail, there has been some confusion as to how much time it took him to reach Fort Laramie. In order to reconstruct a more accurate timetable, we need to know how fast he was traveling as well as where he was on specific dates. Mel Bashore, trails expert formerly at the LDS Church History Library, estimates that because of the slow pace of the oxen pulling heavy merchant wagons, the train would likely have averaged ten to twelve miles per day. As for specific dates, we can work with two significant events documented in primary sources. First, Manly recorded that as they headed west, they passed the newly constructed Forts Kearney and Laramie.18 He then gives an estimated date—a rarity in his record—noting that his company was “several miles from Ft. Kearney I think on July 3rd.”19 Examining the other primary source, however, disproves Manly’s estimate.


  On the evening of Sunday, June 10, and continuing into June 11, a storm of tremendous force confronted the Fayette Rovers, a company on the trail that was driving a large group of cattle westward. At the time, the Rovers were located near the banks of the Platte River by Prairie Creek and Loup River, not far from Fort Kearney. A member of that company, Adonijah S. Welch, recorded the tempest in his journal:


 
    June 11—Monday.—It is with no little regret that I record in my journal the occurrence of another stampede, much more serious in its results than the one just spoken of. . . . At last we succeeded in turning them up the river, in which direction we followed them until we thought ourselves within six miles of the camp, and regarded the prospect of saving our cattle, fair. But our expectations were destined to disappointment. The dark cloud which had hung silently on the verge of the northern horizon suddenly rose, and soon obscured the whole canopy of heaven. It was black as an inky midnight. The rain beat down upon us in such torrents that we soon had not a dry thread of clothing. No object could be seen half a yard distant except when the impenetrable darkness was dispelled by a sudden flash of vivid lightning, which clothed the whole plain and river with a glare of unearthly light, rendering every object distinctly visible for miles distant—an instant[—]then left us in darkness as blind as before. [. . .]


  A census was taken about ten o’clock, by which it was found that one hundred and twenty-seven out of two hundred and eighty were missing. Parties have been out all day, but only two were brought in. [. . .]


  June 12—Tuesday [. . .] We took a course along the summits of the bluffs, which ran parallel with the river, back toward the Loup. [. . .]


  Near night we struck the trail of about fifteen cattle, and soon after met two trains, one of which had found a yoke of cattle near Elm Creek, belonging to the “Canton Boys,” who drove two wagons belonging to our “ten.” [. . .] we rode on until we arrived at Dry Creek where we made our encampment.


  We reluctantly abandoned the pursuit and returned to our old camp on Dry Creek, where we slept soundly, and the next morning we started for home, at which we arrived on the day after, subsisting on the way on hard bread—all that was left of our stock. We were joyfully welcomed back to the “Rovers,” who gave us a rich repast of the meat of a buffalo they had just killed. Our sick men were nearly well.—Seventy oxen had been found during our absence, having been stolen by a company from Tennessee, who had found, and forced them to swim the river. They were recovered by Dibble and three others, who swam the river and drove them back. Baxter is now in search for the rest, and it is confidently believed that they are still in possession of the company ahead.20




  The relevance of this story to Lewis Manly becomes clear in the company’s records dating from several months later. Mindful of their lost cattle, the Rovers kept a vigilant eye on other emigrants’ herds, inspecting them as they passed or were passed. They arrived in the Salt Lake Valley in September and then traveled south to the area of Fort Provo and Hobble Creek, where they rested their cattle and waited for cooler weather to continue the soon-to-be-opened trail to California. While waiting, the Rovers spotted some of their missing cattle in the Dallas camp, which had arrived shortly after them. To determine ownership, a trial was held between the Rovers and Dallas. William Lorton, who was also in the Fort Provo area, recorded this event in his personal diary on September 26: “Had a trial . . . between [Charles M.] Dallas & the Rovers. I was called on as witness. The cattle were of those that stampeded on the Platt. The honorable body decided in favor of the Fayette Rovers.”21


  From this trial it can be verified and documented that on June 11, when the Fayette Rovers’ cattle were lost on the Platte, the Dallas company (with Lewis Manly) was in close enough proximity to capture the frightened cattle. Knowing that Manly arrived at the Green River on August 19, the timeline based on Welch’s date of June 11 makes much more sense than the one based on Manly’s date of July 3. If Manly’s company was near Prairie Creek on June 11, which they would have had to be to capture the Rovers’ cattle, then they would have seventy days to travel the 705 miles to Green River.22 This averages out to just over ten miles a day, well within the parameters Mel Bashore laid out. If on the other hand they were near Fort Kearney on July 3, they would have had to travel roughly the same distance in just forty-eight days, or nearly fifteen miles a day, without any rest or recovery days.23


  Moving across the western landscape toward Fort Laramie, Manly came in contact with a religious exodus that rivaled the quest for religious freedom from the European continent in the 1700s. One of the unusual perspectives that Manly recorded in his accounts of 1849 was his understanding and perceptions of the Mormons, or members of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, including their religious views and mannerisms. Manly often reminded readers that he was raised on “New England ideals” and principles. Though not of the Mormon faith, he found that the Mormons were a constant presence in the western migration, and in discussions with others along the trail, Manly began to formulate his own views of the Mormons and their beliefs.


  The first encounter with Mormons Manly recorded was a party traveling from Salt Lake City back to the United States. He wrote: “About this time we met a odd looking train going east, consisting of five or six Mormons from Salt Lake, all mounted on small Spanish mules. They were dressed in buckskin and moccasins, with long spurs jingling at their heels, the rowels fully four inches long, and each one carried a gun, a pistol and a big knife. They were rough looking fellows with long, matted hair, long beards, old slouch hats and a generally back woods get-up air in every way.”24


  In 1849, Manly found himself surrounded by Latter-day Saints coming and going to the Salt Lake Valley on the same trail. In fact, the trail itself was commonly called the Mormon Trail. As historians of the Mormon exodus point out, “It became the preferred route for thousands of forty-niner gold-seekers who traveled the Mormon Trail into Salt Lake.”25 Manly recounted another meeting with a small group of Mormons on the trail, and his preconceptions of them: “I had heard much about the Mormons . . . and some way or other I could not separate the idea of horse thieves from this party, and I am sure I would not like to meet them if I had a desirable mule that they wanted, or any money, or a good looking wife. We talked with them half an hour or so and then moved on.”26


  When Manly and his small group of emigrants reached Fort Laramie, Wyoming Territory, he again met “some Mormons, employed as team-sters, and in other ways, and they told us there were some Missourians on the road who would never live to see California. There had been some contests between the Missourians and the Mormons, and I felt rather glad that none of us hailed from Pike county [Missouri].”27 In this encounter, Manly began to experience, first-hand, the deep-seated views that accompanied the Mormons west. Driven out of their promised land of Missouri, they carried significant resentment of how they were treated. Manly’s feelings toward the Mormons, a people he did not fully understand, would contribute to his later decisions regarding his route to California.


  Remarkably, in this time period the Dallas company often found itself accompanied or in the area of two men who kept detailed journals, James Mason Hutchings and Captain Robert M. Morris. Their accounts help authenticate and validate Manly’s own record, including his claim he crossed Deer Creek on July 31 (mileage marker 619) and his observation that he crossed the Green River on August 19 (mileage marker 862), meaning that he traveled a distance of 243 miles in nineteen days, or 12.7 miles per day.28 Considering the important role these journals play in validating Manly’s claims, it is necessary to document Hutchings’s travels and his association with Captain Morris prior to meeting and traveling with the Dallas party leaving Fort Laramie. These background details help clarify times when Manly was vague in his own account, and they add meaning to events and decisions Manly described while traveling with the Dallas party.


  James Mason Hutchings was a twenty-nine-year-old British emigrant who arrived in the United States on board the ship Gertrude in June 1848.29 After temporarily residing in New York City, he quickly found his way south to New Orleans, arriving by August 13. In January of 1849, the news of the goldfields in California convinced Hutchings to take on the challenge of venturing west, and he soon began to prepare himself for the journey. Like Manly, Hutchings crossed the Missouri late, meaning he was “six weeks behind the bulk of migration.”30


  With his late start, Hutchings and others in his party decided to join a large military group, which would provide safety and security. While waiting at Fort Kearney for additional militia members, Major Robert Bannon Reynolds from Knoxville, Tennessee, acting as the quartermaster for the military wagon train, hired Hutchings on June 25 to repair wagons and other wood items. Hutchings was quite proud to work as a carpenter for the US military. He recorded the terms and his reaction in his journal:


 
    If I would consent to become carpenter of the train, I’d greatly oblige them, should receive wages, and rations, and have all my baggage, tools, etc. carried. I told him I had no objections, and consulted my company, and they agreed. Since we were travelling with the train we could as well work for it as not. Also my baggage being carried would lighten our own wagon considerably. They readily agreed to cook, tend to camp duties and free me entirely. I told the Major; he went immediately to the Captain [Robert M. Morris], and in ten minutes I was in the service of Uncle Sam—a thing of which I had never dreamed.31




  The military train Hutchings joined was part of a larger military entourage moving west to solidify the newly claimed western lands and protect the thousands of emigrants traveling on the trails. The military presence was enabled by the 1846 “Act to provide for raising a regiment of Mounted Riflemen and for establishing military stations on the route to Oregon,” which provided for ten companies of riflemen. As a result, and to Hutchings’s benefit, “a train of about 400 wagons carrying supplies for the military posts at Fort Laramie and Fort Hall were to leave Fort Leavenworth on June 1 [1849].”32 Specifically, the company Hutchings joined, under the command of Brevet Captain Robert M. Morris, was formed to accompany and protect John J. Wilson, who was newly appointed as a naval agent for California and Indian agent for Salt Lake City.33


  After Fort Laramie, Hutchings’s contingent met and began to travel with the Dallas party. Manly wrote of his military escort: “As we passed Ft. Laramie we fell in company with some U.S. soldiers who were going to Ft. Hall and thence to Oregon. We considered them pretty safe to travel with and kept with them for some time, though their rate of travel was less than ours.”34 Both Hutchings and Manly make a point to mention that the man in charge of the military company, Major Reynolds, was accompanied by an attractive young lady, who had originally been traveling with the captain of another wagon train but soon left him for Reynolds.35 Manly wrote, “The captain of the company had a very nice looking lady with him, and they carried a fine wall tent which they occupied when they went into camp. . . . Everybody though[t] the Captain was very lucky in having such an accomplished companion, and journey along quietly to the gold fields at government expense.”36 Elsewhere Manly referred to her as “the gay young lady.”37 He also mentioned seeking advice from a surgeon in the military company. This was likely a doctor accompanying the politician John J. Wilson.38


  Adding to the uniqueness of the military force Manly mixed with was the presence of immigrant mule drivers, a common hire by the Mounted Riflemen.39 Manly remembered the awkwardness of communication, writing, “The Government party we were with had among them a German mule driver who had a deal of trouble with his team, but who had a very little knowledge of the English language.”40


  As the combined wagon trains—including gold rushers, military personnel, a beautiful woman, some Mormon teamsters, and several foreign mule drivers—moved steadily westward into what would become Wyoming Territory, events recorded by Manly, Hutchings, and Captain Morris provide a tightly consistent timeline.


  Shortly after passing Fort Laramie, Manly experienced another tremendous storm, which he vividly remembered in his later book:


 
    The first night on this road we had the hardest rain I ever experienced. . . . Our camp was on a level piece of ground on the bank of a dry creek, which soon became a very wet creek indeed, for by morning it was one hundred yards wide and absolutely impassible. It went down, however, as quickly as it rose and by ten o’clock it was so low that we easily crossed and went on our way. We crossed one stream where there were great drifts or piles of hail which had been brought down by a heavy storm from higher up the hills.41




  Though not as detailed, Hutchings likewise recorded on July 24, two days after leaving Fort Laramie, “A violent thunderstorm paid us a visit, and serenaded us long after we had retired for the night.”42 Hutchings followed his observance of the terrific storm by recounting that it was “very cold” in the morning and that the roads remained “heavy (caused by the rain)” two days later. Of the memorable storm, Captain Morris recorded in his journal: “July 25th Having had no good grass for some twenty miles before reaching Fort Laramie and none since, with a poor prospect of finding any better for some time to Come, I determined to remain and recruit my animals for a day or two. Stormed and rained severely at 1AM of this night.”43


  Several days later, Manly and Hutchings arrived in the Black Hills, and again both commented on the same events. At their campsite on July 29 they found an unusual number of scattered elk antlers. “From the large number of elk horns lying about we concluded it to be a favorite ‘stamping-ground’ of theirs and named it ‘Elk Horn Valley,’” noted Hutchings.44 Manly was also impressed and brought to bear his knowledge of the outdoors, writing, “I found here a good many heads and horns of elk, and I could not decide whether they had been killed in winter during the deep snow, or had starved to death.”45 Since both men had time to inspect and review the elk horns, it is clear there was some time for rest when they camped for the evening. The next day brought another event both found worth recording. Hutchings wrote, “This afternoon in visiting the ground where we first took the animals I discovered a coal-mine. Upon trying it we found it burned well, and is of excellent quality.”46 And Manly: “We came out at the river again at the mouth of Deer Creek, and as there was some pretty good coal there quite easy to get.”


  The following day, July 31, the wagon train crossed the North Platte River. The river was wide and deep enough to require the use of a series of ferryboats to cross safely. Manly remembered the
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