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  INTRODUCTION


  Born in the fury of fire, New Mexico is a mischievous child that has offered herself up in the most outlandish ways. Her lushness enticed ancient man to hunt her plentiful game, and she lured greedy old-timers with promises of riches, encouraged men to go beyond the bounds of science, and flirted with beings from outer space. Yet she has never been conquered and remains a mystery.


  Part of her charm is her palette of colors and textures and the contrast of cultures and nature. From the black, jagged volcanic-rock formations; the smooth, glistening White Sands; the mountains and canyons dressed in somber or vivid hues; the ancient Native American cultures seeped in mystery; the obvious outlaws and pioneers . . . all this and more is New Mexico.


  Nature may have conjured her up, but man contributed the greed and the legends.


  Gold! That’s what man wanted, and he found it in “The Treasure of Victorio Peak” and in “The Lost Adams Gold.” Power, control, and riches are what man was after, and it led to “Lincoln: The Town of Legends.” It also led to murder and questions like “Who Killed the Colonel and Little Henry?” and moments like “The Madness of the Mayberry Murders.”


  But New Mexico is multidimensional: She has a sense of humor and can be quite tempting, with a history of outlaws, ghosts, mysterious carpenters, visitors from outer space, strange creatures that walk in the woods, and ancient bones that lay hidden.


  New Mexico may never be understood, but her capriciousness and flavor can be enjoyed. Here are a few bites to tempt you.


  CHAPTER ONE


  For God, King . . . and Gold


  It seemed like it was only moments ago when the sun broke away from the hills, yet the heat from its early brilliant rays on this day, July 7 in 1540, penetrated bone-deep into the weary men. A thousand men, shriveled by hunger, had halted feet away from a mud village.


  Although starved and tired from the long, difficult trip, this army facing the native pueblo was an ominous sight to the three hundred Shi-un-na Indian warriors who were facing them. What the natives saw was an army of over eight hundred native Indians accompanying the fifty Spanish conquistadors, some of whom rode a strange four-legged animal.


  At the head of this column of men, astride a white horse, sat Francisco Vazquez Coronado, his golden armor catching the glaring sun and spotlighting him. His headgear was a helmet, finely made, topped by a plume announcing to all his status as commander of this army.


  Long moments passed; the Shi-un-nas glared at the invaders of their land; the conquistadors froze in silence like figures in a diorama. The sight of the village before them had shocked the army, immobilizing them. What the army saw before them was a collection of mud buildings, stories high, that was melting back into the ground. It was a crowded village, all crumpled into one spot.


  Suddenly the conquistadors broke the silence, hurling curses toward heaven and at Friar Marcos de Niza, who, unfortunately, was not there to hear the ugly names. It was Friar Marcos, the men cried, who had lied to them. This was not Cibola, a city of gold, as he promised, but an Indian village no richer than those they had passed on their long northern journey.


  Coronado sat in front of his army observing the disappointing scene. His gaze took in the smoke rising from various places around the pueblo and countryside. Village men in warlike attire were blowing horns, the sound disturbing the air on this otherwise quiet plain. In front of Coronado’s men, a large body of natives from the city arrayed themselves in a line waiting for the army, now drawn up in divisions, to approach them.


  This hostile environment caused Coronado to hesitate. He decided it would be prudent to send ahead a few of his good men to inform the natives of his purpose. Don Garcia Lopez de Cardenas, Friars Daniel and Luis, notary Hernado Bermijo, and a few horsemen moved forward toward the line of waiting Indians. As soon as the small contingent of Coronado’s men advanced, a large group of about three hundred Indians headed out from the native village to join the others. Coronado noticed they were all carrying bows, arrows, and shields. This was not a welcoming contingent.


  [image: Arrival of Coronado and his advance party at the pueblo of Hawikku in the province of “Cibola” (Zuni, New Mexico). Painting copyright by William K. Hartmann (Planetary Science Institute, Tucson)]


  Cardenas and his interpreters explained the mission of conquistadors. Three times Cardenas read the requerimientos setting forth the conditions and goals, summoning them to peace, and asking them in good faith to submit to the pope and the king. Three times the Indians refused and were unmoved by Coronado’s demands. They gave their answer by shooting arrows at the advance party. Their arrows pierced Friar Luis’s gown, causing the horses to stamp and shy away.


  At the sight of the attack on his men, Coronado decided to move forward with a few mounted men and some trade articles, hoping to calm the warriors. He advanced, ordering his army to follow him.


  To the natives this was not a move of peace. Perceiving an attack, the native men aimed their arrows at the large body of men approaching. Yet, Coronado held his men in check. He hoped to win over the villagers with his dictates and gifts and not by force.


  However, the Shi-un-nas (now known as Zunis) would have no part of it, and they became bolder in their attack, eventually wounding several horses. At that, Coronado, with the advice of several clergymen, felt justified in ordering his men to return the attack. The sound of the arquebus (ancient small-caliber long guns) ripped through the air as they spit fire at the Zunis. Faced with the terrifying sight and sound of something they had never before seen, the Zunis retreated, taking refuge at first in their pueblo.


  Coronado was not to be discouraged. He still urged a peaceful surrender of the natives. However, the Zunis wanted no part of Coronado’s “peace.” It was at this point that Friar Marcos de Niza arrived, with the natives entrenched in the city and the army stalled outside its wall. Since the friar was under the direct orders of Viceroy Mendoza of Mexico City, Coronado sought his permission to attack. The friar instructed Coronado, “Take your shields and go after them.”


  There were good reasons to attack the city. For one, the Indians continued raining down arrows on the army from the walls and roofs of their city. In addition, Coronado’s men were starving. They had had little to eat in the past few weeks as they traveled through poor villages and unpopulated lands. The men could hardly stand to fire their arquebuses, and the bowmen were so weak that their meager attempts at shooting were ineffectual.


  What had prompted this expedition was a legend of cities of great wealth, cities built of solid gold. The legend had started when four men who had escaped from a sinking ship off the coast of Florida arrived in New Spain. It had taken them ten years to make the journey from the site of their sinking ship. These men, Álvar Nuñez Cabeza de Vaca, Castillo Maldonado, Andrés Dorantes, and Dorantes’s slave Estevan, were the ones who reported the existence of Cibola. In their travels, they had heard of seven golden cities. Cibola was the name given to this group of cities by the Spanish—cities that were so rich they were supposedly made of gold. The native Indians living in New Spain reported that the Seven Cities of Cibola lay to the north.


  When the viceroy of Mexico City, Antonio de Mendoza, heard the tales, he envisioned not only new riches for the king of Spain, but wealth and glory for himself. He ordered an expedition to search out this place of wealth, all for God and the king, of course.


  In January 1538, Mendoza sent Fray Juan de la Asunción and Fray Pedro Nadal, two Franciscan priests, on a reconnaissance of the northern unexplored lands. They left in January, heading northeast. They reported back, saying they traveled six hundred or seven hundred leagues to the banks of a great river, which prevented them from continuing. Some historians say this was the Gila River, which runs across modern-day southern New Mexico and into Arizona.


  Mendoza asked de Vaca, Maldonado, and Dorantes to head up another exploratory expedition since all had traveled in the unknown lands in the north. All refused. Having no other expertise to guide the expedition, Mendoza turned to the fourth survivor, the Black Moor slave, Estevan.


  Since Estevan was a slave, he could not head up the initial exploration, but he could serve as a guide. Mendoza purchased Estevan from Dorantes and appointed Fray Marcos de Niza as leader of the small initial expeditionary group. Another Franciscan priest, and a group of trusted New Spain Indians and interpreters, accompanied Fray Marcos. The fall of 1538, the Marcos party started the journey north. They were to serve as an exploratory and advance party for the Coronado expedition, which would depart after Fray Marcos returned and reported to the viceroy. It wasn’t until 1540 that the Coronado expedition headed north.


  Fray Marcos received the following secret orders from Viceroy Mendoza: “You shall always arrange to travel as securely as possible. Inform yourself in advance of the Indians (who) are at peace or if some are at war with others. Give them no occasion to commit any violence, observe the following . . .”


  Mendoza ordered Marcos to observe the people and to note their number and type of communities. He was also to gather information on the condition of the soil, the climate, and such natural things as plants, domestic and wild animals, minerals, and metals. His report was to include the rivers and their size, and the nature of the topography. “Always inquire about the coast,” he included.


  Estevan accompanied Fray Marcos as a guide and was ordered to obey the friar in “all you command,” wrote Mendoza. “If he fails to do so he shall incur penalties.”


  Fray Marcos’s party left San Miguel de Culiacán on March 7, 1539, where they had rested and organized, with the slave Estevan as guide. Helped along the way by friendly native Indians, many of whom joined the group, the party arrived at Vacapa on April 6. It was here Marcos gave Estevan orders to travel ahead, exploring the route. Estevan had with him a group of natives to aid him in his journey and to translate. Along his route, more natives joined his entourage, which eventually totaled nearly three hundred men. They tended to his needs, erecting primitive huts for his rest, supplying game for food, and pointing out the trail north, making the trip relatively comfortable for the slave.


  Marcos ordered Estevan to advance about fifty or sixty leagues northward to see if in that direction “he could discover anything important related to what we were seeking.” Fray Marcos wrote that he further instructed that if Estevan “learned there were populated, rich, and sizeable countries there he would no longer proceed, but would return in person or send Indians bearing a sign we had agreed upon. If it was an ordinary size, he was to send me a white cross a span in height; if it was larger, the cross was to be of two spans, and if it was larger than New Spain, the sign was a large cross.”


  Fray Marcos was surprised when only four days after Estevan’s departure a native traveling with Estevan arrived bearing a cross the size of a man. The Indian told Fray Marcos that ahead were seven large cities belonging to one ruler. The people lived in large multistory houses of stone and lime with doors decorated with turquoise ornaments. The inhabitants of these cities were well dressed in cotton gowns.


  Fray Marcos left Vacapa in the morning, expecting to find Estevan waiting for him along the route, only to discover that Estevan had continued after leaving more crosses as large as the first one.


  Although excited about Estevan’s reports of a rich country ahead, Fray Marcos was also agitated and concerned at the slave’s lack of obedience to his orders. Fray Marcos urgently continued the journey northward.


  For twelve days, Marcos’s party traveled over unpopulated land toward the distant mountains, through inhospitable land lacking rivers and streams. On the twelfth day, an Indian chief who had been traveling with Estevan staggered into Marcos’s camp. Marcos was shocked by his bloodied appearance: “His face was all distraught, and his body was covered with sweat. His whole appearance bore witness to much sorrow.”


  The story he related to the friar was frightful. The day before, Estevan had arrived at the city the Spanish called Cibola; he followed his usual custom of sending ahead a gourd decorated with bells and two feathers. When Estevan’s messenger arrived before the chief of the city, the man, seeing the bells, flew into a rage and threw the gourd on the ground. He told the messenger the strangers should not enter the city or they would all be killed.


  When Estevan received the message, he replied that it did not matter, that those who expressed displeasure before his arrival always welcomed him when he arrived.


  When Estevan arrived at the city, his entrance was blocked and they took him to a small building outside the city. Here they confiscated everything he carried, including exchange items, turquoise, and gifts he had received in his travels. Estevan’s party was given no food or drink.


  The next day the Indian chief left the house to quench his thirst at a river that flowed nearby. The chief saw Estevan and his men fleeing the house, pursued by the village men, and so he escaped to find Marcos.


  Fearful for the lives of Estevan and his party, Marcos insisted on traveling on, but the next day two wounded Indians covered in blood met him. One told Marcos, “More than three hundred of our fathers, our sons, and our brothers who went with Estevan have been killed.” They warned Fray Marcos that the families of the murdered men had decided to kill Marcos to atone for the massacre of their relatives and friends.


  With this grave news, Fray Marcos prepared himself for death. He distributed the gifts he intended to give the inhabitants of Cibola, and went to pray. In spite of the bad news, Marcos felt a great need to see the magnificent city where Estevan had met his death. He also was mindful of his orders from Viceroy Mendoza that he was to report his findings. He decided to continue the journey north.


  On June 5, 1539, Fray Marcos stopped in a plain within sight of the city of Cibola. “It is built,” he later reported, “on the slope of round height. It looks very pretty. It is the largest that I have seen in these parts. Having climbed onto a rise from whence I could observe it, I saw that the houses were built as the Indians told me; all of stone, with several floors, and surmounted by terraces. Having told the chiefs who accompanied me that I found this city very beautiful, they assured me that it was the smallest of the seven cities.”


  Fray Marcos erected a pile of stones topped by a small cross. With this, he took possession of the country and afterward retraced his steps with “more fear than food.” His concern was “that with his death the knowledge of the country would be lost.” He rapidly marched his way back to San Miguel Culiacán. Not finding Coronado there, he went on to Compostela, where he found Coronado and his men preparing for their expedition.


  September 4, 1539, Fray Marcos appeared in Mexico and before the chief notary to report on his trip and findings. He told of a beautiful city, and he spoke of cotton clothing and finely worked leather worn by the natives, and of turquoise decorations on the dwellings. He never mentioned gold. However, greedy and desperate men hear what they want, and Coronado’s men were on a mission to replace or win their wealth with the gold from the Seven Cities of Cibola.


  Coronado and his men interpreted the report to suit their own needs. The conquistadors were not a paid army, nor were they in the king’s service. They were a group of men with some fortune, or in Coronado’s case with a wife who had a generous dowry, that could fund their dreams of get-rich schemes. The fortunes for many had dried up and the gold to be harvested in the north was their best chance to escape destitution. Others before them had struck gold when they overcame the Mayans and Aztecs; now these men knew it was their turn. The tales of the seven cities of Cibola drew them north to claim their riches.


  The Coronado Expedition left San Miguel Culiacán with a light horse party on April 22, 1540, and started their march north. By the time Coronado arrived at the Zuni pueblo whose inhabitants clearly rejected his offer of a Spanish “peace,” his men were weak with hunger and desperate for food—food he knew was in the pueblo. There was no choice; he and his men had to capture the village.


  Coronado decided to enter the village on foot. He ordered his horsemen to encircle the village walls and he cautiously made his way through the crooked, narrow entrance. His brilliant armor and glistening plume helmet announced to everyone his position of authority. He became the main target of the Zuni warriors. They hurled huge stones and arrows down upon him. “They hit him many times with stones on the head, shoulder, and legs. He received two small wounds on the face and an arrow in the right foot,” reported his captain, Castaneda. Seeing their captain under attack, Don Garcia Lopez de Cardenas and Hernando de Alvarado threw themselves on Coronado, saving his life.


  The Zunis were so outnumbered that in less than an hour the army entered the captured village. The villagers fled, taking refuge on nearby To-yo-a-la-na, their sacred mountain.


  In the months that followed the capture and occupation of the pueblo, Coronado and his men reconnoitered the area, discovering and exploring other Zuni pueblos. They found villages made of buildings stacked high, doorways embellished with turquoise. They found an advanced, wealthy Indian agricultural culture, but no gold.


  The myth and mystery of the cities of gold was laid to rest for almost three hundred years. In the last years of the 1800s and the early 1900s, scholars again wondered about Coronado’s cities of gold and his ill-fated expedition. They took an interest in the ancient Zuni pueblo called Hawikku. It was here, many historians agreed, Coronado fought his famous battle. Here was the site Fray Marcos described; it was here Estevan was killed.


  Zuni legend tells of a black Mexican who arrived on the Zuni plain. He entered the pueblo of Qa-quima (present-day Kyaki:ma). He immediately rendered himself hateful by his licentious conduct and they restrained him. He fought submission, so they killed him. Legend goes on to say that afterward many Mexicans arrived in the area with horses and weapons. Is this the story of Estevan and the conquistadors?


  In 2002, archaeologist Jonathan Damp went looking for evidence of a mid-sixteenth-century battle at the ancient site of Hawikku. Using metal detectors, he uncovered over 150 artifacts, and one third
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Arrival of Coronado and his advance party at the pueblo of Hawikku
in the province of “Cibola” (Zuni, New Mexico).





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.jpg
TWODOT?®





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.jpg
Cororapo

°Ducs Z 5
I Forsone i
I x A
,uS . Covamson® IS
) ¢ Al
o oNaceez1 i
o
oPuEaLo Buaxco i
i
z I
i :
I
i concher
aikg i
i
o I
| Hawnkku ALBUQUERQUE
I
|
i
s
Avas z
Dicgines i
New Mexico .
|
|
I
i
I
Licorx
i Avaus, !
1 Roswit [
Vicario i
Dok LALVZ o Crovpc
A J i
I
Ve
" Suws |

MEexico

15 50 00 MiLes






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
SECOND EDITION

THE TRUE STORIES BEHIND
HISTORY’S MYSTERIES






