Rough
Country

Wind and rain
have carved
fantastic forma-
tions from the
deep beds of
clay at Cathedral
Gorge State Park
in eastern
Nevada

APRIL, 1960
40 cents

Magazine of the

OUTDOOR SOUTHWEST




APPER 884 PUL

On April 4, 1888, Minnesota and the Mid-West was experienc-
ing one of the worst blizzards on record—a violent, blinding
snowstorm with a very strong wind and a very great cold—
(“The Blizzard of '88").

On that day I came into the world. This was 72 years ago.
My mother was cold. The doctor was cold. T was cold. My
father was scared. )

I never did get warm (always more cold than warm) until I
came to the desert to live in 1909,

1 like the desert. To me, HOT is just another word for

L-MOONE

=

The first part of April the lizards
will be out warming their bellies on

_it’'s a sure cure for whatever you
— hrought along with you . . . (including
the kids).

There’s always more rocks than lizards

Ever notice how dogs win
friends and influence people with-
out reading books about it? 0

* ok ok

tells about the old rancher who
died and concluded his will with:
“, .. and being of sound mind and

A prospector just south of
Ajo had to build a rig to get
down into his well because his
cat was trapped on a
ledge 30 feet under-
ground. He saved the
cat and discovered
that the ledge showed
“good color” (gold).
Now he's mining his
well, and taking his
drinking water from
the shaft of his mine.

.
The Dry Lake Dude of Blythe

COMFORTABLE.

First jobs here at Old Fort Oliver,
EE?S kaS..;,OE o;oEsa;gﬁﬁgegaihﬁglingg Quanrter is getting his gear ready for
of 0{11: sun’s wonderful warmth . . . Ith his Spring trip to Feather

Full Moon
1ith

1body, I spent every damned cent Last L Sl up end own dnstesd of
that T had.” oniel . sideways.
%k 18th We know man and dog have

New Moon

26th

APRIL 1960
MOON-AND-A-HALF

OVERTIME

My old friend, Feather-in-
the-Wind, who works at odd-

River Canyon where he will
pan for gold, right after the
spring-freshets.

Looking over my shoulder
as | added up his hours,
Feather - in - the - Wind said:
“Better add a ‘moon-and-a-
half* overtime for my
worrving about all your fool
animals.”

Dry Camp Blackie wasted most
of the winter. He tried to teach
my dog, Whiskers, how to wag

lived together two thousand years.
My dog Whiskers knows 25 or 30
words 1 speak — but when he
speaks to me I must wateh his
tail, his ears, his eyes and then
guess what he's saving.

Animals are smart — Horses
never bet on people.

The wisest ow!l occasionally
hoots at the wrong time.

The records show that the tor-
toise won only one race with the
hare.

just remember big.

As a desert enthusiast I believe about four times
as much as I can prove and can prove about four times
as much as anyone else believes.

Z=\ COPYRIGHT BY HARRY OLIVER 1960

I never exaggerate—

—_—




Publisher’s Notes . . .

Easter season . . . . the best time of all to travel about the
desert Southwest. Days are warm, as desert days should be.
Nights are incomparable . . . . mild evenings turning to cool
at dawn. )

This month’s story, starting on page 7, telling of the Yaqui
Easter Ceremonial that was transplanted from Mexico 1o
Arizona, describes one of the Southwest's unique religious
facets. & *

No other corner of our nation has contributed the weight
of cultural and creative influence that has come out of our
own Southwest. This influence is manifested through art
forms, literature. religion, architecture and ecology. The

Several times a year we urge our readers to visit Desert
Magazine’s Art Gallery and Craft Shop. The gallery, largest
in America devoted solely to Southwest canvases, is open
seven days a week. There is no charge and no obligation.

Al present a special showing of paintings by the Taos
artist, Charles Reynolds, is on display. Starting April 5 the
popular Brownell McGrew puts up several paintings depicting
scenes and faces from Navajoland. Anyone who has enjoyed
Monument Valley and the reservation country of northern
Arizona will find memories revived by McGrew’s newest works.

Those who traveled desert roads in Southern California
last month were treated to a lovelier-than-average wildflower
display. And we hear that Arizona will have an outstanding

floral array this spring.

And, as a result, dozens of photographers will submit
color transparencies to us. Frankly, there’s nothing we enjoy
more. Though we accept only two or three flower photographs
a year. we are al our happiest viewing and reviewing the
picture parade.

Southwest has been a mixing bowl of Indian, Spanish, and
Neo-American ideas. .
This month’s Desert is devoted to this theme.

5 & &

The span of our Table of Contents covers centuries—
from the medieval rites of the Yaquis and the strange Peni-
tente Holy Week Ceremonies to a rockhound field trip in
search of Chrysocolla.

CHUCK SHELTON
Publisher

= Desgil_—msuine of tie 0UTDOOR SOUTHWEST

APRIL, 1960

Volume 23 Number 4
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BOOKS of the SOUTHWEST

BIOGRAPHY OF A MORMON
PIONEER IN ARIZONA

The name Udall is prominent in Arizona
and in the Mormon Church. The late
David King Udall, patriarch of the family,
spent many momhs prior to his death in
1938 compiling a “history” of his life.
Arizona Silhouettes of Tucson recently
brought out the biography under the title,
Arizona  Pioneer Mormon. Primarily in-
tended for the many members of his family.
Udall’s story, nevertheless, has wide appeal,
especially to those who are interested in the
still-young Mormon Church.

A few weeks after his marriage, Udall
was called to serve a mission in England
which lasted over two years. After his re-
turn to Utah, the Church summoned him
again — this time to lead the struggling
Mormon colony trying to take root in the
arid land near the head of the Little Colo-
rado River in far-eastern Arizona. The
neat farms and ordered way of life in this
large sector of the Southwest are monu-
ments to Udall's leadership.

insight
that is

into the spirit of the
still working hard to

Here is
movement

make “the wilderness and the solitary place
. blossom as the rose.”
304 pages; index; appendix: many illus-

trations; $10.

AN APACHE INDIAN
WRITES ABOUT HIS LIFE

The Apache Indians of the 'B0s were a
“mixed-up” race. They were jealous of each
other, and some of the tribesmen made
careers of being troublemakers. The Apache
never forgot or forgave a wrong. The love
of strong drink made them fools; they
practiced moderation in nothing. The men
were lazy; few had foresight to realize that
the Southwest was in the throes of change;
they could not adapt,

The above indictment comes from Jason
Betzinez an Apache Indian, and not a
new-generation university-trained  Apache,
either, Betzinez was born in [860. His
book, I Fought with Geronimo, was pub-
lished last year in the author's 99th year.

In many ways this is a remarkable book.

“OVERLOOKED FORTUNES”
IN THE RARER MINERALS

Here are a few of the 300 or more rarer
minerals and gemstones you may be over-
looking while mining, praspe:hng oF ;gem
hunting. Uranium, v

ranhllurn, tungsten, nickel, :uhall selemum,
ger bismuth, plati iridium,
beryllium, golden I:eryl, emeralds, etc,
Some minerals worth $1 to $2 a pound,
others $25 to $100 an ounce; some beryl-
lium gems worth a fortune! If looking for
gems, get out of the agate class into the
big money; an emerald the size of your
thumb may be worth $500 to $5000 or
more! Now you can learn how to find,
identify, and cash in on them. New simple
system. Send for free copy “Overlooked
Fortunes”—it may lead to knowledge which
may make you rich! A postcard will do.

Duke’s RESEARCH LABORATORY
Box 666—Dept. B
TRUTH OR CONSEQUENCES, NEW MEXICO

It gives us a rare picture of the Apaches
from the inside looking out. The reader
gains a clearer understanding of the intri-
cate clan system under which these Indians
operated. The roots of the Apache Wars
are revealed in new light. And the book
is far more than ils commercially-inspired
title would suggest, although the bulk of
the story does concern the warpath days.
The author does not glorify mayhem, nor
does he side-step it—it is too much a part
of the frightful Apache story. An example:
. The Mexicans tried all afternocon
to dislodge the Indians. After dark
they set fire to the grass hoping to
burn the Indians out. The latter were
now in serious condition. They were
surrounded by the prairie fire, the circle
of it drawing closer. The warriors
asked the consent of the few women
who were there to let them choke the
small children so that they wouldn't
give away their movements by crying.
Then they all crawled through the fire
and got away without being seen.”
After serving his kinsman. Geronimo, on
the warpath, Betzinez attended the Carlisle
Indian school. Later he became a Christian
and took up farming.
Published by the Stackpole Company:
214 pages; index; many halftone photos:
maps: $4.95.

HOW TO CUT AND
POLISH GEMSTONES

A handsome new book on the popular
subject of turning rough stones into beau-
tiful gems is now available to lapidary
fans. The well-qualified authors are Leland
Quick, editor-publisher of The Lapidary
Jouwrnal, and Hugh Leiper. former editor
of The Mineral Hobbyist.

The Quick-Leiper book is called, Gem-
craft, and in it the entire lapidary spec-
trum is presented—from where and how
to collect gemstone material, to slabbing,
cutting., polishing and even engraving gems.

Big pictures and plenty of them high-
light the book. There are also many good
drawings.

Published by Chilton Co.,
181 pages: special tables;
$7.50.

Philadelphia;
bibliography:

WHEN AN ENGLISH GIRL
SETTLES ON A COW RANCH

Stranger to the Desert is a new book
relating some of the funny things that hap-
pened to Dorothy Ross after she left her
rich English surroundings for life among
the cattle and characters of New Mexico.
The ensuing conflict is a “natural™ for com-
edy, but the author strains a little too much
for some of her laughs, and the Southwest-
ern reader is apt to feel that she spends too
many words describing her genteel English
l'!dckgrmmd The cowboys call this “putting
on the dog.”

But. it’s all in fun—and parts of the book
are good fun. Published by Wilfred Funk.
Inc., New York: 249 pages: $3.95.

Books reviewed on this page can be purchased

by mall from Desert Magazine Book Store,
Palm Desert, California. Please add 15¢ for
postage and handling per book, California

residents also add 4% sales tax. Write for free
book cataleg,

AYTER 50 YEARS

The Entire Story of

WILLIE BOY

and

Southern California’s
Last Big WWestern

MANHUNT

Has Been

TOLD

By HARRY LAWTON
in

WILLIE BOY

A DESERT MANHUNT

Price PAISANO PRESS
5.95
PO, Bou 85
Halboa Laland, California
Order at your bookstore or direct from
publisher; add 15¢ mailing charge.

California buyers please add 47 sales tax,

M-4 .
Working and Guest Ranch |

Enjoy o family vacation on a working cattle
ranch  with fine accommaodations,
food and a wonderful posl. Above the ranch
are heavily timbered mountains with lakes
and beautiful haorseback trails. Below is the
awe inspiring red rock canyon country of the
Green, 5an Juan and Colorado Rivers. Truly
we live in a veritable photagrapher's paradise

Everett & Betty Sechumaker

Box 963, Moab, Utah

excellent

Alpine 3-6801

Pick up . . .

COACH CAMPER

Fits any pick up.

Compact, efficient,
Sleeps 5 to 7
GALLEY . ..
6’ 1" HEADROOM —2
PRICED FROM $895
Write Dept D for Brochure

Vaga Bendin

25323 S. NORMANDIE AVE.
HARBOR CITY, CALIF.

..of

universal interest..

The Classified Kds in the
DESERT MAGAZINE'S

TRADING POST

Direct line merchandising, seller to buyer,
in the Trading Post (see pages 34, 35 and 36)

DESERT MAGAZINE



LETTEERS

... FROM OUR READERS . ..

Yes! ...

To the Editor: Congratulations on the re-
newed life you have instilled into Desert
Muagazine and the attractive and interesting
lay-outs you have created.

It is with pleasure that I enclose a check
to renew my subscription for two years.
Seven months ago | would not have re-
newed, as Desert Magazine was deteriorat-
ing into a rockhound's journal. 1 have
nothing against such journals (in fact, I'm
the editor of the San Diego Mineral and
Gem Society's Bulletin), but Desert Maga-
zine is a publication that should include all
facets of Southwestern lore. Thank you for
rejuvenating it.

EVELYN L. CARTER
San Diego, Calif.

No! . ..
To the Editor: We liked Desert Magazine
better the way it was. Your changes are
no improvement. Too many big pictures
taking up room and not enough of “as it
was,” meaning more desert information
wanted.

DIXIE LONG

Yuma, Ariz.

Safety on the Desert . . .

To the Editor: As a long-time desert wan-
derer, | am distressed to read about back-
country accidents—the baby who died of

dehydration on a desert outing, the great
suffering of the Utah family whose car
broke down on a “short” sight-seeing trip.

Isn't life worth %10 and a little extra
effort? My thought is that no car should
go prowling around the desert without an
extra tire and tools, the gas and oil checked
before starting off, a couple of gallon ther-
mos jugs of water permanently stored in
the trunk along with a few old blankets or
sleeping rolls, a yellow sheet (easy to spot
from the air by rescue planes). a few cans
of Army rations. . . .

Nothing expensive in this list, but enough
here to save a life in case mishap strikes
in the wilderness. Only work involved is
periodically changing the water o keep
this emergency supply fresh.

FLORENCE MATTSON
Tucson

The Wrong Source . . .

To the Editor: As a student and great
admirer of J. Ross Browne 1 was puzzled
by the caption on the Browne woodcut on
page 11 of the February issue of Desert
Muagazine (“Transportation on the Desert™).
The author, Mary Hill. is mistaken about
the source of this drawing.

It originally appeared in Harper’s New
Monthly Magazine, Volume 31. September
1865, page 414, in a series entitled, “A
Trip to Bodie Bluff and the Dead Sea of
the West"—this was the “second paper.”
In no way is it connected with a series he

did entitled, "A Tour through Arizona”—
which appeared in Volumes 29 and 30 of
Harper's Magazine.

It did however appear in book form in
1869, in "The Apache Country Tour
Through Arizona and Sonora” by J. Ross
Browne and published by Harper & Broth-
ers. N. Y., on page 432, under a section
entitled, “The Dead Sea of the West"—
again with no connection with his Arizona
Lour.

After reprinting two of J. Ross Browne's
works—T7The Coast Rangers and A Peep at
Washoe and Washoe Revisited—| compli-
ment Miss Hill on selecting two of Browne's
sketches, for he was a great, but sadly
neglected, Western pioneer. Because of this
nearly century of neglect, the handful of
Browne students are encountering difficul-
ties in compiling even a partial bibliography
of his many works.

HORACE PARKER
Paisano Press
Balboa Island, Calif,

A Landmark Disappears . . .

To the Editor: The news I am about to
impart is goimg to be saddening to many
lovers of desert lore.

I have just returned from a trip which
included a visit to Keeler (located on the
“shore”™ of Owens Lake bed on the Mojave
Desert.) | was astounded. flabbergasted and
greatly disgruntled to find that the tram
terminal building and the tram, which at
one time carried ore down to Keeler from
the Cerro Gordo Mines, have disappeared!

The sturdy terminal building was not
merely torn down; it has vanished. The
only thing that remains is the pair of huge
counterweight “buckets.” Surely the space
which the building occupied is not needed

You should see the charming grandeur
of this cool, beautiful barranca.

In the foreground the site for your
mountain home: to the left a tower-
ing mountain; in the far distance the
floor of the desert backed by the
Little San Bernardino range: on the
right a park of picturesque Pinyon
Pines accented by a rock escarpment
in the background.

Arrange with us now to show you
this outstanding 2% acre parcel in
Pinyon Crest, Unit 4. Water and
electricity available. Careful restric-
tions protect your enjoyment here.
Only 20 minutes to Palm Desert;
minutes more to Palm Springs.
Full price only $3.000.00 — terms
available.

See us at our Palm Desert office or
write for folders and further infor-
mation.

PiNYON CREST INCORPORATED
8 PROFESSIONAL BUILDING
PaLm DESERT. CALIFORNIA

APRIL, 1960



for some other purpose in this pitiful little
semi-ghost town. It appears obvious that
this was a salvage operation. 1 have no
right to challenge the owner’s action, but
[ am indeed sorry that the old landmark
had to go.
CLAYTON [. KANAGY
Los Angeles

Pleased with Award . . .

To the Editor: 1 was pleased that my book,
Hole-in-the-Rock, was selected to receive
Desert Magazine's 1959 literary award for
Southwest History.

I consider this the greatest honor and
recognition which I could have received for
my work. Please accept my sincere thanks
and appreciation.

DAVID E. MILLER

Professor of History

University of Utah
Salt Lake City

MORE FOR
YOUR MONEY

Here's what one leading national publication
said: “YOU CAN PAY MORE MONEY AND GET
MORE TRAILER, BUT IT IS DOUBTFUL IF

- YOU'LL FIND MORE TRAILER AT SANTA FE'S
AMAZING PRICE. THE EXTRAS, TOTALLY UN-
EXPECTED IN A TRAILER PRICED SO LOW
MAKE THIS ONE A GOOD BUY AND AN EXCEL-
LENT ALL-AROUND VACATION TRAILER." This
statement followed a complete and unbiased
test made by the publication and proved that
Santa Fe is your best buy in a travel trailer.
For a complete publication reprint giving the
results of the test, contact the factory.

FOR A FREE BROCHURE GIVING THE NAME OF
YOUR NEAREST DEALER AND COMPLETE
INFORMATION ON THE NEW SANTA FE 12,
15, 16” and 19" TRAVEL TRAILERS, AND THE
23" MOBILE OFFICE, CONTACT THE FACTORY.

SANTA FE TRAVELTRAILERS

DEPT. 5, 11182 PENROSE, SUN VALLEY, CALIF.

FOLDING
TOILET

with
disposable bags

Park Where

You Please
Perfect for pick-up camper bodies and travel
trailers. Folds flat. “At Home” style seat

with sturdy aluminum frame. Comes with
supply of bags. Only $11.95, postpaid. Guar-
anteed. Extra bags $1 doz. ppd.
GOODE PRODUCTS CO., Dept. D4
7542 Maie Ave., Los Angeles 1, Calif.
Add 42 tax in Calif.
See your trailer dealer or order direct

A Wonderful Guy! . ..

To the Editor: One look at his ample belly
tells me that my friend for nearly 50 years.
cowman Rawley Duntley (Desert, Feb.
'60), is in good health and still living high
off the hog. What a wonderful guy! Since
the passing of Death Valley Scotty, various
outdoor groups have been searching for a
new ‘“most typical desert man." [ nom-
inate Rawley.

In Evelyn Young's good story on Raw-
ley, she states that our valley’s financial
troubles during the Depression were due to
the gold mines shutting down. This is only
partly true. Actually, the collapse of alfalfa
and livestock prices dealt the knockout blow
to the Antelope Valley. A ton of baled
hay sold for $8—today the price is $38.
Round steak was 18c a pound—now you
pay 75c.

To add to our troubles there came refu-
gees from the Dust Bowl—many of them
completely destitute. We asked for no out-
side help—the small admission fees charged
at softball and basketball games were used
to get many of these people over the hump.

Through it all good Old Rawley was
always willing to do more than his share.
As long as there are men like Rawley
Duntley, it's still a wonderful world.

FRANK B. RUTLEDGE
San Clemente, Calif.

To the Editor: Evelyn Young's article on
Rawley Duntley was very much appreciated
and enjoyed. The author should be con-
gratulated on her fine handling of this story.

Duntley has done many nice things for
the people of our area, and we all think
very highly of him.

There is so much history in our Antelope
Valley area that it is nice to have articles
in your magazine dealing with this corner
of the desert. Keep up the good work.

GLEN A. SETTLE, president
Kern-Antelope Valley Historical

Society, Rosamond, Calif, |

To the Editor: The story “"Mojave Barbe-
cue King"” gives an exact description of the
Spanish Pit Roast. So the title of the story
should have been:
Pit Roast.” A barbecue is cooked in the
open over live coals—not under the ground.

SAMUEL CURRIER
Greenfield, Calif.

The Raid on Columbus . . .

To the Editor: The story of Pancho Villa's
widow by W. Thetford LeViness in the
February issue was good, but the author
slipped up on one detail. He wrote that
Villa was not directly involved in the Mexi-
can attack on the border town of Columbus.

Villa not only was involved, he was
wounded twice—in the head and hip. He
sent Bill Margo and two colenels to El
Paso for an American doctor. The Villa
men walked into Dr. Brown’s office and
the officers drew their guns. Bill told the
colonels to put their weapons away. “He’'ll
go along without that,” he said.

They took Dr. Brown to Three Rivers in
the Sierra Madre Mountains, and he re-
mained there with Villa three months. Gen-
eral Cedileo Parrish's wife also helped nurse
Villa back to health.

In 1945 in company with a group of
Americans and Mexicans who had served
under Villa, I visited the Parrish Ranch
high in the mountains above the little rail-
town of Chica. To reach this place we
had to drive 24 miles in low gear. Mrs.

“Mojave King of the |

Parrish showed me the crutches Villa had
used during his convalescence.

Margo was in charge of the 1945 re-
union. After being feted at the General’s
home, we took to the trail with horses and
pack animals. Next day we were enter-
tained at the home of the General's eldest
son; on the third day we stopped at his
son Rafael's home; and on the fourth day
we rode out of the Valley to Villa's old
camp.

No trails—we simply rode over moun-
tains and down canyons. It was the most
wonderful trip I ever made. We ate trout,
turkey and venison at every meal.

My buddy on this outing was Mike
Eurepa, General Eurepa’s son. Mike was
always telling me that his father was a
“mean man.” One night 1 asked Margo
what young Furepa was lalking about.
Margo explained. Villa often threatened
to send soldiers who did not toe the line
to General Eurepa whose disciplinary
methods included cutting off ears and hands.
Then | remembered a Mexican from Juarez
who used to make my belts. This man had
one hand—the work of General Eurepa.

Margo told me many interesting stories
about Villa. 1 wrote most of them down,
but the manuscript is still in my trunk.

JIM DYE
Apopka, Florida

Pete Osdick Is Ill . . .
To the Editor: Desert Magazine readers
will be interested to know that Pete Osdick
(Desert, June '59) old-timer of Red Moun-
tain, California, is ill in the San Bernardino
County Hospital. He is able to see visitors
most of the time, but is very thin and weak.
ARDA HAENSZEL
San Bernardino, Calif.
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PICK-UP
CAMPERS

Is your step bumper
| | foo high?
[ 4™ |ADD A STEP

|| FOR CONVENIENCE
AND SAFETY

| POST PAID
IN CONT.
u.s.A.

INSTALLATION IS SIMPLE

® Easy to use

® No parts 1o lose

® No bolts or fasteners

® Holds flat—easy to store
Just.drill two 5" holes in your
rear step type bumper
according to instructions.

ADD Mtd, by

STEF‘

P.O. BOX 932
SAN FERNANDO, CALIFORNIA

ORDER DIRECT FROM FACTORY

CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS
4%, SALES TAX.

ADD
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ARMY OF EVIL — The
“Pilates” (in black dress)
and the masked
"Chapayekas’ prepare to
march on the church
{(background).

VERY EASTER for the past three centuries the
Yaqui Indians have re-enacted a complex and
primitive Passion Play. It has been little changed

since the early Yaquis of Mexico accepted the Christian
faith and combined their own rituals with the Catholic
mass and medieval miracle plays as taught to them by
the Jesuits.

We need not leave our own country to see this
drama, for the Yaquis who beginning in 1882 migrated
to southern Arizona as political refugees brought the
Play with them. Today the nucleus of this group in
America is found in Pascua Village, a 15-acre tract
entirely surrounded by the city of Tucson. About 700
Yaqui Indians live there. Their drama of the Crucifix-
ion and Resurrection along with the triumph of Good
over Evil, interwoven with the Catholic service for
Lent and Holy Week, is a tightly organized community

APRIL, 1960

YAQUI EAST

Photographs by
CHARLES W. HERBERT

enterprise. It expresses the deep religious motives of
its members, and demands of them hard work and
sacrifice.

Fariseos (Pharisees) and Caballeros (Horsemen)
are the two societies in charge of the ceremonies. Mem-
bers of the combined group are under vow to Jesus to
take the part of the wicked ones who crucified Him.
Leaders of the Fariseos are the “Pilates;” their masked
soldiers are known as “Chapayekas.” Together they
harass and bedevil the forces of good, search for Jesus
until they find Him in the Garden of Gethsemane,
crucify Him, and try to destroy the church. Defeated,
they turn on the effigy of their “saint,” Judas, burn
him at the stake, then rush into the church to rededi-
cate themselves to Christ. While performing evil deeds,

CONTINUED




The Forces

PASCOLA DANCERS stand guard over canvas

covered with leaves and flowers
(right foreground)—"ammunition”

that will be used to repel the Forces of Evil.

DEER
DANCER (left)
has a
strenuous role
in the Play,
for he must
demce for
cnyone who
50 requests.
After the
victory over
the Fariseo

. Army, he

dances all
afternocon end
night.

of Good...

(Continued)

these men carry rosaries, wear crosses and pray for
forgiveness for assuming the appearance of evil while
fulfilling their vows.

The church personnel, including the Maestros
(leaders of the church group), Sacrisants (Maestro
aids), choirs and men, women and children’s groups,
have specific parts in this purely Yaqui interpretation of
the Passion. Also on the side of the church are the
Deer Dancer, and the Pascola (“Old Men of the
Fiesta”) and Matachin (“Soldiers -of the Virgin™)
dance groups. The dancers not only amuse and enter-
tain the visitors, but fight against the forces of evil.
On Holy Saturday, the combined forces of Good—
with their potent ammunition of prayers, dances, songs,
music, leaves and flowers — successfully defend the
church and are victorious over the attacking Fariseo
Army.

On Easter morning the Resurrection is celebrated

MATACHIN DANCER is under vow to
the Blessed Virgin.

These dancers are called “Soldiers

of the Virgin,”

and wear head-dresses of bright

crepe paper. The Matachines do not
appear in the ceremonies

until the eve of Palm Sunday.

Then they guard the church, and dance
for an hour at g time—

all through the long night.
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“SAINT” JUDAS—On the morning
of Holy Saturday,

the Chapayekas enter with an
effigy of Judas riding a burre. In
mockery they parade

around the Way of the Cross

in the wrong direction.

DEVOTION TO JUDAS—Since the
Chapayekas are not

allowed to talk while wearing
their masks, they show

their devotion to Judas in
pcntomime—embracing him,
saluting him,

dancing around him and bowing
before him.

In the meantime they prepare

a pyre by hanging sacks of
inflammables on the back of the
supporting stick, and

placing cans of inflammables

at Judas' feet.

together by the weary members of the various groups.  shaking hands, thanking the others for their conscien-
P}\lhoult nU(IJ_n 1I:cy flurfn a Iz}trgc circIc‘ at the east-end of tious participation, and saying farewell.

[ aza for the closine “thank vou’ e £ : ) : .
ing in-the. conter, the. Head Macsro spedks of the That their Passion Play has not degenerated into
meaning of each role that has been played, and prays a tawdry commercial spcctalclc if pl?()[)f of the sincerity
for a special pardon for those who assumed the evil ~ and sturdy character of these Yaquis. But through the
roles. Then he gives an accounting of all the money  Years, pressure from crowds of onlookers has become
received and spent. The Fariseos and Caballeros then

form a line and march around the circle three times CONTINUED
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The Evil Fariseos Are Routed o ...
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THE FARISEOS
ATTACK—The 5
church bell rings and
the maestros

start singing the
"Gloria."”

The Fariseos race to
the church, but

are repulsed (above)
by the Pascolas
and others in the
Church group

who pelt them with
flowers, confetti and
dried leaves.

The Fariseos retreat
and reform rank.
Then they attack a
second time,

and «a third.
Defeated by the
Forces of Good, the
Fariseos rush

to the Judas pyre,
throw their masks,
swords and
daggers at its feet
and set it afire (right).
As Judas burns,

the Evil Ones are
rushed into the
church.
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PASCOLAS, wearing
their masks

as they must when
dancing to the

music of drum emd
flute, dance in front
of the church

in celebration of the
victory over Evil.

so great that the Indians have had to seek assistance
in order to maintain the play in its original form for
their own religious expression. Help came from the
local Chamber of Commerce in the form of donations
and an advisory committee to help the Yaquis work
out their secular problems.

Visitors are welcome if they come in a spirit of

APRIL, 1960

“SOLDIERS OF THE
VIRGIN" kneel in
front of the church
and give thanks

to the Virgin Mary,
then they jump

up and go into their
ceremonial

dance to celebrate
their triumph.

reverence. No admittance or parking fees are charged,
and spectators may make contributions only if they
wish to do so.

The photographs accompanying this article were
made with the permission and complete cooperation
of the Pascua officials. This permission is rarely given,
and visitors cannot make pictures without it.—END
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CAMELY . . .

i

¢ HE CAMEL,” a wag once said, “is an animal that
might have been put together by a committee.”

In the deserts of the Middle East the ungainly
appearance and the notoriously bad disposition of the
camel are ignored. The great beast is seen with a more
poetic eye. Camels there are “the ships of the desert”—
they have opened overland trade routes to distant and
mysterious lands. Caravans have bound countries and
people together in ways that have had strong influences
in history.

The caravan routes from the Mediterranean to India
and from the Persian Gulf to China, east of the Himalayas
and west of the Caspian Sea. made ancient Persia the cross-
roads of the world. The cultural interchange along these
routes decorated the Blue Mosque in Isfahan with a Chinese
flourish, and placed the Taj Mahal in Indian where Islam’s
greatest architectural triumph embellishes foreign soil. This
interchange scattered Greek coins in bazaars in towns
whose rubble even now sometimes gives them up intact,

The horse teamed up with man in prehistoric times,
but the camel first appeared as a domesticated animal
relatively recently. When he did arrive, the way of life
in the Middle East was changed. While it was the horse
that made the Persian armies formidable, it was the camel,
according to Hejrodotus, that spelled the difference be-
tween success and failure when Cyrus defeated Croesus,
the Lydian, thus swinging castward for the first time the
pendulum or power in the conflict between East and West.

Marco Polo followed to Cathay the caravan route
through Persia. Silks, spices, jewels and precious metals
were moving over the caravan routes, from China to
wealthy cities of Europe, centuries before the Portuguese
learned to navigate and started their earth-shaking chain

... ships of the desert

of explorations. These voyages led to the disappointing
discovery by Columbus of a land barrier between Europe
and China to the west.

In Asia and Africa, “modern times” have far from
climinated the camel as a carrier, although his “day™ may
be passing. In Iran one-third of all goods that move in
commerce more than 20 miles are carried by the camel.
The railroad, truck and bus cannot follow him over the
sand trails to the remote villages. In addition to his ability
to go for long periods without water, a camel requires only
a feeding of straw and to be grazed now and then on
seemingly barren hillsides. These beasts can carry great
loads 40 miles a day.

Southwestern United States missed most of the romance
that the camel might have brought to the American deserts.
The great age of the camel was passing before the white
man came to the Southwest, and the railroad and automo-
bile soon left the zoo as the only logical place for this
beast in all this region. Yet at least four attempts were
made to establish the camel here. The most colorful and
dramatic left the Hi Jolly marker near Quartzsite, Arizona.
The plaque there reads: “The last camp of Hi Jolly, born
somewhere in Syria, about 1828, died at Quartzsite, De-
cember 16, 1903. Came to this country February 10,
1856. Camel driver, packer, scout. Over thirty years a
faithful aid to the U. S. Government.”

Hi Jolly was originally Hadji Ali, and the man who
bore that name was the most colorful among the group of
camel drivers brought along by Major Henry C. Wayne,
U.S.A., and Lieutenant David D. Porter, U.S.N,, aboard
the stores ship “Supply.” to tend 33 camels on their voyage
from Egypt to Texas. The idea behind this expedition,
which was sponsored by Secretary of War Jefferson Davis,
was to form an Army Camel Transport Corps. The camels

Camel Caravan in lran.
In background

are the snow-clad
Elburz Mountains.
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had been obtained in Smyrna, Alexandria, Tunis and
Constantinople.

Once the camels had been delivered and acclimated,
Major Wayne turned them over to Lieutenant Edward F.
Beale, former Superintendent of Indian Affairs in Cali-
fornia, who had been commissioned to open a wagon road
from Fort Defiance to Southern California. It is interesting
to note in Major Wayne’s meticulous reports to the Secre-
tary of War that he had packed a mature male camel with
a load of 1256 pounds.

Despite the excitement that surrounded the passing of
Beale’s camel caravan all along the route from San Antonio
where the train departed June 25, 1857, to the Colorado
River where it arrived October 14 and on to Los Angeles,
the venture failed.

In 1863 the Army ordered the camels sold, and they
were auctioned and soon lost sight of, excepting some that
Lieutenant Beale, later General Beale of the Rancho “El
Tejon™ near Bakersfield, kept on his place. It is recorded
that he made a striking figure “in a sulky behind a tandem
of camels.”

[t was the order of President Lincoln in 1862 to start
work on a transcontinental railroad that sealed the doom
of the camel caravans. But, the Army's experience with
camels did not go unnoticed. A merchant in San Francisco,
Otto Eschp, imported three shipments of camels from
China in 1860 and 1861. These and the remnants of the
Army group were reported seen at various mining camps
and on expeditions and at work as far north as British
Columbia. Some of these animals found their way into
zoos, and as late as 1934 newspapers carried reports of
the death of the last of them in a zoo in Los Angeles.

Inevitably, legends grew about the camels. More than
40 years ago, around the campfires on the East Mesa in
Imperial County, California, we children used to be regaled
with stories of the camels that had been seen. Borrego
Valley was a favorite place for having seen a camel, as
were several isolated palm oases in northern Baja Califor-
nia, even whose names are now forgotten. The Chocolate
Mountains, then somehow more mysterious and romantic
than now, also were a fitting locale.

Old Mr. Benton had found one there, he said, after
hearing a camel bell in the night. Old Mr. Benton cer-
tainly was the most authentic prospector of that place and
during that day. He spent most of his time following his
burro in remote canyons looking for gold and finding it—
well, almost finding it. But even the children sensed that
sometimes old Mr. Benton embellished a story. Most of
the adults were as skeptical as their perceptions of the
feelings of old Mr. Benton would permit.

“He thought he heard a camel bell,” my mother ex-
plained afterward, “and then it was easy to see a camel
in the moonlight out there in that shadowy canyon.”

“Humpf!” was all that my father would say.

When old Mr. Benton came by a day or two later, one
of the ranch hands climbed to the first limb of a cotton-
wood tree. He shaded his eyes and peered out toward
the desert. “Yeah, here they come!” the lout yelled. “Six
of 'em coming over the Mesa, and Omar’s driving em too!”

Old Mr. Benton walked on, looking straight ahead.
[ felt so embarrassed that I followed him to his camp,
though I had set out with a different plan in mind. I sat

-#"k’v_;'" h J; !' ’.‘-_. :‘_ ".;—:
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on my heels on the ditch bank while old Mr. Benton made
a fire and put the coffee can on to boil. It was a long time
before he seemed to notice me.

Even at that time in our community, the story of Hi
Jolly was not unknown. Generally, the people did not
believe there were any camels left-over from the Beale
attempt, however, and they considered anyone who did
think so a hopeless romantic. Much later the story of
wild camels was periodically revived, but there has not
been an authenticated instance of the appearance of a
camel in our desert in many, many years.

It is good to think, in a quiet hour, that somewhere
north of Kerman bound for Mashed, a caravan swings
along through the Iranian desert, bearing a bundle of rugs,
some sacks of sugar, tinned tea, and perhaps a Hadji—a
pilgrim—returning from Mecca, his turban nodding in
the sun; the brass water jug dangling from his wrist clang-
ing now and then against the harness and waking the old
man from his drowse. Perhaps this too is shortly to pass,
for a railroad recently has been completed to Mashed. It
connects with Khoramshar at the head of the Persian Gulf
making for a much faster journey to Mecca. The railroad
is already having difficulty meeting the competition of
planes that fly directly to Mecca from Mashed, Teheran
and Isfahan.

There is no improvement without change, say we, in
justification of all that we have wrought. Ah, comes a
question faint as conscience: but does change always im-
prove? When it is easy to get to Mecca, will a pilgrimage
be so sure a guarantee of Paradise? It has always been
understood that those were most certain of reward who,
tried beyond endurance, left their bones by the caravan-
saries in the desert beyond the gates of the Holy City.—END

Camel Driver in
traditional coat. Sleeves
are ornamental.
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Mrs. Armer's first

“HIS FACE SHOWED THE SECURITY OF ESTABLISHED BELIEF”

BECAU!
By Lanta Adams Armer

America’s most distinguished—and sensitive—authorities
on the culture of the Navajos, based on her 1923-31 experiences in Arizona.

story,
“Navajeland in 1923,” appeared in the March Desert Magaxzine.

_f
{.)or my sake bluebird approaches.
For my sake bluebird approaches.
The rain sprinkles.
The corn comes up.
The rain sprinkles.
The rain descends.

The rain had been descending for
many weeks, not a gentle rain called
by the bluebird. Unprecedented storms
throughout the winter had caused the
Little Colorado River to flood. Armed
with paint, brushes, canvas and cam-
eras, I arrived at Sunrise Post on a
rainy day in February, 1924. Bridge
approaches were down. A veritable
lake stretched for miles over what
had been sagebrush-dotted sand. The
desert of water was more desolate
than the former dry land, what with a
few leafless cottonwoods rising gray
and deathlike out of the lake.

The tales that Navajos brought were
sad enough. Snakes and small rodents
swimming to high ground infested the
hogans. Strong men fighting the water
fell ill of pneumonia. OId Mary’s
young husband worked all night try-
ing to save the sheep which were
Mary’s. In two days he died of “no
lungs.”

The trader grew gloomy and gloo-
mier. He no longer told merry tales
of adventure. Only Roy, the young
interpreter and helper at the Post, kept
the courage of a son of pioneers. As
the water receded during the week a
gang of Navajos worked on the bridge
approaches. Roy watched the work
and reported progress. One day when
the storm was over and brilliant sun-
light shone on the muddy water, Roy
saw an automobile drive over the ap-
proach which was finished. He knew
that the opposite approach across the
river was still washed out.

“Stop that car or it will be wrecked!”
he shouted to a Navajo workman,
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HE TURQUOISE

The sky-blue stones dangling from her ears
symbolized the beauty of the trail

she had come to Arizona to follow...the trail
that led backward into the guarded

past of these nomadic people...the trail some
of the tribesmen resented her

taking, while others gave kindly encouragement

“It is a white man,” the Indian re-
plied. “Let the white man die in the
muddy water! Let all those white men
die!”

Roy warned the driver, then re-
turned to tell me what had happened.
I reassured him by insisting that the
feeling of enmity was individual. The
Indians had been mistreated by un-
scrupulous whites, but as a whole they
responded to decent treatment. We
were talking in the store. | was wear-
ing the blue turquoise earrings. Three
Navajos came in to trade. One looked
like a “Bad Injun.” He scowled when
he noticed the turquoisé hanging from
my ears. Making a motion toward
me as if he intended to tear the gems
away, he said to Roy:

“The white woman must not wear
the blue stones. They are Navajo.”

I continued to wear them, feeling
their magic. They were as alluring to
me as the song of Dawn Boy. wander-
ing with beauty all around him. They
were indispensable there at the Trad-
ing Post with muddy water all around.
Their blue, more brilliant than a sum-
_mer sky. helped me to forget the
vengeful attitude of the two disgruntled
Indians.

In a week’s time the bridges over
the Little Colorado River were passa-
ble. My host planned a Sunday trip
to Winslow to get certain supplies for
his housekeeping. 1 sat down near
the fireplace to cogitate upon my at-
tempt to find the “trail of beauty” that
had brought me here. In the late
afternoon the trader arrived. He was
in the best of spirits. The gloom of
the last weeks was gone. He added
a leaf to the dining table and spread
a clean white sheet upon it. He apolo-
gized for not having a tablecloth,
saying:

“The wifie took all the linen to Los
Angeles with her. Now, we're going
to have a real dinner. I'm a first-rate
salad maker. Just give me a head of
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lettuce. some olive oil and lemons, a
can of lobster, also ditto of petit pois,
and I ask no more.”

With warm hospitality he brought
forth the precious imported articles
he had bought in Winslow. He made
a salad of these delicacies so difficult
to obtain in the wilderness. He opened
a can of chicken and even provided a
good cake. It was a feast. We ate
happily. After dinper we sat by the
fireplace and conversed. I went on
with my watercolor copies of the de-
signs in the rugs made by the Navajo
women. Logs in the fireplace glowed
genially. Added to the acrid smell of
cottonwood smoke, a strong muttony
flavor emanated from a group of four
or five Indians conversing with Roy.
They were a piratical-looking lot, in

“HAPPILY THE CHIEFS WILL REGARD YOU”

vari-colored velveteen jackets and tur-
quoise jewelry. One wore a fur hat
in the style of an carly trapper. An-
other’s black hair was encircled by a
red bandana. A third topped his lithe
six feet with an added foot of peaked
Stetson felt.

The Indians had been lured in from
the outer cold, urged by curiosity to
see the white woman who possessed
picture books of Navajo lore. [ had
with me Washington Matthews' ac-
count of the Mountain Chant which
proved an unending source of interest
to those neophytes who were studying
to become medicine men. There, in
undisputed color and exact design,

were  reproductions  of  their sacred
sand paintings.  White magic that,
which gave the Indians a sense of
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psychic security. They felt at home.
When 1 asked for explanations of the
patterns woven into the rugs, an old
silversmith who proved to be a medi-
cine man as well, volunteered to tell
what he knew. He said that a certain
four-armed figure against a white back-
ground was Tsisnadzini, the sacred
mountain of the east. Another pattern
he called clouds on a summer sky,
white on a gray-blue background.
Only a medicine man could interpret
these designs for they were derived
from the sacred sand painting lore.
As the old man waxed enthusiastic
over his self-appointed task, a surly
fellow who had had too evident con-
tact with the whites at the railroad,
announced that the story-teller should
be paid because the curious white
woman would make money. Roy si-
lenced him. He had no influence on
the inspired silversmith who answered:

“Some people do not believe. She
believes because she loves the beauti-
ful. She wears the turquoise.”

Spontaneously we two clasped hands
as artist to artist. [ felt that [ was
nearing the beautiful trail. My happi-
ness was complete. 1 said to the trader:

“I can never thank you enough for

L

providing this opportunity. It is the
contact [ needed.”

The road to the north was open.
It was time to move on toward Oraibi,
the Hopi village sixty miles away. In
the previous summer I had noticed
scraggly peach trees growing against
the bare rocks of Pumpkin Hill. How
thrilling they would be when they burst
into pink bloom! I must sketch the
old trees whose ancestors had come
out of Spain with the conquistadores.

Roy’s people at a small post north
of us invited me to stay with them for
a few days. Life at Williams Post kept
to an even tenor. Only once did my
activities disturb it. I was painting a
tired-looking mare, with an end-of-
the-trail droop, beside a rickety hogan
with desert stretching to distant red
mesas. The weather was beastly cold,
my fingers numb by the time I entered
the store to rest. There, Mr. Williams
informed me that the Navajo who
owned the pony said that I had cast
a spell upon it. The animal was sick.

“It looks to me like a case of bots,”
he added. “I'm getting a pint of tur-
pentine to pour down its throat. You'd
better keep out of sight. If the pony
gets worse, the Indian will blame you.”

LAURA ARMER'S PAINTING, “THE MOON BEARER"
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Out of sight I kept, pondering over
the accusation of witchcraft. After an
hour or two the smiling owner of the
bewitched animal entered the room
with Mr. Williams. “Yahtay, Yahtay!”
exclaimed the Navajo.

“That means O.K. The mare has
just foaled. Now, this superstitious
native wishes you to paint the off-
spring. He says you're a good medi-
cine woman, bring him good luck,”
explained the trader.

The Indian stood looking at the
painting, repeating: “Yahtay, Yah-
tay.” He pointed to the ears of the
mare indicating that they were too
long and made the pony look like a
mule. He clasped my hand as he was
about to leave. Gazing at the blue
earrings, he said reverently:

“Nezhoni,” . . . beautiful.

The news of a white-haired medi-
cine woman wearing blue-sky stones
spread over the country. The Indians
were willing to pose in front of the
camera. Red Hat wanted me to paint
his wife. I wondered if he hoped that
the elderly Sarah would produce a
Navajo Isaac to be the pride of his
old age.

One day there came riding on a
winter-coated pony an old medicine
man who must have been four-score-
ten or more. He was bedecked with
turquoise, white shell and coral neck-
laces. He wore turquoise in his ear
lobes. A tobacco pouch hung from
a leather strap across his right shoul-
der, the strap closely set with silver
studs. A leather bow-guard on his
right wrist indicated that the ancient
one had once hunted with bow and
arrow. The buckskin moccasins came
nearly to his knees and were bound
with woven scarlet garters. Altogether
he looked like a traveling museum of
classic old-time Navajo jewelry.

When asked to sit on the Trading
Post steps to be photographed his dig-
nity was great, his pride in his trap-
pings so evident that he rolled his
calico pants to the knees to expose the
fringed garters. When I stepped close
to him to adjust an unruly fold in his
jacket, I was vehemently repulsed. I
learned then and there that a Navajo
resents being touched. His person is
sacred. Just such an old man it must
have been in the beginning, who
begged to carry the moon across the
sky. His face showed the security of
established belief. He stood for all
the warrior strength of the ancients;
all the secret wisdom of a nomad race.
—End of Part [I. Next installment:
“A Visit to the Hopi”
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DATURA

.. . 0 deadly killer weed shows off its
rare beauty in the desert home garden

by Jdalia C. Mclver

ILL OR CURE? Depends on
how you treat the lowly Jimson
Weed of Western folklore. Like

many beautiful garden plants — fox-
gloves, solanums and oleanders—da-
tura is a drug plant containing power-
ful alkaloids. Every home-gardener
takes some risk in cultivating this plant,
letting unseen dangers be over-shad-
owed by visible beauty. But, this is
not the whole story, for as a drug
plant, datura has its good points as
well as its bad, and in any case the
drugs — atropine and hyoscyamine
are concentrated in a few parts of the
plant, and datura is not dangerous ex-
cept when those parts are eaten. Thus,
it offers danger to children and pets.
In India, where datura originates,
mothers-in-law are commonly disposed
of by being fed the seeds of this wicked
beauty, which first make them blind
and then take their lives. Yet, curi-
ously, atropine, obtained from the
leaves and seeds of datura, is used to
dilate the eyes for optical treatment.
Its medical use is also widely known
in the treatment of asthma to relieve
bronchial spasm. Many ocean voy-
agers owe a pleasant crossing to atro-
pine when it is made up.as a drug
for overcoming motion-sickness.
Datura’s narcotic properties did not
go unnoticed by the Indians of the
Southwest. The Zuni still use the
powdered root of datura in their rain
ceremonies. Mohave Indians —
“Dreamers of the Colorado River’—
drank a concoction of datura to bring
on visions and hallucinations. Pueblo
doctors used the root of the plants for
an anesthetic. The Cahuilla and other
California Indians made use of the
plant in their initiation rites for boys
stepping over the threshold into man-
hood. The medicine men of the Hual-
apai Indians of Arizona would utter
oracular prophesies while intoxicated
by a datura brew. The Paiutes made
an intoxicant from datura seeds.
Death in modern times from datura
is not restricted to Asia, for Southwest-
ern ranchers and farmers lose stock
when hungry cattle and goats eat young
datura plants, Because of this, there
has been a concentrated drive in the
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Southwest to eradicate the four main
species of datura found here: Datura
meteliodes (which grows throughout
the Southwest and northern Mexico);
Datura discolor (found on the Low
Desert of California); Datura tatula
(“purple thorn apple”—a tropical na-
tive now widely distributed in Califor-
nia); and Datura stramonium (also
known as “Jimson weed”). Datura
has a string of aliases: angel’'s trum-
pet, moon flower and Jamestown weed,
to mention a few.

Datura’s double nature will make
eradication almost impossible, for the
various species have great beauty and
are sought for landscape plantings in

some of the loveliest Southwest gar-
dens, whose owners prize the plant’s
beauty and ignore its danger,

“Plant datura and make friends,” is
the way one of my gardener friends
puts it. “I've had people knocking at
my door at all hours wanting to know
the name of all those beautiful flowers
in the front yard. A plant with as
many as 100 beautiful flowers is bound
to attract attention.”

The garden varieties of datura are
cultivated as annuals. These plants
like full sunshine and good drainage.

They should be planted about three
feet apart. Varieties include D. metel,
an annual with white, blue, yellow and
red blooms; D. suaveolens, a tall shrub
with white blooms—the common an-
gel's trumpet; and D. meteloides, a
tender perennial with rose tinted white
flowers. The latter plant is grown
commercially as a medicinal herb.
One datura variety, D. chlorantha,
with double yellow blossoms, grows
to a height of 60 inches, with dark
green glossy leaves. Sometimes the
blossoms are cream or purple in color.
The flowering season is early summer
through late fall. The trumpet-like
blossoms, similar in shape and size to

THE LOWLY JIMSON WEED IN A NEW SETTING

the Easter Lily, stand rather upright
over the top of the foliage. On a well-
nourished plant there may be from 10
to 100 blooms open at one time.

Some of the ornamental datura
plants, if protected in winter, will do
well in any garden. Plantings in large
pots or tubs should be brought indoors
before the first frost.

The larger seed houses have carried
datura seeds for some time, but popu-
larity of the plant has diminished
through the years. Today it is hard
to find seeds on the market.—EeND
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and other wildlife of th'__‘e:.Santa Rosa Mountains made by
W. L. WIEDERHOEFT
during the California Department of Fish & Game's

PERSPIRING STOP in the dry
A wash bottom was in order. |

was in a desert canyon of the
Santa Rosa Mountains of Southeast-
ern California—and it was June. |
sat down by the side of the trail to
regroup enough of my fast-dwindling
energy to reach my assigned goal—a
desert spring where 1 was to make a
count of bighorn sheep.

I was one of a half-dozen “spotters™
on this California Department of Fish
and Game assignment. Our job was
to ascertain bighorn population trends,
check the condition of the animals—
to obtain all possible information on
the sheep as well as other game in the
arca. Rams, ewes, yearlings and lambs
were to be tallied, the age of rams
estimated. We were to report on the
condition of forage and water in the
mountains,

My trail was an easy one to follow.
It was an old worn Indian route still
fmarked by stone “ducks.” Tracks and
3

S
“. . . | SCANNED THE SKYLINE AND
SAW A SHEEP STANDING ON A ROCK.”

18

summer sheep count

signs showed that the trail's only traf-
fic at present came from coyote, deer
and bighorn. Along one rim [ saw
chukar partridge tracks, and farther
on, in the wash bottom, | came across
the feathers of an adult chukar—evi-
dently where another creature had
found the bird. There were coyote
scats along the trail; a check showed
most of them composed of juniper and
manzanita berries, though a few were
darker, indicating a higher content of
animal protein.

The main wash had also contained
the lower jawbone and part of the
vertebra column of a bighorn ewe (as
indicated by part of a nearby horn).
Cause of demise was unknown, but
evidently occurred a number of years
prior to my visit,

I rose to start back up the trail, but
my wandering eye settled on a slow-
moving form. Twenty yards away a
bighorn ram slowly stepped from be-
hind a large rock, then vanished be-
hind a wash bank. The dark gray
ram had three-quarter curl horns.

Lethargy vanished! After allowing
enough time to make sure the ram
would not reappear farther on. 1
slipped off my pack and searched for
him. But not enough energy had re-
turned; [ soon gave up. Then 1 in-
vestigated the probability that the
sheep had been at water. Sure enough,
a spring was found within feet of
where | had seen him.

Our encounter had come at 6:45
in the late afternoon. Light was be-
ginning to wane in the canyon bottom,
and because darkness would soon be
upon me, | hurried to set-up camp. |
filled two canteens at the ram’s spring,
then searched for a good place to camp
on the opposite wash bank. Not with-

out effort a flat rockless campsite was
found. It was ideal for observing the
waterhole and whatever activity would
take place there.

Three stones formed a hearth for
a tiny flame of dry twigs. Then I
rolled-out my sleeping bag and called
it a day. But I soon discovered that
I was not alone at the campsite. I felt
an insect crawl up my leg. 1t bit—
hard! Some of his friends arrived to
deliver their welcoming bites. 1 lit a
match and saw that the ground was
covered with a mobile mass of large
ants armed with heavy mandibles. Dis-
cretion on my part seemed wiser than
stubbornness, and retreat was made
to a rockier but less-heavily populated
arca. Several times during the night
clattering sounds and falling rocks in-
dicated hoofed animals moving nearby.

The following morning was clear
and promised the same high tempera-
tures of the day before. Hot weather
is the best time to count sheep, for
they collect at waterholes during the
summer. With dead maguey stalks I
made a framework over some bould-
ers, and my sleeping bag was trans-
formed into a combination blind and
awning,

About 5:45 a.m. calls of mountain
quail and Gambels quail were heard.
Chukars called several times, but none
came in to water, nor were they heard
again. Shortly after sunrise the pro-
cession of mountain quail from the
oak-pinyon country began down the
rock - slide to the waterhole. The
groups numbered from two to 25 birds,
and all were noisy. The birds happily
visited one another as they made their
way over and around the sun-weath-
ered boulders.

Shortly after 9 o'clock I went to
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the spring to fill my canteens, and
discovered that quail could come down
into water without being observed
from my vantage point, so I moved
my bulky awning to a more strategic-
ally-located rock-pile about 60 yards
from the water. About 10:30 I saw
a pair of Gambel's quail with one
half-grown chick. They were hunting
rock shade. That was the last activity
I observed until 4:35 in the afternoon.
The heat was great and the sun blister-
ing. No animals or birds stirred in
my canyon oven.

At 4:35 I scanned the skyline and
saw a sheep standing on a rock. Its
shaded side was ultramarine blue, its
sunlit side white. Only when it turned
its head so the horn-mass darkened
with shadow was it discernible as a
ram. At 5 p.m. it butted a maguey
stalk, then slowly walked off the rock
and out of sight over the ridge.

Next morning a large forked-horn
buck deer came to the water, then
worked his way up the nose of the
ridge to the mountain top. His horns
were in velvet and he was reddish of
coat. At 8:05 falling rocks heralded
the approach of a group of four deer
to the spring. All were large bucks
with antlers in velvet. They avoided
getting nearer than four or five feet
of one another, and when one would
lower his head threateningly toward
the deer ahead, the latter animal hur-
riedly increased the distance between
them.

When the deer reached the spring,
my scent threw them into wild-eyed
alarm. They searched the surround-
ings closely. Houndlike, with muzzle
to the ground, one of the deer followed
my scent until he lost it in dry sand.
Finally reassured, they drank, then fed
and wandered about on the rock slide.
Boldly they crossed loose rock, and
when an animal above the others
started rocks falling, those below
bounded out of the way. All these
deer were alike in heaviness of shoul-
der, depth of brisket and exceptionally
heavy forearm muscles. I wonder if
these traits are developed as racial
characteristics by these rugged moun-
tains.

The smallest buck seemed constant-
ly out of sorts; possibly this was his
area and the others were intruders.
Once he faced another buck and both
reared and struck each other with
sharp forefeet. The larger deer broke
off this engagement and bounded down
the slide. The smaller one slowly
climbed the mountainside in the di-
rection from whence they had come,
stopping often to look back, still grum-
py. The others dropped into the wash
bottom and fed on the green growth.
Deer actions, I jotted in my notebook,
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are more nervous and flighty than
those of the deliberate bighorn.

Toward noon, as the heat pushed
itself heavily against the canyon walls,
I figured activity would cease, as it
had the day before. But a clatter of
rocks announced a large ram, already
nearing the spring, coming at a trot.
He went right to the water. Though
he was out of my sight, I could hear
him sucking the water into his throat.
After five minutes he clambered on

top of a boulder and watched me from
50 yards away, turning his head when-
ever his heavy horns obstructed his
vision. He lapped his lower lip with
his tongue. He was light ash gray in
color—even to the horns which had
a three-quarter curl and five growth
rings. At times his back ridge line
showed a hint of tan. At 12:20 he
went to the wash bottom to water
again, then watched me from 85 yards
away. Again the impression was of a
sleek massive body on slim legs, which,
along with the head, are rawboned
rather than tapering as in the deer. At
12:25 he started up the mountain,
choosing to pick his way up the rock
slide. He paused occasionally to peer
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about, never ran, and soon went over
the rim out of sight, about 500 feet
up.

At 2:45 1 left the blind to go to the
water and startled a drinking ewe. She,
too, was clear gray, but much smaller
and more lightly-built than the ram,
particularly light in the hind quarters,
and her horns were slender and goat-
like. After my intrusion she bounced
to the safety of the bank about us, but
not at breakneck speed, and arriving
there she stopped and looked back,
before moving on. Once from the top
of a large rock heap she watched me
for some time. Then she went up the
hill.

I did a little exploring at dusk and
a dozen adult Gambel's quail were
flushed from roosts in a thicket of
desert willow. Several great-horned
owls flew from rock ledge to rock
ledge and gave continual rasping
chirps. Underfoot, tree frogs scur-
ried mouselike in short quick hops
from cover to cover. During the day
they trilled from the spring, California
jays, ash - throated flycatchers, and
wrens were birds familiar to me, but
a number of lemon-yellow Scott’s ori-
oles which sang and perched on ma-
guey stalks were a special treat, for
I had seldom seen them in this coun-
try previously.

That night a coyote howled. I en-
joyed his brief song. In the ravine his
yapping picked up eerie awesome tones
from the canyon walls,

What chance would a bighorn have
against a coyote? An experience I had
in the Chuckawalla Mountains of
Southeastern California convinced me
that coyotes are no threat to sheep. 1
was exploring the Chuckawallas with
my year-old Norwegian elkhound when
we caught sight of a fleeing big-
horn ewe and its tiny lamb. The dog
darted in immediate pursuit, and on
the slope it came up to within 10 feet
of the lamb. But when the larger
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rocks were reached, both bighorns
bounded from rock to rock and gained
distance on the pursuing dog. The
lamb went over the ridge and out of
sight, but the ewe stopped a hundred
yards from where it had started to
run away from my elkhound. She
turned, arched her neck and brought
forward spiked horns,

The dog came to a halt and half-
turned, uncertain. The ewe quickly
made up the dog’s mind. She ad-
vanced with deliberativeness. The dog
retreated, but the ewe stayed right on
its flank and bumped it twice with her

spread horns. The left horn of one
was smaller than his right. The big-
gest ram began to drink and the other
two trotted up. All three tried to
drink simultaneously, and side-butted
and pushed for access to the best
basin, for there was little water.
Twice two rams came face to face,
and each time they lowered heads and
banged horns with a loud impact, but
seemingly without animosity or ill ef-
fect. Perhaps this was their form of
salutation. Soon the biggest ram

moved to the top of a boulder 20 feet
up. He must have spied me then, for

“THE EWE QUICKLY MADE UP THE DOG’'S MIND. SHE ADVANCED WITH DELIBERATIVENESS.”

head. The second bump sent the dog
sideways off a large rock. Here the
elkhound growled, but didn’t slow
down its flight and ran to where I was
standing, The bighorn stood for some
time about 30 feet away from us, bob-
bing her head purposefully. Finally
she turned and walked back to the
ridge top, then followed the crestline
to where her baby was waiting.

The ewe had not seemed highly
angered with the dog, merely irritated
and seemingly determined to put the
canine on the right track. It seemed
to me, too, that she did not try to
harm the dog, although had they been
on a precipice it would have been the
end for my elkhound.

The following morning, after sev-
eral hours of fruitless scanning, I
started back. Despite the heat and
ants I was sorry to leave the tranquil
canyon. Actually I had never been
alone here, nor was I lonely.

Just as I was leaving the tank I re-
ceived a farewell treat—a large big-
horn appeared a mere 15 yards away.
I froze. On the bank above 1 saw
two more, both gray, both with three-
quarter curl horns.

Whereas the previous day’s ram had
a thin goatlike face and close horns,
these had short thick faces and wide-
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the two other animals leaped up the
same bank. I stepped out and after
a bit they walked and trotted to a
trail. Once there they stopped to
watch me make my awkward way back
to another world.

There is a footnote to my story that
is both significant and revealing. It
shows how time has changed man’s at-
titude toward the rare bighorn.

Many years ago in the Anza Desert
south of the Santa Rosa Mountains
there lived a settler who had a taste
for barbecued bighorn. He offered an

Indian friend “a dollar for every big-
horn you bring me.”

The Indian knew of a hidden seep
in the mountains — a vital watering
place for the sheep and therefore a
perfect place to hunt the animals. In
time the Indian brought in over a
hundred sheep to the settler.

In later years the Indian showed
the settler’s two sons his sheep seep,
and they also jealously kept its loca-
tion to themselves as a good hunting
place. When the settler’s sons passed
from youth into middle age most of
this area was included within the
boundaries of Anza State Park and
poaching on the sheep severely dis-
couraged.

Finally, the two guardians of the
secret of the seep spoke of it to several
friends who delighted in jeeping over
the desert. The settler’s sons even ac-
companied two of the desert explorers
to the sheep waterhole. Wetness
seeped from seams in the rock, but
there was no standing water. To ob-
tain moisture, the larger animals re-
sorted to licking the moist rocks—or
digging for it in the not-always-moist
sand. The men got out their equip-
ment, and the beating of metal on
rock rang out in the canyon. It was
slow work, but after several hours two
pockets were chipped out of the boul-
der under the face of the spring. Into
each of these “tanks” trickled a quart
of water — considerably more than
nothing.

Several more times in the following
months the men returned. After more
work with hammer and gad, the two
pockets held over a gallon of water.
The men plan further trips into the
area to increase the size of the tanks.

Now the water seep will help save
the sheep, increase their numbers and
enable them to water away from more
exposed areas where poachers might
get them. At least that is the hope
of the two who chiseled the water
tanks at the seep.—END
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Summary of Sheep Surveys

What has the Department of Fish and Game learned from its
bighorn sheep surveys of 1953, '58 and '59 in the Santa Rosa Moun-
tains? Bonnar Blong, F&G Game Manager stationed at Idyllwild,

1. The bighorn sheep range is generally below 4000 feet eleva-

2. Water distribution in the summer months appears to limit the
size of the total bighern population. In '59 a number of the springs
were dry and the sheep had left these areas.

3. The bighorn population in these mountains has as many adult

4, The low percentage of lambs that survive indicates the popu-

5. Total population of bighorms in the Santa Rosas is estimated
at 350—a figure the Department considers “‘conservative.”

DESERT MAGAZINE






