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PAPAGUERIA,
THE DOMAIN OF THE PAPAGOS

By FATHER BONAVENTURE OBLASSER, O.F.M.
We have often been told of the nomadic Papagos. Even

our good senator, the Hon. Henry F. Ashurst, has expressed
his opinion that the Papagos are good natured, peaceable
nomads. In fact he still adheres tenaciously to this opinion.

Carl Lumholtz visited the Papago country about 1910.
He published the results of his brief study in New Trails in
Mexico, 1912. He states:

The greater part of the tribe never could be induced to live in pueblos
or villages, which was always the policy of the Spanish missionary. In
spite of the efforts of the Jesuits and Franciscans the Papagos are still
living in their rancherias as of old, half nomadic in habit, resorting in
the winter to the Sierras, where water is more plentiful and where their
cattle, horses, mules, and donkeys find good grazing ground. In the sum-
mer they move to the broad, flat valleys to devote themselves to agri-
culture, which is made possible by the aid of the showers that fall in July
and August.'

Carl Lumholtz represents the opinion of those who class
the Papagos as "half nomadic," which would mean roaming
within a small area to suit weather conditions, as is the case
with the Navajos.

Both opinions fall short of the truth. Lumholtz spent
but part of a year in the Papago domain; I met him at the
Pima villages on his return from the desert. Since his state-
ment that the Jesuits and Franciscans made efforts to gather
the Papagos away from their rancherfas is not a historical
fact, we can see that he was not very careful about the state-
ments in the rest of the paragraph.

The truth is that the Papagos have lived in permanent
villages, since before the advent of the white man. Every
one of these villages had attached to it what we might call
emergency villages embracing field locations, waterholes,
cactus groves, mesquite forests, acorn plots, localities for
gathering basket materials, etc. The village proper was built
of houses of a more permanent construction than those found

1 p. 25.	
3
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in the emergency villages. The Papago villages consisted
of permanent houses, which were built on a uniform plan.
They were of such permanency that some of the larger coun-
cil houses are still extant, as at Santa Rosa, Pisinemo, and
Anegam. The custom of destroying houses at the death of
the owner accounts for the lack of more examples. In Span-
ish literature, the villages of the Papagos are at times styled
pueblos, but more frequently they are referred to as ranche-
rias. The word rancherfa implies a house construction notably
less perfect than that of the Spaniards. It is, therefore, not
correct to make an essential distinction between the words
pueblo, village, and rancherfa.

At the time of the Gadsden Purchase the Papago villages,
excluding San Xavier del Bac near Tucson, were: Kwahate,
Anegam, Santa Rosa, Kaka, Mesquite, Komali, Tecolote,
Kupk, Gueva, and Perigua. Just over the Mexican boundary
there were Sonoyta and Quitovac. To complete our list we
must mention a group of nomadic Papagos who lived in the
badlands of Arizona, the stretch of desert west of the Papago
Reservation and south of the Gila River and extending to the
Gulf. These are the "Sand Papagos," called Arenenos by
the Spaniards.

Owing to changes of conditions since 1852, many emer-
gency villages have become permanent. This accounts for
the sixty-two inhabited villages aggregating 1,013 houses
with a total population of 5,560 persons recorded by Mr.
Clotts. But these new villages still form one unit with the
parent village, holding their grazing and certain other lands
in common.

The eleven American Papag-o villages mentioned above
as forming the parent rancherfas of the reservation still form
with their offspring villages that many districts. The bound-
aries between their lands are well defined, as they have been
for ages past. The statement then that grazing lands
throughout the Papaguerfa seem to have been common to the
entire tribe regardless of village affiliations is not correct.

Furthermore, every part of the Papago country is the part
of some village community. The present arbitrary reserva-
tion does not include all the land continually occupied by the
Papagos since the Gadsden Purchase.
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With these remarks forming a preface to our treatise for
its better understanding, let us trace the existence of a few of
the Papago pueblos back through the pages of history.

SAN XAVIER DEL BAC—INHABITED MORE THAN TWO
CENTURIES

Let us turn back to Civil War days. In 1864 Mr. Browne'
in the company of Charles D. Poston, the first Indian Com-
missioner for the Territory of Arizona, visited the village.
His impressions were printed in Harper's New Monthly
Magazine, December, 1864. He tells us:

On the 19th of January we set forth on our journey with an escort of
thirty men, belonging td Company G, California Volunteers, under com-
mand of Lieutenant Arnold. . . . Nine miles from Tucson we came to
the fine old mission of San Xavier del Bac. . . . A village of Papago In-
dians, numbering some two or three hundred souls, partially surrounds the
mission. . . . As far back as our knowledge of the Papagos extends they
have been a peaceable, industrious and friendly race. They live here, as
they lived two centuries ago, by cultivating the low grounds in the vicinity,
which they make wonderfully productive by a system of irrigation. . .
The Papagos . . . are orginally a branch of the Pimos, and speak the same
language. . . . On one occasion, when the principal chiefs and braves were
away gathering patayah in the desert, the old men and boys of the tribe
kept at bay, and finally beat off, a band of over two hundred Apaches
who made a descent upon the village.

In 1855 U. S. Commissioner, Major William H. Emory,
called at San Xavier. Thus he could make the following
statements in Chapter VI of his "Report on the United States
and Mexican Boundary Survey" (describing the Gadsden
Purchase) :

. . There are in this territory four settlements: one the Mesilla Val-
ley settlement, containing about fifteen hundred inhabitants. . . . At
Tucson there is a settlement consisting of about seventy families. . . .
South of Tucson there is a small settlement at San Xavier of semi-civilized
Indians, called Papagoes.

In the second part of the report on page 19, in describing
the geology Of the country, he states:

Approaching the town of San Xavier, noted for its superb church con-
trasting strangely with the mud hovels surrounding it, we came upon run-
ning water. . . .

J. Ross Browne, Tire Apache Country, p. 139.
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Coming to 1826, we find the following entry in an old
register, now in the archives of the Bishop of Tucson: Under
date of November 16, 1826, Fr. Rafael Diaz attests to the

marriage of "Tomas Barrios de la rancheria de Santa Ana
agregado a este pueblo con Maria Candelaria Trinidad." The

pueblo referred to is San Xavier, since the writer signs his
name as that of its missioner.

An inventory, dated 1768, from the archives of Querétaro
College bears the signature of the chief of the pueblo of San
Xavier, thus showing that the old town was in existence at
that time.

Under date of January 3, 1754, the church register of the
old Guevavi Mission contains the following entry signed by
Frco. Pauer: " . . . visité el Pueblo de San Xavier y bautizé."
Thereupon follows a long list of Indians baptized, including
the child of Chief Havanimo, one of the leaders in the re-
bellion of November, 1751. Under date of July 17 men-
tion is made of the Chief of San Xavier.

Bolton's translation of Padre Kino's Favores Celestiales
brings us back to April 26, 1700.

Having arrived at this great rancheria of San Xavier del Bac . . . we
killed six beeves of the three hundred which they were tending for me
here. . . . They had also a good field of wheat which was beginning to
head, and during the following days they planted for the church a large
field of maize, which they had previously cleared. 3

In the same work Dr. Bolton tells us of the first visit of a
white man to this village on August 23, 1692. Padre Kino
writes:

I went in to the Sobaipuris of the north. . . . I found the natives very
affable and friendly, and particularly so in the principal rancheria of San
Xavier del Bac, which contains more than eight hundred souls.4

The earlier records call the Pima Indians of the Santa Cruz
and the San Pedro valleys "Sobaipuris."

We have thus traced the existence of San Xavier as a vil-
lage to almost a century before the birth of our own republic.

3 Herbert Eugene Bolton, Kino's Historical Memoir of Pinzeria Alta, Vol.
I, p. 234.
ibid., p. 122.
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KOMALI VILLAGE

The pueblo of Cumaro claims the valley west of the Babo-
quivari Mountains. One of its watering places was located
at the foot of the highest peak. Kino met the Indians here.
So did Browne and Poston in 1864. But their pueblo was
located at the mountains or hills called Komali by the In-
dians, but marked on the map as Sierra de Las Animas. The
remains of an ancient adobe fortification can still be seen. So
too the remains of a square stone enclosure used for their
dances and ceremonies. The number of ancient graves cov-
ering the Komali Mountains testifies to the antiquity of the
settlement. The first mention of Cumaro is by Pedro Fages
in his diary:
1781, Wednesday, October 3

We broke camp in the morning . . . and, continuing our march
over level, well grassed land, arrived at a place which the soldiers
called Cumaro, where we halted after travelling eight leagues.
There were several pools of water, sufficient for the people and
the horses. Distance from Pitic, 94 leagues.

The village remained concentrated at this location during
the following century. We meet with an occasional mention
of it in the Sacaton agency archives. It would not join in
with the revolt of the Cobota-Tecolote Pueblo against the
Mexicans in the early fifties. The pueblo had fields scattered
over the full length of the Baboquivari Valley, from Little
Tucson Hill down to Corner Village, near the modern San
Miguel. After the Apache menace had been overcome by
the American government, these Indians commenced to live
permanently at their fields, and so the villages of Little Tuc-
son, Topawa, Cold Fields, and Corner came into existence as
permanent ones. The Komali village of today consists of the
fields closest to the ancient pueblo. This latter, located west
of the hill, has been deserted for some thirty years.

TECOLOTE

This pueblo is not mentioned by the early Spanish explor-
ers, but when this country was taken over by the United
States, it was a large, flourishing community. Its members
are still the wealthiest of the tribe, being the best cattlemen.
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Their territory adjoins that of Komali. Together with
these people they claimed water rights at the foot of Babo-
quivari as an emergency village site. Shortly before the
arrival of Colonel Emory, they made their last stand against
the Mexicans; they were defeated and dispersed.

When Emory made his survey he noted the village of
Cobota. This was a fortified mountain village of Tecolote,
some ten miles to the north. The old men still relate a stiff
fight with Apache marauders at this place.

Emory gives an interesting description of Papago ran-
cherfas in this vicinity. He says:

They are generally situated some distance from water, as there seems
to be a superstition about living near it; the women, who do all the labor,
have to bring it in ollas, or earthen vessels, a long way, bearing it on their
heads. They are compelled to keep very large ones filled, which are sunk
in the ground, and capable of holding a great many gallons. This tribe
is comparatively well off in worldly goods; they plant and grow corn and
wheat, and possess cattle and many fine horses. . . . From the suwarrow
(Cereus Gigauteum) and pitaya they make an excellent preserve by simply
boiling the fruit down without sugar, and also a candy of the same mate-
rial. . . . The women are better dressed than most Indian women; they
all wear skirts of manta or calico, covering the body from the hips down.
They appear to be a good, quiet, and inoffensive tribe. 5

The report contains another instructive passage:

The line, after crossing a desert of about seventeen miles, strikes a com-
paratively low and narrow sierra, composed chiefly of porphyry and
amygdaloid rock. This sierra presents two vertical peaks, rising up like a
pair of horns, which constitute natural monuments for the line as it falls
between them. It is a northerly continuation of the Cordillera Cobota,
so called by the Papago Indians who have several fixed settlements here.
. . . The Sierra Arteza and Soni lie, respectively, southeast and north-
west; the former in the United States, the latter in Mexico, both well
known and famous among the natives as being remarkably auriferous. . . .
The Papagos claim this region and from the time they first learned to
appreciate the value of gold to the present day, have continued to prospect
successfully!'

Another emergency village of Tecolote was Pozo Verde.
Mr. Browne tells about his visit in 1864.

"Report on the United States and Mexican Boundary Survey," p. 123.
6 Ibid., p. 71.
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Pozo Verde, or Green Wells, was our next encampment after leaving
Zazabi. 7 . . . We arrived at the Pozo Verde about two P. M. . . . The
Boundary Commission spent some weeks at this point recruiting their ani-
mals and making exploratoins in the vicinity. The water is contained in
a sort of pit or natural tank. .. . A few hundred yards from the well is an
adobe fort built by the Papago Indians as a protection to their frontier vil-
lage and grazing range.. . . In former years it was frequented a good deal
by Apache bands, but the Papagoes generally came off victorious in the
battles that ensued. At this time they rarely appear except in squads of
three of four, who descend from the mountains at night and make sudden
raids upon the Papago cattle.

Nine years previous Emory reported about this village:
Crossing it brings you to the base of Sierra del Pozo Verde, on which is

erected Monument XV. . . . A trail leads around its southern extremity
to Agua del Pozo Verde (Green Well) lying at the foot of the western
slope, a little east of south, and about two miles distant from the monu-
ment. Permanent water is found here; and, although a large number of
animals soon exhaust it, still it fills up in a few hours. This is the site of
an old rancheria of the Papago Indians. . . . The grave of one of their
chiefs, who had been killed by the Apaches was found near camp. 8

Most interesting, too, is the account of his visit to this
rancherfa, and of his visit to the near-by famous cave of
Mange, the soldier companion of Padre Kino.

After the Apache menace had ceased the Tecolote people
made their permanent homes in their fields. This gave rise
to the villages of San Miguel, Vamuri, and San Rafael. The
sites at Rocky Point and Pozo Verde became large cattle-
raising centers. A few families still reside at Tecolote.

Sasabe.

J. Ross Browne, op. cit., p. 278.

/-•/\./



A PROJECT FOR EXPLORATION PRESENTED BY
JUAN BAUTISTA DE ANZA

BY DONALD ROWLAND

Two hundred years ago the mission district of Pimeria Alta, in northern
Sonora, marked the limit of settlement in northwestern New Spain. The
region beyond, now southern Arizona, because of desert stretches and a
rather sparse native population offered no great attraction to anyone other
than Jesuit missionaries, and the cost of establishing and maintaining new
missions made the Spanish government chary of support to efforts whose
sole return would be the conversion of a few native tribesmen. In spite of
this, projects were presented occasionally which looked toward an advance
of the Sonora frontier. In most cases these were sponsored by the Jesuits,
but some were presented by officials friendly to the order who likewise
hoped for possible fame or advancement through the discovery of mines
or other items of value to the empire.'

The document translated below covers a proposal made by Captain Juan
Bautista de Anza, 2 an officer at the time in command of the royal presidio
of Santa Rosa de Corodeguachi, or Fronteras. Shortly before the date on
which his letter was written a sensational silver strike had been made, and
Anza felt that this discovery of mineral wealth in his district might prove
to be a motive powerful enough to cause the governmental authorities to
grant the necessary permission and backing for an expedition to the Colo-
rado River and beyond. As additional arguments he made reference to the
stock tales of fabulous cities, rich lands, and the fabled Strait of Anian,
all of which had influenced for two centuries the exploration of North
America.

The Anza proposal was received with some favor by the higher authori-
ties, for the expedition was well planned and would not be exorbitant in
cost. Captain Anza was likewise recognized as a capable officer with much
experience to his credit in regard to conditions in the region. His proposal
was not translated into action immediately, however, and Indian revolts
which broke out in Sonora shortly afterward shelved it indefinitely. Anza
himself was killed in an encounter with Apaches in 1739. No effective
action was taken in regard to a military expedition beyond the Colorado
until thirty-five years later, when his own son led a troop of soldiers and

For standard works on exploration and settlement in this region, see:
Charles E. Chapman, The Founding of Spanish California (New York,
1916); Herbert Eugene Bolton, Kino's Historical Memoir of Pimeria
Alta (Cleveland, 1919), 2 vols; Hubert Howe Bancroft, The History of
the North Mexican States and Texas (San Francisco, 1884), 2 vols.

= He was the second of three men of that name, all of whom served with
distinction in Sonora.

1 0
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colonists north and west to the settlements which at last had been established
on the California coast.'

As Captain Anza was somewhat more adept at fighting than writing, it
has been necessary to modify sentence structure occasionally to conform
with modern usage.

Illustrious and Excellent Seflor : 4 Having reported to your
Excellency under date of yesterday concerning the balls and
slabs of virgin silver which have been found in Pimerfa Alta,
I ought not to omit calling to the attention of your Excellency
certain conditions existing in the newly converted districts of
the Indians of the Pima nation.

The last three missions thrown to the north were founded
in the year 1732, through the aid of his Majesty, whom God
guard, and through the statement and request of the most
illustrious Sefior Don D. Benito Crespo, then bishop of these
provinces. The most excellent Senor Viceroy Marqués de
Casafuerte had the kindness to thank me, whom he had or-
dered to asist so that the said missions might be established
and might receive the attention which had been procured for
them, for what I had at that time carried out in connection
with the entrada of the reverend missionary fathers. He
also ordered me to give him a report on the site and conditions
surrounding the new missions covering the number of Indians
and the opportunities which were offered for subsistence, and
for this purpose, in obedience with lawful procedure, I re-
mitted to his Excellency the representations made by the
three reverend fathers upon the rancherfas to which they had
been appointed by their superior. By means of these his Ex-
cellency attained the fundamental understanding which he
desired. He had previously ordered me to give him an ac-
count of all that occurred, and of whatever else might seem
worthy of inclusion to his Excellency, and this order I also
had executed, including with my report some statements
which I had acquired concerning the interior of these lands
(which were to his liking). All of these documents will ap-

3 The story of this expedition is most fully narrated in Herbert Eugene
Bolton, Anza's California Expeditions (Berkeley, 1930), 5 vols.

Juan Bautista de Anza to the viceroy, January 14, 1737, A. G. I., Aud.
Guad. 185. A short summary of this letter is in Chapman, op. cit., p. 26.
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pear in the archives of the superior government of your Ex-
cellency.

It would seem desirable Sefior, that they' be explored, so
that the most happy day of enlightenment through the Holy
Faith of our God and Master will arrive for their inhabitants,
as our most pious monarch desires. The reverend father
Joseph de Echevarrfa, 6 as a most zealous son of the grand
patriarch San Ignacio de Loyola, at the time he was visiting
the missions of these provinces asked me to transcribe for him
some of the aforesaid statements in order that with the infor-
mation acquired he could inform the government and certain
pious persons in that city 7 with the purpose of initiating a task
so holy. However, he did not carry out this plan, as I have
learned, either because of his infirmities, or because of an
appointment to which he gave obedience. Today he may be
found, according to the news which I have, at the Pueblo de
Los Angeles as rector of his college, which fact I cite to your
Excellency so that by deigning to take a statement on the
matter from his Reverence, all security may be furnished.

For many years the reverend missionary fathers of this
sacred family have made numerous entradas as far as the
Gila River and the coast,' and have found many rancherias
of Indians; they desired to reclaim their souls, of which
something has been accomplished, and to learn at the same
time whether California were island or peninsula (which
could not be done because of difficulties which arose, even
though they arrived by following the coast at the disem-
bouchment of the Colorado River into the sea, on one visit.
However, it is considered most probably to be an island). 9

Such an advance, Seirior Excellency, has resulted in the dis-
covery of this unprecedented silver deposit, a fact which is in

The regions beyond Pimeria Alta.
Procurador Echevarria of the Jesuit order was v. isitador general to the
missions of Sonora and Lower California in 1729 (Bancroft, N. Mex.
States, I, 449).

'Mexico City (? ).
8 Of the Gulf of California.
9 Anza either was not informed of, or ignored, Father Kino's reasoning that

Lower California was a peninsula (see Bolton, Kino's Historical Memoir).
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the highest degree valuable to Christianity since wise, zealous,
and prudent men judge it as a token which has begun to ap-
pear that God the Merciful has granted all things for a
speedy penetration of these pagan lands. It is also not be-
yond reason that there remain even greater riches, for by this
means there follows the reclamation of souls, as has happened
before in both Americas, and where to this end, and as yet
without the stimulus of them, our king and master spends
liberally, in various kingdoms and provinces, from his royal
treasury. This conjecture that there are riches of silver,
gold, and pearls on land and sea in those parts, I wish to state
immediately is expressed in various documents; there is also
quicksilver, of which the Indians who live on the Gila River
gave information to the said reverend fathers and to Don
Juan Matheo Mange, by signs. The great number of the
gentiles themselves is clear through statements of the adelata-
tado Don Juan de Mate concerning the trip which he made
from the kingdom of New Mexico toward the coast of the
South Sea," and through various other expeditions made by
religious and lay explorers.

It is a tradition still very common among some native In-
dians of these lands that the ancestors of the kings of Mexico
first appeared in Pimeria, and they await the Great Emperor,
of whom, when he comes, they expect to receive many bene-
fits. Some also believe that when they die they go to him;
Satan induces these chimeras. On this bank of the said Gila
River there are buildings" of four stories in height in the mid-
dle and of three on the sides, with walls two varas in thickness
and of strong cementation and foundation, also other ruins;
fifteen leagues from the presidio of Janos there are some of
a capacity such as that of the palace at Madrid. From these
ruins and others have been taken axes of flint, painted jars,
and metates, which, it is to be inferred, were fabricated by the
said Mexicans in their migrations since the natives who now
live in the neighborhood do not use axes so made, nor any of
the other things mentioned, in the same model.

From all that I have mentioned and from the other data

1 ° In 1604-5.
" The famous Casa Grande ruins.
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which will be found on record at the headquarters of your
superior government as a result of expeditions which have
been ordered by land and sea by predecessors of your Ex-
cellency (especially that of Captain Francisco Visquez de
Coronado in the time of the Serior Viceroy Don Antonio de
Mendoza) it will be seen that there is much heathenism. This
was the main subject of the memorial which Don Andrés de
Medina presented to the Serior Viceroy Marqués de Man-
zera" concerning the exploration of these unknown lands so
that a verification of what had been stated concerning the pos-
sibility of navigation to the North Sea might lead to the con-
veniences which it would offer, or a part of them. It would
be most useful if this passage could be found to exist in the
strait which this coast of New Spain and California possesses,
as I have heard asserted by men who knew something of navi-
gation, and which would be of great aid to the colonies which
will be placed (if God is served) on these coasts. In one
statement it is evident that a vessel which was commanded by
one Miguel Delgado' because of tempest which struck it near
Newfoundland passed to the South Sea on this coast of New
Spain, and sailing up a mighty river discovered a great city,
whose chief came to see the vessel borne by his subjects on a
gilded litter. Because of a certain mischief by a sailor they
departed secretly." The statement which was made on this
affair, and which I have cited, the aforesaid Serior Marqués
de Casafuerte was pleased to send to my governor and cap-
tain-general, Don Manuel Bernal de Huidobro, who impart-
ed it to me in the past year of 1735 when he came to this
province to inspect it. He was not able to follow it to a con-
clusion (so he committed it to me, uselessly), or to visit Pim-
erfa, since by order of the superior government he had to go
to pacify the rebellious Indians of [Lower] California.
While there he yet contemplated the project, because of his

12 Viceroy from 1664 to 1673. The memorial mentioned was not avail-
able.

13 No document covering this interesting tale could be located from ma-
terial at hand.

" It is not certain whether Anza meant that the natives had stolen away,
or whether the visitors had found it necessary to escape.
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zeal, but has been unable to include the affair among those
which have engaged his attention.

It is certain also that no presidio of those of the kingdom
has more to attend to than this one in my charge, for it is situ-
ated in very rugged country. Likewise, its frontier and the
whole of this province are more dangerous than others be-
cause of the Apache enemy; the care of the Seri nation, on
whose frontier are placed as guard some soldiers from the
presidio of Sinaloa and some from my company; and the at-
tention necessitated at the same time by the Indians of the
Pima nation whom, although of good character, the Enemy
of humankind has moved to some inquietude because of the
introduction of the Holy Faith, and while they have been
pacified with ease and I do not distrust them, none in general
are obedient. In short, there is much work done in keeping
the peace.

These inconveniences which are patent have been able to
act as a hindrance to the presentation of a project for the dis-
covery of new lands; yet, Sefior Excellency, a force which
I am not able to resist drags me along toward an opposite
course into a conflict to which God our Lord orders me, and
before whom I protest that I am not carried away by the in-
ducements of human convenience nor the ambition of having
for myself that which others could carry out with greater
efficiency and prudence—in which case I feel certain that I
would cede it, for the service of both Majesties. I take into
consideration, also, that many projects which in former years
have been proposed (and with good zeal) have not been car-
ried into effect because of the difficulties which were en-
countered in regard to the various provisions and contin-
gencies necessary for their execution. These have caused
great expense, but the undertaking (here begins my own pro-
ject) of an exploration as far as the Colorado River and be-
yond for some leagues would not entail great expenditure,
and this could be met by some of the pious here; I myself
would assist by means of some cattle, horses, mules, and small
gifts for the Indians. The greatest difficulty is to obtain two
canoas for crossing the Colorado (and also the Gila), since
they are to be contemplated as mighty streams; as large trees
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will not be lacking, I plan to make this easy by taking along
two or three carpenters.

By such an expedition knowledge would be gained of the
nations which inhabit the banks of these streams, and other
spots, if such are fertile, and with the advantages which
would be offered and the true information gained it would
be possible to advise his Majesty so that, it being deemed
suitable, some town could be planted on the aforesaid Colo-
rado River. This would be a step by which with greater ease
could be discovered (if what the reports state be true) the
Seven Cities, the Gran Teguayo or Quivera, and also if there
be a passage to the North Sea and the riches which could be
obtained on it, and on land. Most precious of all, it would
provide diligence in the salvation of souls, which should be
the principal object.

The first effort could be carried out with fifty or sixty
armed men, such as may be available, detaching one small
squadron of soldiers from the company under my command
and gathering the rest of the men from other places. It
should also include a hundred friendly Pima Indians, and
two willing Jesuit missionaries; the latter could be obtained
with ease since all of those who live in the missions of these
provinces favor the idea in the highest degree since they are
very zealous for the good of souls and the service of the king,
and those who can never omit their aid in similar expeditions.
Also I wish to state, Excellency, that in regard to the soldiers
none are more occupied than those under my command, par-
ticularly because of the ferocious Apaches. While some
branches of the nation, as I have notified your Excellency,
have been somewhat tranquil for the space of a year and a
half, and in the hope of peace I have aided them from my
small stores with food, a few horses, and clothing, their grati-
tude has been to commit treason and to start to rob (as I have
also advised your Excellency). I followed them during the
past month of August, and having joined with the forces of
the presidio of Janos (and of auxiliaries) under their captain,
Don Francisco de Mendizabal, some punishment was effected.
An Indian who had surrendered his arms was sent out with
instructions to tell them that if they would be peaceful and
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would leave for the interior without doing damage in some
other region, and that if some would come in, I would return
the women and children who had been captured; this they
have not carried out, although they refrained from entering
this province from the said month of August until some
twenty days ago, when they appeared in this region ready to
rob and kill if possible. I admit that it is probable that both
on these frontiers where they enter to commit hostilities and
in the interior there are some spots and some good country,
although widely separated, where they may be followed and
some punishment effected, but it is not possible to do this
constantly because we have had to assist in putting down the
uprisings of the Seri Indians, and in other such affairs which
demand prompt treatment. It would be possible to act tem-
porarily on the same business' in the effort toward discovery
which I propose, later taking a convenient direction. Some
soldiers might be selected from this presidio if no other
means be found, but it would be well to leave the greater part
of the company on guard on the frontier.

I have not communicated to my aforesaid governor, Don
Manuel Bernal de Huidobro, anything to which I have re-
ferred because he is in [Lower] California, but since it seems
that it should be gone into immediately, I am reporting to
your Excellency so that as head of these provinces your zeal
may choose what is expedient. I affirm that in the affair of
exploration to the Colorado River and beyond, the plan
which I have proposed is in my view the best means of
quickly attaining that end. If the inhabitants are indus-
trious," and this is to be presumed, it will not be difficult to
reduce them; if, on the contrary, they defend themselves
with what they have, the bow and arrow and such rude forces
and supplies that the wilderness offers, it may be judged al-
most an impossibility," for concerning this I have had some
experience. It is also worthy of much attention that at the

15 The campaign against the Apaches.

' 6 Sedentary (? ).

17 It is not clear whether Anza meant that successful resistance by the na-
tives with such equipment would be impossible, or whether it would be
impossible to subdue them.
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same time when the foundation of the said missions of Pi-
mena waswas carried out they started to find small mines of little
value on its boundaries, which sometimes have been so in-
creased that from their qui ntas has been repaid to his Majesty
all that had been expended from the royal treasury; finally
there has been this marvel of the silver discovery.

I do not maintain greater probability in that to which I
have referred concerning human conveniences than is fur-
nished me by the cited statements which are in this province
or in that city, and which your Excellency may see and ex-
amine in regard to the measures which I have proposed for
the discovery, and in view of them to resolve, with your cus-
tomary understanding, what course would be most suitable.
Our God guard the most excellent and illustrious person of
your Excellency the many years that this kingdom needs it
for its greater glory. Real Presidio de Santa Rosa de Coro-
deguachi, January 14, 1737.

Juan Bautista de Anza



COLOR IN NAVAJO WEAVING

BY GLADYS A. REICHARD

The use of certain colors—black, white, gray, and es-
pecially red—has given the Navajo rug a character which
amounts to a distinction. Many a buyer or user, even
though he is quite familiar with Navajo weaving and may
have seen many varieties, will say, "Well, I like red in
mine," or "It doesn't seem Navajo to me if it has no red."
In spite of this general fact, there are many Navajo rugs
(or blankets) which contain no red, some of them belong to
particular classes differentiated no less by color than by
weave.

The saddle blankets, of which few are seen in trade, al-
ways give the effect of having quiet colors. There are
seven or eight weaves belonging to this class of blankets and
they differ from the best-known type in that the design is
achieved by complicated stringing of the warp, whereas in
the ordinary blanket the weaver inserts her design with her
weft. That is to say, when weaving a saddle blanket she
must carefully count her warps and loop them on three, four,
or even six healds. After she has them so arranged she may
throw her weft across the entire width of the blanket. Most
of the saddle-blanket or fancy weaves require constant con-
centration because it is important to keep the order of healds
and usually of three weft colors exact. A single mistake
can be noticed at once by the merest layman viewing the
finished blanket.

This brief description of the fancy weaves is given to
point out that in such weaves as "diamond" or "braided,"
for example, the colors, usually three, succeed each other in
rapid succession, each one showing in the finished blanket
for only a very small space. Consequently even though
the most garish colors may be used, the effect is softened
by the fact that the space occupied by each shade is small,
being quickly broken up by the appearance of the next color.
Since this is the case the effect of the fancy weaves is soft

19
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and pleasant no matter what colors are chosen. Although
the method of producing it is different the effect may be
compared with that of a coarse tweed.

Diamond weave in two colors.

A custom traditional among the weavers adds to the re-
sult determined by the technique itself. They select at
least one dull color black, gray, tan, or white—to offset
and contrast with the other two. Old-fashioned saddle
blankets most frequently have colors of the quiet sort: black-
white-gray, black-white-tan, or black-tan-gray are old fa-
vorite combinations.

The Navajos themselves use very few of their own blan-
kets, but a woman's ability as a weaver and her affection for
her husband are attested by the saddle blankets he uses. A
saddle blanket is inconspicuous on a horse, but it is as care-
fully observed and estimated as any of our own small and
carefully thought-out appointments. If a woman can achieve
one of the fancy weaves—and if she can make one, she can
often make many—her prestige is just a little above that of
her less talented sisters.

Among the whites only the connoisseur knows and appre-
ciates the fancy weaves. Indeed there are many collectors
who do not know them, and few museum collections have all
of them; some famous collections have none, or at best only
one or two of the most common of these weaves. However,
a few traders have been encouraging their production during
the past six or seven years and now there are some fine col-
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lections. The number and excellence of these types at the
Gallup Ceremonial in 1935 gave the judges considerable
thought in awarding prizes. They have a decided advan-
tage in trade for they, unlike the better-known brilliant de-
signs of plain weave, may be used with any kind of furniture
or woodwork. For this reason, many persons ignorant of
their existence, are quickly educated to appreciate them, even
though they may feel their preconceived notions violated.

Another unfamiliar color development in Navajo blankets
is the use of natural dyes. They are not new, for they repre-
sent the original attempts of the Navajo at coloring wool.
Encouragement in the use of natural dyes has come from
Americans interested in this old art, from a few traders,
artists, and blanket collectors, so that the present state and
quantity of these blankets represent a lively and successful
revival. Not only have the reservation weavers been in-
duced to revive this art, but the few Navajo children learning
to weave at school (Burke Vocational School, Ft. Wingate,
and Santa Fé Indian School) are being taught to make and
use these dyes. The movement is a spirited one, and it seems
as if it may, in part at least, change the whole character of
the Navajo rug.

This situation shows the major role played by color in
determining the typical style. In addition to color, two fac-
tors, one of minor technical importance and one artistic, dif-
ferentiate the natural- or vegetable-dye blanket from the
others. The yarn for this style is thick and more loosely
spun than for ordinary rugs so that the texture is soft and
pliable and becomes more so after each cleansing. For this
reason the webs may properly be called blankets as compared
with the more common, thicker, heavier pieces which are
more like rugs. As is well known, little distinction is made
between a blanket and rug in common parlance of the South-
west.

Bes:des the softer texture, the vegetable-dye blankets are
distinguished from the common ones by a marked and char-
acteristic simplicity of design. They do not often have bor-
ders, and the majority of them have stripes or fields marked
off by stripes and filled with a simple rhythmic unit com-
posed of small, traditional elements.



22	 ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

Diagonal weave in three colors.

At the present time the materials, all native products, are
scarce and for that reason, vegetable-dye blankets are consid-
ered rare and worth more than ordinary ones. If the time
of the Navajo be given the importance accorded our own—
which it is not—almost no one could pay the price which a
blanket having much natural dye is worth in effort.

I may illustrate this by my own experience. In my opinion
the best color the Navajos have is a soft pinkish-tan, which
could be called sand color if one meant the sand of the red or
pink sandstone cliffs. It is made from the root bark of the
mountain mahogany which, like many other native plants,
has a restricted habitat. In favorable locations it grows on
the sides of canyons or low mountains in apparent abun-
dance. I lived six miles south of Ganado and our nearest
source of supply was at a distance of twenty-six miles.

An Indian girl served as my informant and interpreter.
She asked her stepfather to go with us to dig the roots, which
is a strenuous task. The securing of the roots took an entire
day, although we also collected a number of other products
for our natural dyes. Eleanor and I spent another day
pounding these roots (and others) and preparing them for
boiling. The boiling and dyeing itself took only a few
hours. When we finished with all this we had enough wool
dyed the color we sought to make a stripe two or three inches
wide on a blanket not more than three feet wide. If we allow
for the fact that we were ignorant and unskilled, the effort
required even by an expert may be comprehended. A few
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women make bed-size blankets with a background of this
color.

The root bark of the mountain mahogany produces many
shades from light tannish-pink to deep magenta and rose or
even a red which cannot be distinguished from the red of
aniline dye. A woman who produced this red told me that
she had boiled the yarn in a concentrated solution of the root
bark five times.

The most difficult colors to secure with available native
products are red (not pink or rose), blue and green (not
yellow), and purple. Nevertheless the women of the Black
Mountain region made blankets which are daring in color
but contain pleasing combinations of yellow, rose, purple,
and black. These blankets show exceptional technique and
artistic ability, but they are not popular on the market because
they are necessarily high-priced, and even more particularly
because the majority of the buying public does not know
them and' feels them to be atypical. However, they have had
a brilliant past, they enjoy a quiet and appreciative present,
and the revival predicts for them a hopeful future.

There is a general rule for dyeing with vegetable and
mineral products, which is subject to only slight modifica-
tions. If the part of the plant used—root, bark, twigs—be
hard or dried, it should be pounded or ground to break up
the fibers so that as much color as possible may be secured.
The ground material will then be boiled, the time and con-
centration depending upon the amount of wool to be colored
and the shade desired. The decoction is then strained and
the clear solution is boiled again with the natural mordant
called rock salt, a mineral which contains aluminum and is
found only at particular points on the reservation, although
it is reasonably abundant there. This mineral is not often
found near the supply of plants used. We obtained our rock
salt from a man who got it thirty-five miles from us in a di-
rection different from that where the mountain mahogany
grows.

The mineral has a very high melting point. Most women
heat it in a skillet to the proper consistency. Red Point,
skilled in making (burning) black ash from many plants for
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medicine and ritual, prefers to burn it on hot coals and is
willing to do this for the women of his family. Nowadays
salt and baking soda are sometimes used as a substitute, al-
though they are not really completely adequate to prevent
fading.

After the clear dye has been boiled with the mordant about
fifteen minutes the skein or skeins of clean, damp wool are
immersed in the preparation and boiled until the desired
shade is attained. This may be ten or twenty minutes for a
light shade, but a whole day may be needed for certain col-
ors, green for instance. The yarn is usually left in the dye
bath until it has thoroughly cooled; then it is washed in
yucca suds, rinsed, and dried.

Of all the colors made, yellow is the easiest to produce.
Almost any plant with yellow flowers will yield to it, and
it may be obtained by boiling leaves and stems of other
plants. With the exception of the dock root, all we tried
produced soft, pleasant shades of yellow 'whether they were
light or dark.

Yellow which varies under ,slightly different treatment
from pale lemon to deep orange may be made from the root
of dock ( canaigre) or sorrel. This is generally used for the
yellows because it grows abundantly in certain localities, fur-
nishes a large amount of dye material with a minimum of
labor, and requires no mordant. The reason for this is its
own content of tannic acid, a content so high that the root has
been used for tanning hides.

All dyes should be steeped in nonmetallic vessels, but if
the dock root be boiled in an aluminum kettle a beautiful
red-brown or mahogany color may be secured. This we
learned by accident but we have since discovered that many
Navajo women are aware of the reaction and use metal
kettles when they want this color. This is the kind of thing
they do not tell you, not so much because it is a secret as be-
cause they either do not think of it or do not generalize.

A few women make a bright lemon yellow by crushing the
fresh, fleshy root of the dock on a metate and rubbing the
resulting paste into the yarn until it is evenly colored.

Soft shades of yellow are readily achieved by treating
yellow flowers according to the general rule. Almost any
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yellow flowers will do. The most commonly used are the
goldenrods and a weed recently introduced in the Southwest,
variously called South American rubber plant or sneezeweed
named "owl's claw" by the Navajos.

The color secured from a concoction treated in the usual
way cannot be distinguished from that made from owl's
claw, and a bright, clear yellow is made from mistletoe, a
parasite on juniper.

A Navaj o woman told me, and her information is cor-
roborated by Amsden,i that a real green may be made if the
leaves and stems, but not the blossoms of goldenrod are
boiled. She said, "Take lots and boil it long, all day." The
green will be successful (not yellowish) only if the plant be
used according to these directions early in the season when
it is young and succulent. I have seen this green but I have
never seen a woman make it.

I have questioned many Navajos, most of them experts
and authorities, and they agree except for the example given
above that green and blue are secured only by the use of
indigo. Indigo is a natural vegetable dye but it is not native
to the Navajo country. It has been an article of trade for
many years, perhaps even before the white man came. Its
absence as a native plant does not rule it out of consideration
in this connection and does not explain the Navajo reticence
in furnishing information upon the subject. Many old
women have said when they would not tell me how to do it,
"Give me your yarn and I will dye it blue or green." In
every case it turned out that the hesitancy was based on the
fact that indigo is used with urine. The process is exactly the
same as that used by the Hopi and many other tribes, and
the prudishness inculcated by the white teachers causes them
to withhold information, although it does not prevent them
from using the method which includes the perfect solvent.

The indigo is dissolved in urine, and the yarn immersed
in it is allowed to stand until the desired depth of color is
secured. Fifteen days is long enough for a dark navy. Then
it is rinsed often, sometimes as many as fifteen times.

At Black Mountain I was told that blue was made from

Navajo Weaving, p. 85.
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the petals of the larkspur, but as I have never been in the
Navajo country when the larkspur blossoms I have never
tried it. Mrs. Ninaba Bryan, instructor in weaving at the
Burke Vocational School, has experimented with every plant
she has heard of. She tells me she had no success with lark-
spur.

Another possible source of blue is one of the molybdenum
compounds closely allied to ilsemannite, a compound pre-
viously used by dye manufacturers until it was replaced by
synthetic indigo. This substance was satisfactory for dyeing
silk, but was poor for cotton. However, since silk is an ani-
mal fiber, the blue would doubtless be good for wool. Some
of the Navajos used this product and perhaps traded it from
Ouray in northeastern Utah where it occurs in a large de-
posit. Presumably this substance was treated like indigo.'

The method of making green, once blue is available, is
characteristic of the Navajos. They soak the yarn blue with
indigo in the manner described, then dye it in a dock root
bath.

I have already referred to the various dull shades of red
and red-brown in illustrating the difficulty of procuring
mountain mahogany roots and the labor entailed in prepar-
ing it. Bright red is a hard color to get from native prod-
ucts although the tans, roses, and pinks are not. In order
to obtain the brilliant pinks or magenta, ashes are made by
burning juniper twigs and the bark of black alder. A small
amount of these and a handful of ground lichen are added
to the decoction made of root bark and the whole is boiled
to the desired concentration. This was the formula used
by the woman who secured cardinal or crimson. She boiled
her yarn in it five times but allowed it to dry without rinsing
between boilings. It is possible that oxidation caused some
change in color.

Another bright red is made from very ripe fruit of the
prickly pear. To about two quarts of the fruit a handful
of rock salt and a handful of bark or roots of Colorado blue
spruce are added, all are steeped in two gallons of water.

2 I am indebted to Lorenzo Hubbell for this information and to Edwin
Eckel of the U. S. Geological Survey for the report on it.
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The Navajos use a great many kinds of tans and browns.
There is a sheep brown, a color which cannot be defined for
it varies for each sheep and according to the part of the body
from which it is taken. This comes under the category of
natural colors but is by no means the only tan or brown used.
The colors are favorites with the weavers and there are clear
and muddy representatives running a long gamut of shades.
Like the yellows, they may be made from a variety of plants.

A good tan is secured by boiling leaves and stems of the
cliff rose and adding a small amount of juniper branches.
When boiled in an enamel vessel this formula yielded a tan
with a yellow cast. As was the case with the mountain ma-
hogany, when an aluminum kettle was used the tinge was
pinkish.

The stems of "Navajo tea," a plant which grows in infre-
quent patches, may be used to produce the pinkish-tan also.

I was told that purple can be made from the petals of the
four o'clock, steeping them for only a brief time and follow-
ing the ordinary procedure. They, like the larkspur, are
difficult to obtain in a quantity sufficiently large; therefore,
my own test of this formula was not successful. I suspect
that the deep purple used extensively by the Black Moun-
tain weavers is a combination of indigo and red.

A Navajo blanket sold as "vegetable dyed" should if it
contains black have that black dyed in the old-fashioned way.
Even black wool must be dyed, otherwise it soon turns brown
or reddish. The vegetable black is a trying dye to make.
It is really a tannin ink, the chief ingredient of which, lamp-
black, must be made by the Navajo. The tannin-yielding
body is secured by boiling twigs, leaves, and berries of the
aromatic sumac for a long time. The boiling doubtless par-
tially transforms the tannin into gallic acid. A second neces-
sity is an iron salt. The Navajos secure this by burning
yellow ocher until a different iron oxide (red ocher) is
formed. A mucilaginous agent is a further requirement to
keep the insoluble matter in suspension. For this, gum from
the pine or pizion is used.

None of these elements is too difficult to procure but it is
remarkable how the early natives learned to understand,
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even empirically, the complexities involved. Add to the
complications of the formula the difficulties of combination,
and the discovery of this process must almost be considered
an invention. The combination of powdered ocher and gum
is highly inflammable, yet it must be heated sufficiently for
carbonization to take place without igniting the mixture.
The skill and patience necessary to accomplish this delicate
task are exactly of the kind learned by the medicine men in
pursuing their art of healing, and I consider it likely that
their experience may have given rise to this discovery.

Be that as it may, the sticky mass is heated and dried until
lampblack is formed and when the iron salt combines with
the tannins made from the sumac the lampblack remains
finely suspended giving body to the mixture and making it
black. The result is an ink which takes well on wool, being
an even, fast dye. A gray-blue tinge is achieved by dipping
white wool in a weak black-dye bath.

The dye formulae of the Navajo show their knowledge
of certain basic facts which, even though they cannot formu-
late, they nevertheless use successfully. Many of the plants
used contain tannin in larger or smaller quantities. The re-
actions of the tannic and gallic acids are so complicated that
they are not fully understood by our own chemists. Some
of the weavers, but not all, know that plants rich in tannin
like dock and walnut, do not require a mordant. Others,
slaves to pattern and unamenable to experiment, always add
rock salt regardless of the plant used. The whole situation
is one of trial and error, but long ago, doubtless before they
were directly influenced by the whites, the Navajos had
discovered rock salt as mordant. The development of black
ink, which seems also to antedate white teaching, is the most
astounding of all the items.

The reader may notice that in the formulae I have given,
I have rarely referred to the amount of each item used, and
when I have it has been in terms "a little," "about," "a hand-
ful," nothing definite. The reason for this is that the Navajo,
like a good cook, does not measure anything exactly but
rather uses her judgment. The general rule holds that the
coloring matter is used in large amounts and that mordants
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or other modifying elements are used in relatively small
amounts. One can never learn from what a Navajo says
j ust how much to use but must discover it through actual par-
ticipation in each dyeing process. There are always slight
modifications of the procedure which the Navajo worker
would not think of mentioning but which she knows and
practices. These can easily be learned if the novice will
help in each process as it is undertaken.
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A variant of the diamond weave in three colors.

Not only does the weaver love to teach, but she is inter-
ested also in experimentation and she carries on a lot of it of
her own initiative. Even if she does not think of new com-
binations herself she nevertheless likes to try new ideas if
someone gives her a lead or starts her off. A complete un-
derstanding of the lore and art of natural dyeing would
demand that a student go through the entire yearly cycle
working in close confidence and co-operation with an inter-
ested and intelligent weaver.
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There will doubtless never be complete and accurate con-
trol of all the elements which go into the making of natural
dyes as long as the Navajos retain their identity. The reason
for this is that the life of a Navajo camp is a thing quite
casual, simple, and apparently unregulated. It seems so be-
cause the technique of living is worked out thoroughly
enough to demonstrate great virtuosity. Not until he un-
dertakes it himself does one realize the attainment achieved
through such simple means as are at hand.

These means are constantly variable. Today I have much
water, next week I have none. I may decide to dye the color
which requires a whole day of boiling and have everything
I need but only a little wood. I may have much wool and
little dye material, or little yarn and much dye material. I
may have everything I need except the handful of lichen or
blue spruce. In some cases I must put off my work until
another day when wood, water, yarn, and dye are available
at the same time. In other cases I use makeshifts; if I have
no Colorado spruce I may try a handful of juniper or lack-
ing sagebrush and needing yellow, I shall be able to use
owl's claw. With a large amount of one color I want to use
and a small amount of another, I may proceed in spite of cir-
cumstances but I change the design I had in mind for my
new blanket.

The progressive Navajo weaver will have most of the
things she needs on hand. If she does not have everything,
instead of increasing her resources she is likely to exert her
resourcefulness. Sometimes she is not satisfied with the
modified solution of her problem, but frequently she likes
her new idea as well as, or better than, her original one.

The modern conscious attempts at scientific control of
conditions have so far, in my opinion, resulted in blankets,
which though beautiful, lack character and originality. When
the Navaj os come as a people to live in white man's houses
and to measure their water, color pigment, and mordant in
exact proportions there will be no vegetable-dye blankets.
These things are incompatible.



EXPERIENCES OF AN INDIAN SCOUT

PART TWO

EXCERPTS FROM THE LIFE OF JOHN ROPE, AN OLD-TIMER
OF THE WHITE MOUNTAIN APACHES

(as told to Grenville Goodwin)

After we had stayed ‘quite a while at Fort Thomas, I
asked for leave to go and see my people with my sergeant
at Fort Apache. They granted it to us and let us have a
mule to ride. Early in the morning I started out on foot,
not bothering to eat anything but just putting on my best
clothes and taking my rifle. When I got to Navajo Point,
the sergeant caught up to me, riding the mule. He said,
"You travel fast. I have been trying to catch up and have
had a hard time." I got on the mule, and we rode double.
At the subagency we stopped at the camp of an old man to
try and get something to eat. The old man said, "You scouts
have lots of food, I have nothing here to give you." He did
not want us to stop there so we kept on, crossing the Gila
River opposite Dewey Flat to a big wash where we camped
for the night. We had no food with us at all.

The next morning we started early when the morning
star was up just a little way; we went through Warm Springs
on Ash Creek and up by Rocky Creek. There were always
people camped here this time of year, but now there was no
one, even at Rocky Creek. We didn't know what to make
of this. Later on from a distance we saw two women grind-
ing something. When we got there, we saw a girl was
grinding acorns. Acorns were ground for eating on a stone
metate with a stone mano. Her mother was boiling some
meat. We told them to hurry up with their cooking. They
made some acorn gravy, coffee, and tortillas for us. The
woman said that the sergeant's wives, he had two, were
camped at a place near Bear Canyon and that he would find
them there. In former times a man among the Western
Apache could have more than one wife if he was able to sup-
port them. This practice went out of use many years ago,
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and now a man never has more than one wife. We went to
the camp but found only their tracks going toward Black
River. Just before we got to Black River, there was a heavy
rain. We covered up with our blankets, but it didn't do
much good. We hurried to get across the river before it got
too high. From the top of the hill we could see a lot of
smoke and knew that there must be many camps down there.
When we got in we went to the camp of the sergeant's
brother and left the mule there, borrowing a horse in its
place. This brother said that the sergeant's family left for
Fort Apache the day before.

There was a steep trail out of this place. The sergeant
rode on ahead on the horse, and I walked behind. I was
wearing high moccasins folded over at the tops. The dress
moccasin of the Western Apache was a boot-like affair with
buckskin uppers reaching to the thigh when unfolded. How-
ever, the uppers were usually folded down around the calf;
the soles were of rawhide. My moccasins got wet so I took
one of them off; the other one was too tight to get off.
Pretty soon I got a bad pain in my knee. I could not walk,
so I shot off my rifle to call the sergeant back. He came
back and said to put my moccasin on again. We then rode
double past "Soft Grass" and on down to the White River.
Just about sundown we got to Fort Apache. My family was
camped near the Fort, and I went to stay with my brother
who was a chief.

The day after this a young boy who was of my clan went
out hunting and killed a little deer. On his way back he met
an old medicine man. This medicine man was no good and
he said, "Give me that little deer." But the boy would not
and went on home with it. That night this boy started to
vomit blood, and also he bled at the nose. They could not
stop the bleeding and he died that night. The old medicine
man had put a spell on the boy and caused him to die. They
came and notified me. Next morning I went over and took
all my new clothes I was wearing—shirt, vest, drawers, hat,
and all—and gave it to the family to dress the boy for burial.

Now the sergeant said to me, "Let's go and get some ra-
tions at the agency. All scouts, if they had a ticket of leave,
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could draw rations. But the agent would not give us rations.
He telegraphed to Fort Thomas to the officer there, and the
officer telegraphed back that we had drawn no rations before
leaving and to give us ten days' rations. So we drew meat,
flour, coffee, sugar, bacon, and some canned fruit. In nine
days we two scouts and my younger brother started back for
Fort Thomas. The first night we got to Soldier's Hole.
The next day we crossed over Hooker Mesa and arrived at
Fort Thomas.

The following day the officer said we would all move up
to Fort Apache. Some of us went on horse, some on foot.
We went by the old Summit Road and on over the mountain
north of old Summit. From here we could see no camps
up on east fork where our people always camped. This
looked queer, and we thought maybe there had been trouble
and they had gone on the warpath. Even if they had gone
on the warpath we were still scouts and would have to fight
for the white men. When we got near Fort Apache we met
an Indian who told us that one of our chiefs, Hac-ke-ha-
yi-la, had been killed by the Tca-tcidn people. The Tca-
tcidns were a small band of Cibecue people living on the
upper north fork of White River. He also said the reason
our people were not camped on the east fork was because
they had moved their camps to the foot of the hill near the
fort. Our pack mules were at the fort so we went there.
Next day our relatives gave us hide for our moccasin soles.

Notice was sent out among the camps that they wanted
twenty more men to enlist as scouts and join our company.
The first day only fifteen joined, but the next day five more
joined. Then we started out for Fort Thomas. From
Hooker Mesa on to Fort Thomas I loaned my horse to an-
other scout and walked. When I got in my knee was in bad
shape again. The sergeant went to the officer and tried to
get him to send me back, but the officer said that the one that
could give orders to that effect was at Fort Grant. He wired
to Fort Grant about it and got word back to let me ride along
with my company. The next morning they gave me a mule
to ride with an army saddle. We camped that night at Cedar
Springs. On the way we had passed a lot of prickly pear
plants. The fruit was ripe and one old scout, Hac-ke-na-nil,
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ate quite a lot of this. That night he got sick and started to
belch; he had bad breath and his stomach was hurting. The
next day they took him to a Chiricahua camp where they
were gathering yucca fruit and asked if they had any medi-
cine for him. They had none at all. We went on by the
north end of Graham Mountain. The sick man was riding
a horse some distance ahead of us other scouts. Pretty soon
when we were near Cedar Springs, he could ride the horse
no longer and slipped off, lying at the side of the road. He
said it was as if something was cutting his insides with knives.
Two scouts came back and met us to get help. When we got
there two men who knew the coyote medicine went to him
and cured him right away. What had happened was that
he had eaten some fruit which a coyote had contaminated.

That is the way it is. If you eat anything or touch any-.
thing that a coyote or dog has "visited" and then touch your
mouth, you get coyote sickness. Even if a coyote only bites
the fruit, it is just as bad. There are different sicknesses
and, therefore, there are various kinds of medicine men for
the different sicknesses. Any sickness contracted from the
canine family is handled by medicine men who know the
coyote medicine. This man was nearly dead but the two
medicine men cured him right away.

The day we got into Fort Grant, the officer said for the
medicine man to take the sick man back to Fort Apache, but
the sick man said, "I am all right now." Here they issued
rifles and outfits to the twenty new scouts. Then we moved
on south to Antelope's Water, past where Willcox now is,
to some springs

, 
and then to Fort Bowie. Here we stopped

three days to fix our moccasins and get ready. The night
before we left Fort Bowie we held a war dance. The officers
came down to watch us. About midnight they went back
and then we had a social dance. There were no women with
us, but some of the men acted as women, and we danced with
them as partners. This is the way they always used to do
for a good time when on the warpath.

Now we went on to where Bowie Station now is, then
south up the San Simon Valley to Cave Creek, to the south-
east end of the Chiricahua Mountains, to the northeast end
of the Sierra Espuela, to the head of Guadalupe Canyon,
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and to "Round Mountain." From here we went down a
long canyon to the southwest and camped at its end. There
were lots of soldiers camped here with us. Then we went
to the west side of the Hachita Mountains and made camp
where there were lots of ash trees. Here a band of Chiri-
cahuas joined us. Their leader was Chihuahua, one of the
main chiefs of the Chiricahua Apaches. They were not real
scouts but came along with us to help scout all the same.
Chihuahua used to be a good friend of mine. From this
place the officer said to send fifteen scouts and ten soldiers
ahead to keep a lookout for the enemy Chiricahua. The rest
were to follow behind. We went ahead and kept in touch
with the main body by sending notes back and forth. We
came to lots of black, rocky hills. Here there were many
deer which we shot at. One was killed, and another was
wounded and fell dead near me so I claimed it. This deer
was fat, and we butchered it. I got the hide and one hind
quarter and tied the meat up in the hide. Pretty soon we
came to some rock tanks where there was water. Here we
stopped, and the officer with us wrote a letter back to the
main column. I left my deer hide and meat on top of a
yucca plant right beside the trail, with a sign on it that it
was mine. The friendly Chiricahua did the same with their
deer, on the other side of the trail. This way the meat and
hides would be put on the pack mules when they came along.
From here we could see a big, long mountain range, and
between us and it was a long open valley, the Animas Valley
of New Mexico.

We started out to cross this valley and struck the old road
to Janos, Chihuahua, which we followed, finally coming to
a big river where we ate our supper. It made a loop right
around the mountain which we had seen from across the val-
ley. This mountain was Hachita Mountain, I think. After
supper we crossed the river. This river was one like we had
never seen before. You could not tell which way it ran be-
cause the current was so slow. We went up on top of the
mountain and made camp there. Late that night I woke up
and could hear Apaches talking some place. We thought it
might be the enemy Chiricahuas, but it turned out to be some
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scouts who had been sent to catch up with us from the main
column. We called to them and gave them some food to
eat. The next morning we went down the other side of the
mountain and struck the same river again. It ran over some
rocks here, so we could tell which way it was going. We
made camp at this place to wait for the main column to catch
up. They did not show up, so two scouts were sent back to
the mountain to see where they were. When the troops had
come to the river they had taken the wrong canyon to the
left. Now we all went back, cutting across country to where
we thought the troops should be. Pretty soon there was a
lot of dust in the distance. We watched to see if it might
be Mexican soldiers, but it was our own troops, and we went
to meet them. As soon as camp was made, we unpacked our
mule, got the grub out and cooked, as we had had no food
for a long time. At that place we all stayed two days. One
of the white soldiers, who wore a buckskin shirt, shot him-
self in the arm. The doctor had to take the bullet out, and
he got all right again. Now the officer said we would go back
to where we first saw the river. The scouts were sent out
ahead to look for signs. We ran across a lot of deer and
killed some, getting into camp after the soldiers.

Na-gu-tline' was sergeant of our company. He and I are
the only ones still alive from that scouting expedition. From
this camp we started back the way we had come, over the old
Janos road. Twelve of us scouts got permission to go and
hunt deer over near Hachita Mountain. The officer told us
that if we were needed because of trouble, a big fire would be
built to signal us to come. We went over to the mountain
and there killed lots of deer. They were all fat. I packed
one into camp, and a boy carried the other. That night we
watched for a signal fire. The next morning we could see
lots of smoke, but we waited for a while to see what would
happen. If we got separated from the soldiers, we would go
back to Fort Bowie. Pretty soon we could see the soldiers
and scouts coming our way, making lots of dust, so we started
out to hunt again. We killed more deer and also some
mountain sheep. There were lots of them there. They ran

Na-gu-tline died at Bylas in 1932.
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together like burros and could go up or down a steep place
just as if they were walking on the level. The old-timers
used to say that when you were out hunting mountain sheep
if you hid behind brush or grass they could not see you, but
that if you hid behind any kind of rock they could see you
right through the rock.' The soldiers came to the foot of the
mountain and started to make camp. We waited on the
mountain till all the unpacking and cooking was done, and
then we went down to them, carrying our game.

At this place we stayed two days, then moved to the side
of Round Mountain.' There were lots of antelope here.
When we first jumped them they scattered, and then they all
came together and ran in a long line. We moved on around
Round Mountain keeping five men out ahead to look for
signs of enemy Chiricahuas. Then we went on to Guadalupe
Canyon and Cave Creek. There was lots of water this time.
The soldiers camped above us. We didn't know it, but they
washed their clothes that day. The next morning when we
boiled the water for our coffee it tasted of soap, and we threw
it out. The water in the creek was full of soap. We ate only
bread and meat. Now we moved camp northward, then to
Turkey Creek, and then to Fort Bowie.

There were lots of scouts at Fort Bowie now, and we
played hoop and poles. I played with one Chiricahua man.
With the first game I won his moccasins; the second, his new
saddle; the third, his new lot of calico; and then we quit.
I used to play hoop and poles a lot and always had good luck.
Some Indians threw the pole too soon, but I used to wait till
the hoop was just about to fall and then threw the pole under
it. It was as if I knew where the hoop was going to fall
every time. The other Indians knew this about me.

Now our time was about up, so they took our outfits and
rifles away from us, and we set out for home. The first day
we got to some springs, then Antelope's Water, then Fort
Grant, then Cottonwood Wash, and then Fort Thomas.
Here we stayed two days and drew forty dollars pay. Then
we set out for Fort Apache, going by way of Soldier's Hole

2 This belief was actually put in practice by the old-timers.

3 Near Animas Valley.
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and Black River. Here at the end of ten days we were dis-
charged and drew seventy-nine dollars pay. Some scouts
used to like to draw their full uniforms and others didn't.
Money was refunded to the ones that did not draw them.

My youngest brother was waiting for me at Fort Apache
with horses to take me home. Our family was camped right
above Rice, and we found them there. From here we all
moved to a point opposite Gila Bank on the Gila River.
Then we moved to Dewey Flats. In a couple of days a lot
of our people camped on the mesa near us. There the whites
were taking the number of people in each family, and our
subagent, "Crooked Nose," was giving out ration tickets to
every man. Some were red and some were green. I rode
over near there but did not go in to get my ticket as there
were lots of girls I knew; I was bashful so I just stood be-
hind my horse. Some of my relatives got my ticket for me.'

Mickey Free was raised by my father. He was given to
him by the San Carlos people when a little boy. Mickey
and I were brought up together, so we called each other
brothers. He is dead now, but his son Willie Free is still
living at San Carlos, and I call him my nephew. Mickey
used to have long red hair.'

After I had been back at the reservation quite a while, they
enlisted twenty-five reservation police. I joined up as a
policeman this time and was on duty quite a while. The Cib-
ecue people over at Cibecue had been making trouble and
killed some American soldiers a while back.' The men who
had done this were now renegades, and it was our duty to

4 When drawing the weekly rations, the owners of the tickets presented
them, and they were punched by government men.

5 Mickey Free was a full-blooded Mexican, stepson of Antonio Ward
and was captured by Apaches of the San Carlos when a small boy and
brought up among the White Mountain Apaches. It was as the result
of his capture that Cochise went on the warpath. See Connell's
Apaches Past and Present ; also Ward's manuscript. For many years he
was government interpreter among the Western Apaches. He was given
to John Rope's father as a captive and raised with the family.
This fight, in 1881, between U. S. troops and the Cibecue people was
the result of the attempted arrest of a medicine man at Cibecue, in
which the said medicine man was killed by the soldiers.
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catch them. Some we caught and turned over to Crooked
Nose, and others we let go to give them another chance.
Finally all that we were after were rounded up and held at
Fort Apache, then sent on to San Carlos. "Metal Tooth"'
was among these; he was a Carrizo chief. Altogether there
were about forty of the prisoners. They were loaded into
big wagons and taken off to Tucson and put in jail. About
six months after this they brought them back from Tucson
through the subagency. There was an officer who rode in
front, followed by Metal Tooth dressed in an officer's coat,
and the rest of them in column of twos. They took them up
to San Carlos, where all their wives had come to meet them.

There were still lots of renegades at liberty even after
this. Na-di-ka-a, a White Mountain man, was one of them.
He had killed one white man and two Indians. Chino's'
brother and the uncle of one of these Indians who had been
killed by this renegade caught Na-di-ka-a. They started out
to take him to San Carlos, riding. Na-di-ka-a thought sure
they would kill him on the way because they were relatives
of the men he had killed. He tied a piece of calico around
his eyes and rode that way so he would not see them reach
for their guns to shoot him. When they finally got to the
river crossing, and San Carlos lay right across where he
could see it, he knew that they were not going to kill him,
and it was as if he started to live again. They put him in
the jail there. When this renegade had been in jail about
a day, he asked one of the two police who were guarding him
to let him out to attend the call of nature. They did so, and
he came back all right. They used to keep ten soldiers and
ten police always on guard at nights at San Carlos. They
ought to have put chains on this renegade in the jail, but
they didn't do so. In the early morning he asked again to
be let out. They let him out, and he went to the far side of
a building as before. From here he ran fast toward an
adobe wall, put his hands up on it, jumped over and ran for
the arroyo. The guards shouted that he had got away. It

7 This chief was known as Sanchez, and he later became one of the main
chiefs of the Carrizo band. He has been dead for a number of years.

s Chino is an old man now living at Bylas.
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was still dark, and they could see only his gee string, which
was white. They shot at this but missed. The two men who
had brought him in heard what had happened when the news
was telegraphed to the subagency.

Right across from the subagency on the high mesa were
camped lots of White Mountain people. The renegade's
relatives were there too. Crooked Nose sent word for a man
called 'Al-xel and a man called Yu-lane, both relatives of
the renegade, to come into this subagency. They came in
and had a talk. Crooked Nose said to 'Al-xel that he wanted
him to go out and kill this renegade, that if he did so he
would become a chief among his people, and he would also
get paid for it. Also if he got this renegade, they would
stop hunting down the other renegades who were his rela-
tives. "All right," 'Al-xel said, "we will get him." So the
agent gave him a police rifle, five boxes of cartridges,
matches

'

 tobacco, some grub, a good belt, and a black-
handled butcher knife like the men used to carry in those
days. These two men got on their horses now and rode back
to their camp. The next day they saw the renegade near
the camp, riding on a buckskin horse which he had found
hobbled. His wife was riding behind him. They were go-
ing up a wash. 'Al-xel stood about three hundred yards
from them, and so when he shot he missed the man, but hit
the horse's hind legs. The woman ran down the wash and
hid. The renegade got off the horse and started to run up
the side of a hill, out of sight. 'Al-xel started after him on
foot and Yu-lane rode around the side of the hill to head
him off. On the top of the hill the renegade hid behind a
creosote bush. 'Al-xel ran up the hill where he had seen
him go. When he got to the top he was out of breath. The
renegade had a knife and he jumped out at 'Al-xel, who got
scared and instead of shooting him like he should have done,
turned and ran down the hill. The renegade ran after him,
and as he came he made medicine on 'Al-xel with jaguar,
saying, "Now I'll jump on you and kill you like jaguar
would do." This renegade had some kind of jaguar medi-
cine. 'Al-xel couldn't do anything. 'Al-xel got cut in the
abdomen and slashed on the head. The renegade's wife
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was standing right there. There was one man watching all
this from a little hill, but he was too weak and lazy and did
not even shoot. He was afraid he would get killed so only
called for Yu-lane. The White Mountain people came over
and reported to the subagency what was going on. We po-
lice ran to cross the river. It was high, and so we took off
our moccasins and left them on the bank, thinking that the
fight was not far off. From across the river the people were
shouting to us to hurry. We thought it was the renegade
who got killed, but when we got there we found 'Al-xel
dead. The renegade had taken the rifle and cartridges off
him and had run up the arroyo. He had his hand cut badly
and had run with his wife up into a cave under the bluff.
Here he stopped to bandage the hand. We trailed him by
the blood on the ground, and when we got up into the can-
yon and saw that he had not stopped yet, we turned back.
When we got back to the subagency lots of people were
around the agency building. That same day a boy called
Guc-hujn (Wrinkled Neck) was at Indian Springs looking
for horses. He met the renegade up there. The renegade
came over to him and said, "Today I killed 'Al-xel down
there. I made jaguar medicine on him and grabbed him
like a jaguar and killed him. I was like jaguar. This belt
and gun I took from him. From now on I am going to kill
everyone I meet, no matter if he is my relative or not. But
I know about you, boy, you have always been very poor and
have never had much. You have had a hard time. I don't
want to kill you, so go on home. But if I meet you again
after this, then look out for yourself, because I will kill
you." Guc-hujn came on back to the subagency and told
what had happened to him. Crooked Nose heard about it
and sent for the boy. When he got there, he made him tell
all that the renegade had said.

Not long after this, the Chiricahua came up from the
Sierra Madre with Geronimo." They went to San Carlos,
got the Warm Springs people, and took them back to Mexico

Geronimo was really a medicine man, and it was from this fact that he
gained most of his influence among his people.
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( 1 882)." The Warm Springs people were camped just east
of San Carlos on a high bluff by the river. The other people
who ran off were the people of Nachise," Chato," and Chi-
huahua. The Chiricahuas in Mexico had heard somehow
about the killing of the white soldiers at Cibecue and thought
that now would be a good time to get their friends, the
Warm Springs people, to run off to Mexico. On their way
up from Mexico to San Carlos they passed near where San
Simon now is. Here two of them, Go-ya-hn and Gi-nas-
zi-hn, stole four good horses from some cowboys at a ranch.
These two men said they were going to take 'their horses
back to Mexico first before they went to San Carlos, and so
they started back. They went by Sierra del Tigre, then
north of Carretas, near Bavispe," and a little over toward
Janos where there is a high mountain with pine trees on it."
Here some Mexicans saw the two Chiricahuas coming with
the horses. The Mexicans lay in wait for them and managed
to capture both men. They took them to a Mexican fort
near by in a canyon. Here the Mexican officer questioned
them. He wanted to know where the rest of the Chiricahuas
were and where these two were coming from. The two
Chiricahuas said that the rest had gone up to San Carlos and
that they had left them two days ago. The Mexican wanted
to know how long the others would be gone. The two Chiri-
cahuas said it would take them about four days to get up to
San Carlos and that they would probably be back in about
twelve days. The Mexican officer said that if these two
Chiricahuas were telling the truth, they would let them go
unhurt, but if they were lying they would be killed. Now

1 0 Many of the Chiricahuas were already down in Mexico, having left
San Carlos in 1881, and so they wanted the rest of their people, with
the Warm Springs group, to leave San Carlos and join them.

" Nachise was one of the main chiefs of the Chiricahuas. He was the son
of Cochise, at one time the main chief of the Chiricahuas.

" Chato was a member of the Chiricahuas. He is still living (1935) on
the Mescalero Reservation, New Mexico.

Bavispe is south of Carretas in Sonora.
11 Probably Sierra Cochita Hueca.
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Chato, one of the main chiefs of the Chiricahua Apaches. This photo

was taken about 1886.
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all the Mexicans were notified to get ready. It was this time
that they killed so many of the Warm Springs people.'

The rest of the Chiricahuas had kept on their way to San
Carlos. All their women had been left behind in Mexico.
They came up near Eagle Creek, then on down Ash Flat
where Stevens' old ranch was." Richard Bylas' father was
camped there as well as Hac-ke-ha-da-dol-ni-he, It-lan-di-
djo-le and Hac-ke-be-d'i, all of them White Mountain men.
The last three were working for Stevens, helping take care
of his sheep. The Chiricahuas came first to Hac-ke-be-d'i
where he was herding some wethers. They asked him if
there were many Indians living here. He told them no, just
a few. Then the Chiricahuas killed all the lambs and started
to cook them. These Chiricahuas got all of our people who
were there and put them under guard. Stevens had nine
Mexicans working for him also. There were three Mexican
women with them. The Chiricahuas went on towards Bylas'
camp. Bylas" saw them coming and drank down a part of a
bottle of whiskey he had before they got there. Geronimo
came in to Bylas' camp and sat down. Bylas' partner, Na-'il-
hiz-'a, and this man's son, 'I-dil-na-dzid, were there also.
Geronimo saw that Bylas had been drinking lately. "I know
you," he said. "You always have some whiskey around.
Give me a bottle." Bylas said he had none, but Geronimo
kept on asking him for whiskey. Finally the boy, 'I-dil-na-
dzid got mad. He said to Geronimo, "This man (Bylas)
is not a boy for you to talk to this way and keep on asking for
whiskey. He won't give you any whiskey." Now Geronimo
said to bring all the Mexicans here. Bes-das, a Mexican, was
the foreman. He had married a White Mountain women who
was of the Black Water clan and had a boy there who was

After the Chiricahuas had left San Carlos with the Warm Springs
people, they headed into Mexico. Not far from Carretas, Chihuahua,
a body of Mexican troops ambushed them, and in the fight that fol-
lowed 167 of the Apaches were killed and 52 of them, mainly women
and children, were taken prisoners.

" This was the white man, Stevens, who has been mentioned before as
marrying a White Mountain woman.

1 ' Bylas was one of the White Mountain chiefs. The present settlement
of By las was named for him.
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about twenty-five years old. The Chiricahua head man said,
"This boy is a full-blooded Mexican, he is no Apache." The
other White Mountain man there said, "No, he is not a Mex-
ican. He is a full-blooded White Mountain, and his mother
is of the Black Water clan, so he is also."" Then the Chirica-
huas asked Bylas what the boy was, and he answered he was
a White Mountain. After this talk the Chiricahuas tied up
all the Mexicans. Right there they killed the nine men and
two Mexican women. The third woman got away and ran
to the foot of the hill, but they killed her there. Bes-das'
boy they did not kill. Now the Chiricahuas left two men
behind to guard the White Mountain women lest they should
get to San Carlos and report what was happening. All the
White Mountain men they took along with them under
guard. At first they had taken By las' horse away from him,
but now they gave it back to him and let him ride it. They
made their next camp on the south side of Ash Flat." Here
Geronimo said he would make medicine and find out what
was going on at San Carlos. He sang only four songs." The
medicine told him that all was going to be well on their way
to San Carlos. The Chiricahuas used to have good medicine,
and this was why all the people, both whites and Apaches,
slept so soundly that night. From this camp they traveled
all night, stopping to rest near the Gila River opposite the
sub-agency. Then they started on again, keeping four men
ahead, crossed the river and went on over Dewey Flat to the
old Wagon Road. At this time there were forty police on
the San Carlos Reservation scattered among the camps. Ge-
ronimo said he was going to send three men into every camp
to kill all these police. It was still night, and just east of
San Carlos they stopped in the brush along the river. Here
it was starting to get light. One of the men threw a pebble
up in the air, and they could see it, so they knew it would
soon be dawn. This is the way the old-timers always used

i s Descent is always reckoned through the mother by these people.
1 " About opposite Arsenic Springs.
" Four is a sacred number among the Apaches. Geronimo by singing the

four songs was putting himself into a state so he might have second
sight.
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to do, in order to tell if it was near dawn. Now one of the
head men of the Chiricahuas said to Geronimo, "I thought
you were going to send three men into all the camps to kill
all those police." But Geronimo would not answer him at
all. They stayed there till sunup, then crossed the river to
the Warm Springs camp. The Warm Springs people must
have known somehow that the Chiricahuas had come, for
that night they kept all their horses tied at their camp. Now
Geronimo and the others went among the Warm Springs
people and they all got ready to leave. A man named Stir-
ling was head of police at San Carlos then. If any shot was
fired, he always used to get on his horse and ride right down
to the place he had heard it. Just as the Chiricahuas were
leaving with the Warm Springs people they fired two shots
for Stirling to come. Stirling heard and got on his horse to
come over. The Apache chief of police got on a horse and
came with him. One of the Chiricahuas named Na-guji hid
on the trail and shot and killed Stirling when he came up.
Stirling had on a pair of beaded moccasins, so Na-guji pulled
these off and took them for himself. They told the Apache
chief of police to go back as they did not want to shoot him,
but he kept following them so they shot him also.

The Chiricahuas had already cut the telegraph wires from
San Carlos to Globe and the subagency. Now they turned
loose all the White Mountain men that they had brought
from Ash Flat. Richard's (Bylas) father knew what was
happening and went to the subagency. Both Crooked Nose
and Seeden, the other white man there, were gone. But their
wives were there. They thought Bylas was drunk and
would not believe him. By this time they had sent men out
who had mended the wires where they had been cut at Black
Point and also west of the subagency, and now they got the
news through. All of us police from San Carlos followed
after the Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people. At Gila
Bank we found the body of the chief of police where he had
been shot, and then we all turned back to San Carlos. At the
subagency the people heard that the Chiricahuas and Warm
Springs people were on their way through, and everybody
ran away toward Turnbull Mountain except twenty-five
scouts and a white man who cooked for them, called Navajo
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Bill. These stayed behind at the subagency. Their ser-
geant was M-ba'-djil-'a-ha, who opened five boxes of cart-
ridges and told the scouts to fill their belts. The rest of the
cartridges were put in a pit. Around this pit they all gath-
ered so they could get in if fighting started. Their relatives
told them they would get captured sure, but that they would
be watching them from Turnbull Mountain, and if they did
get in trouble they would come and help them.

When the Chiricahuas came through they said they didn't
want to fight, but had only come to take their relatives away.
So there was no trouble. There was a long line of the Chiri-
cahuas and Warm Springs people going along the north side
of the Gila River. Right below Dewey Flats they had held
up some freighters. The white men got away by running, but
there was a lot of whiskey and some clothes in the wagons.
The Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people helped them-
selves to these. My father and some other men came up to
the Chiricahuas and got some liquor to drink from them.
The river was high here, and the Chiricahuas and Warm
Springs people started to cross it. My father was a chief
and he wanted to shoot the Chiricahuas while they were
crossing the river, but the other men with him said no. The
Chiricahuas had taken some of our horses, but had said they
would give them back after a while. That is why the men
were following them and why they did not want to start
fi ghting.

The men who had been following the Chiricahuas and
Warm Springs people with my father turned back with him
when these people crossed the river. They all went back to
where the freighters were and started drinking whiskey and
pulling out the goods. They just dipped the whiskey right
out of the barrel and drank lots of it. That night my father
did not come back to camp. The next day they found him
dead; he had drunk too much. That same night one of my
relatives, Ma-dje-le, also died from drinking; Ba-ba-d ji-
ba-ha, another man, got very sick from the same thing.

Twelve of us police were sent to follow the Chiricahuas
and Warm Springs people to see which way they went. We
tracked them to Yellow Jacket. Here they had left one colt
and killed a horse. I got the colt. Their next stop was east
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of Yellow Jacket, where they could look back over their trail
a long way. Then they went on to the east. We followed
them this far and then turned back and reported. The next
day I heard of my father's death.

Now all the scouts were notified and got together. They
also moved all the Indians to San Carlos, and that was the
only agency on the reservation from then on. All the white
people were at San Carlos too. Some time after this we
heard that some Chiricahuas had killed some of our people
at Fort Apache. It was at that time that they issued a gun
and belt to me and put me on special duty. I no longer was
a policeman. I was just carrying arms to shoot the Chirica-
huas if they should come. Sieber" said that the Chiricahuas
had killed some of my relatives, and so he was giving me
this rifle to guard myself with. Later on he said he was
going to make me a scout.

When they started enlisting scouts again, I joined. They
kept us at San Carlos for a month, while they were getting
together a hundred Indians for scouts. There were two ser-
geants for us White Mountain scouts, one was Do-'ac-t'in and
the other I don't remember. The sergeants for the San
Carlos scouts and Tontos were Tu-'is-ba, and Da-dih-nes-
bine. The officer made some of the scouts practice shooting
at this time; and Harvey Nac-kin" was one of these. Before
we left we had a big dance on the flat at Gila Bank and had
lots of wood for our dance fire. First we had the war dance,
and then the social dance. There were lots of White Moun-
tain and San Carlos people and lots of girls and women. We
danced all night. At this dance the head officer gave to our
sergeant a kind of red cloth belt with a ball-like thing hang-
ing on the end of it. The ball had tassels hanging from it
like a Navajo blanket. He wore the belt over one shoulder
and across his chest, with the ball hanging at his side. He
danced with it.

We started out next day and went to the subagency, then

" Sieber was a white man who was chief of scouts for many years at San
Carlos. He was well known to all the people and was generally liked
and respected.

22 Harvey Nashkin is now (1935) an old man and lives at By las.
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to east of Yellow Jacket, then Eagle Creek, then south to
the Gila River. There were lots of soldiers with us and
Yavapai and Tonto scouts. We went on to Apache Pass,
then Bowie Depot, then to another camp. From this place
all the pack mules were sent in to Fort Bowie to load up with
provisions. In two days they were back. We stayed here
five days and then went on south to "Red Rocks Standing,"
then near where San Simon now is, then toward the north
end of the Sierra Espuela, then Guadalupe Canyon. We
stayed here for a while. Sergeant Do-'ac-t'in was riding a
horse and still wearing the belt the officer had given him.
We had with us also two Chiricahua women, who had left
the Chiricahuas in Mexico and come back to San Carlos.
From this place, Guadalupe Canyon, they sent twenty of us
off for three days to Round Mountain to look for signs of
the Chiricahuas.

The first night out we stopped and made camp. We had
a medicine man with us, so we were going to find out if we
would see the Chiricahuas or find their tracks. Na-ba-dji-
ta-ha was the medicine man. He told twelve of us who had
eagle feathers to sit in a line on one side and hold the eagle
feathers in our hands with the arms stretched out in front.
The medicine man sat on the opposite side with the other
seven men to help him sing. Now he said, "No one must
laugh while we are singing; if they do so it will be no good."
When they started to sing we with the feathers closed our
eyes and listened to the song. Our feathers commenced to
get big and strong in our hands and started to move our arms
from side to side. It was not we who moved our arms but
the eagle feathers. Then one of the men singing, laughed
a little. Right away the eagle feathers and our arms dropped
straight down. The medicine man said, "You were afraid
and wanted to know where the Chiricahuas were. You make
fun while we are singing; now we won't know about the
Chiricahuas." The next day we left our grub in this camp
and started out to scout. We got back at noon. There were
lots of deer here, and we killed some. The next day we
started back to Guadalupe Canyon with our meat.

About one month later the paymaster came to our camp
at Guadalupe Canyon and paid us. There was no store here
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or any other place to spend our money, but there were a hun-
dred of us scouts, and we gambled all the time. Our party
had made a hoop and pole set while over at Round Moun-
tain. Now we played hoop and pole a lot. We had a good
time there, and the days passed quickly. They always kept
guards out on two places to watch for the Chiricahuas. A
while after this all of us started out for Sierra Espuela and
camped near there at San Bernardino for four days. Then
we went back to Guadalupe Canyon. The evening we got
back to the main camp the officer called us scouts together.
He said six of us and the two Chiricahua women were to go
out for about one month and see if we could not locate the
Chiricahuas. If we found them we were to send the two
women to them to see if they could not get them to come
back to San Carlos and be friends again. When the Chirica-
huas and Warm Springs people had run off from San Carlos,
there had been three Western Apache men married and liv-
ing with women among these people. They had persuaded
the three men to go along with them. These three men were
Tso'-'e, a Cibecue man; a man called Na-nod-di; and an-
other man. All three of these men had left the Chiricahuas
and Warm Springs people in Mexico and come on back to
San Carlos. Now they were acting as guides down into
Mexico."

The six scouts who were chosen to go with the two Chir-
icahua women were Do-na-'il-da, a sergeant; Le-gudn-tel, a
sergeant; both White Mountain men; M-ba'tcu'n-dal, Dja-
n-de-zi, myself, and Na-nod-di. They gave a mule each to
the women to ride and a mule to Na-nod-di and one pack
mule to pack our grub on. We gave the pack mule to the
women to take care of and started out on foot across the mesa.
After a while we got to a canyon where Na-nod-di said the
Chiricahuas always passed through. We crossed a place on
the east side of the Sierra Espuela and camped on the other
side of it. Here we all started out to hunt deer. Na-nod-di
and I went back to the place we had crossed. Na-nod-di tied

" Of these three men who acted as guides, Tso'-'e, known better as
Peaches, was still living at Cibecue in the fall of 1932. He died De-
cember, 1933.
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his mule, and we started to hunt. We killed one black tail
deer and wounded another. It lay down behind a big mescal,
and so we didn't know where it was, but after a while I could
hear something breathing hard; it was the wounded deer,
which we killed by hitting it on the head with a rock. This
was a female deer without any young, and it was fat. Na-
nod-di had gone off and killed another deer. Pretty soon
he came back with its skin across his shoulder. It was a big
skin and touched the ground on both sides of him. I would
like that skin, I thought. "Here," I said, "is the deer I have
killed and fixed for you; there is the skin." "No," Na-
nod-di said, "you keep it for yourself and I'll keep this skin
for myself." It is the custom among our people if we kill
a deer to always give it and its skin to the man we are hunting
with. We took all the meat of the female deer, but only
the hind quarters and skin of the other. When we got back
to camp all the other scouts were already in. They had
killed only white tail deer, and the two women were cooking
it for them. The Chiricahuas do not eat white tail deer in
summer, but they will eat black tail deer. As soon as the
women saw our black tail deer, they cut off some of the meat
and started cooking it. We told them to cook lots of meat,
as we were now going to Sierra de Media and were afraid of
running into the Chiricahuas or Mexican troops."

-We didn't start out until after sundown. Then the women
rode double on one mule and told us to ride double on the
other, which we did. We also rode the pack mule double.
We tried to get Na-nod-di to let Dja'-n-de-zi ride up behind
him, but he would not. We set out along the foot of the hill
where there was lots of brush, so as to keep out of the open
country. We got talking about Na-nod-di and why he would
not let anyone ride double with him. It looked as though
he was doing this so if we met the Chiricahuas or Mexican
troops he could make a run for it and get away. We decided
that if he should do this we would kill him. We kept on
traveling in the brush till it got dark, and then came out on
the edge of the open country to cross over to Sierra de Media.
24 They were in Mexico now and not far from the Mexican military post

of Janos, Chihuahua.
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Na-nod-di had some field glasses, and he looked first with
these over the open country to make sure no one was there.
Le-gudn-tel said, "If the Chiricahuas come to us, don't any
of you run away, because if you do you will get killed. Go
in the rocks right away and hide there and fight." D ja-n-
de-zi was still on foot. We started across the flat. About in
the middle of the flat we could see a band of antelope run-
ning along the same way we were going, and in this way we
could tell that no one had been in front of us lately. After
a while we came to a rocky place with lots of holes in it, and
Na-nod-di said that the Chiricahuas had a fight here once
with the troops. There was an old cartridge belt, all dried up,
lying on the ground. A long way off there was some water
and toward this we could see the antelope running, so knew
things were still safe. There was a canyon ahead of us with
a lot of oak trees in it. Na-nod-di said the Mexican troops
always camped there and that they might be there now, but
we found no one. That evening we got to water at the foot
of a mountain with many white rocks on it, cliffs and canyons
and peaks. We camped at this place near the foot of a cliff.
The way we used to do when we were traveling was to make
lots of fire before sundown so there would be plenty of coals.
Then after sundown we would have no flames, only a big
heap of coals.

That night we were all sitting around, talking about where
the Chiricahuas might be. Pretty soon we could hear a noise
like a bell on a horse in the direction from which we had
come. "Do, do, do, do," it went, just as if the horse was
walking around. They sent me and another man up on the
hill to see if we could see any fire back that way. We had
gone only a little way when we could hear the noise plainly.
We went to it. It was only some water dripping in a cave,
but it sounded just like a bell. When we got back to camp,
all the others were saddled up and ready to leave. We told
them what the noise came from, and we all laughed. It
looked like rain that night, and the two women said they
were going over under the bluff and sleep, as they didn't
want to get wet. That night we talked and decided to send
the two women to look for the Chiricahuas near Carretas the
next day. "If you see them," we said, "tell them to go to
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the captain at Guadalupe Canyon as he wants to meet them
and make peace."

The next morning we cooked up lots of food for the two
women, took them part of the way, and then let them go on
foot. We stood and watched them with the field glasses till
they were out of sight. We stayed in this camp eight days,
waiting for the women to return and keeping watch from the
top of the mountain. On the eighth day we saddled all the
mules and left them tied on the mountain. Then we went
down to where we had left the Chiricahua women and waited.
We looked with the glasses. A long way off we could see
two people coming. They were on foot, so we knew they
must be Apaches. We could see them plainly now. We told
Na-nod-di to ride down toward them. He started, and we
watched him with the glasses till he met the two people.
There he got off and went on foot, letting them ride, he go-
ing in front. They got back to us about sundown, and it was
the two Chiricahua women. They had looked all over, but
found no sign of the Chiricahuas. We had been gone from
Guadalupe Canyon fifteen days now. One of these women
had the end of her nose cut on one side. She said, "I can
travel fast like a man, but this other woman here, she is like
a child and she can't travel well at all."

Our party had almost run out of grub now, so we started
back to where the troops were. As we went over a big mesa,
Le-gudn-tel said, "We don't want anyone to see us coming
back over this open ground," so he made wind. He knew
medicine for wind and prayed for it." Right in the middle
of the mesa a big wind came up, and there was so much wind
we could hardly see each other. When we got into Guada-
lupe Canyon, we reported to the officers all that we had done.
They said we had done well and also that they had received
a letter saying that scouts from all over were gathering to
meet by San Bernardino, at the mouth of Guadalupe Can-
yon. All our camp moved on near San Bernardino, where
we stayed two days. All the troops and scouts were there.

25 In the old days there was almost always some man among the members
of a war party who was said to be able to bring on big winds so as to hide
the movements of the party from the enemy.
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There were about five hundred of us scouts,'" some from
Fort Huachuca and some from all the other forts. That
troop of cavalry that rode all white horses was there too."
General Crook was there in command ( 1 8 8 3 ) . He had an
officer with him who wore a funny kind of four cornered hat
and spoke good Mexican language." There were lots of
mules there for packing. Some had their manes roached,
others had long hair only between the ears, and others had
their tails cut in different ways. This was so one could tell
to which company the mules belonged. There was one bell
mule, and all the others followed this one wherever it went.
They used to unsaddle the mules in a line, and each mule
always knew where its own pack was when it was time to
saddle up again. If the wrong mule got to a pack, he would
be kicked away by the owner. All our clothes were about
worn out from our trip, but there were no new clothes for
us. They brought in a lot of thick red cloth, though, and
divided it among all the scouts to use as head bands. This
way every one of us scouts had a red head band so that we
could be told from the Chiricahuas."

Now a big meeting was held. They spread a canvas and
under this General Crook and all the officers sat. Out in
front all the first sergeants of the scout companies stood in
line and back of them the second sergeants. Then in back
of these all the scout companies lined up. There were three
or four sergeants from Fort Apache. Alchise" was one of
these, and Tso-'e [Peaches] another. There were lots of
sergeants from San Carlos. Now General Crook said,
"What do you scouts think about us catching the Chirica-

26 According to records there were some two hundred scouts which Crook
- had with him at that time, as well as a troop of cavalry and a pack train.

" This was the Sixth Cavalry under command of Captain Chaffee.

" This officer was Capt. John G. Bourke. He must have been wearing a
cavalry uniform dress hat.

In general appearance the Western Apaches resembled the Chiricahuas

and their two allied tribes.

3° Alchise was later the main chief of the Tca-tcidn people on the upper

north fork of White River. He died in 1930.
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huas" down in Mexico, do you think we will find them?"
The San Carlos sergeant named Tu-'is-ba said we could never
catch the Chiricahuas because they could hide like coyotes
and could smell danger a long way like wild animals. Crook
said, "I think we are going to catch these Chiricahuas, and
we are going to keep after them till we catch them all. We
have orders from Washington, where the President lives, to
catch these Chiricahuas. We are all wearing his [the Presi-
dent's] clothes and eating his grub, and so I want you to help
him. In this way we can repay him. I am the man in charge
of all this outfit, and now I am going to sign my name to this
paper so that even if I get killed, the President will still
know what we all did, and the record won't be lost. Thus,
no matter if I die or live, the government will know that it
must reward you." I think he was telling us the truth all
right, because all of us scouts are now drawing pensions. We
were scouts in order to help the whites against the Chirica-
huas, because they had killed a lot of people. Now General
Crook told us to put up a big war dance that night."

The next morning we started to travel south. Al Sieber
was head of us scouts; what Sieber told us to do we did;
when he said that here would be a good place to camp, we
made camp. We traveled toward the Sierra Espuela and
down along the east side of it till we came to where the can-
yon, in which the town of Bavispe lies, joins with the valley
in which we were, that is, the junction of San Bernardino
Wash and Bavispe River. Here we made camp. Then we
went on to near Bavispe, where we saw some wild peach trees
growing. We had never seen peaches before and thought
that these were some kind of walnuts. There were lots of

In many places throughout John Rope's story the term Chiricahuas has
been used to designate the hostile Apaches against whom he was scouting.
However, in some of these instances the hostiles were not only com-
posed of Chiricahuas, but also of people of the Warm Springs and
Ni'-n-da-hi tribes. Since the narrator did not bother to make the dis-
tinction, the term Chiricahua has been used. The reader must under-
stand that this often included people of the other two allied tribes.
This applies especially in the following pages.

32 For complete details of this famous 1883 campaign of Crook's, see
Bourke's An Apache Campaign.
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trails leading to Bavispe from here. While going along we
saw some Mexicans with a burro. When we got in sight of
Bavispe we stopped. Sieber ordered a hundred of us scouts
to go ahead and the rest to follow. We went on, right
through the streets. The houses were all made of adobe
and some of them were falling down. In these adobe houses
the Mexicans were living on both sides of the street. There
were a lot of Mexicans looking at us, and a lot of old Mexi-
can women were there. We went right on through and then
across a little canyon where we all made camp. Sieber and
some of the others butchered ten cattle without permission
from the Mexicans. In a little while the mayor of the town,
a Mexican, came riding out on a little pony. He rode his
horse right up over the rocks to our camp, and the pony
seemed to climb up in jumps. Then he ran it as fast as he
could to the officer's camp. He talked some time with the
officers, and I guess they had to pay him for those ten steers.
All of us were here now except four scouts who had been
left with some soldiers at a place just east of where Agua
Prieta, Sonora, now is.

That night some of the scouts from our camp sneaked
into the Mexican town to get liquor. They brought it back
with them and got drunk. Mickey Free came over to me and
said, "My grandson," don't go over where they are drink-
ing. There is liable to be some trouble." I didn't go. The
next morning we moved on to the foot of a mountain just to
the east of Huachinera and camped there in a canyon. While
in this camp we could see Mexicans watching us from a dis-
tance. Next day we started from the Sierra Madre to the
southwest. There was only one way to get to the top of this
mountain and this was up a long narrow ridge. On the way
one mule fell off over a bluff, pack and all. It was so far
below that no one went down to get him. Finally we got to
the top of the mountain, and here we saw three very poor
cattle which I guess belonged to the Chiricahuas. The three
men who escaped from the Chiricahuas and came back to

3 3 It is often the custom when speaking to a close friend, whether giving or
seeking advice, to use a term of relationship that will show respect and
gain attention.
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San Carlos were there with us, and they knew the country.
We made our camp that night near some springs on the
mountain. We stayed here four days, cooking up bread and
lots of other grub. Then Sieber said that fifty scouts were to
go ahead and that the pack mules and the rest would follow
some distance behind. I was one of these fifty. At that time
I had never fought with the Chiricahua and did not know
how mean they were, so I was always in the front. We
crossed over a canyon, going in single line. First there would
be ten scouts, then a mule, then ten scouts, then a mule, and
so on. We scouts in front heard someone whistle in the
brush. We stopped and listened and heard the whistle again.
We all thought it was the Chiricahuas and started to run
back. One man tripped and fell in a water hole. Afterwards
the whistle turned out to be only the wind blowing on an
acorn with a hole in it, which was on a blue oak tree. Pretty
soon we came to some old tracks. Here the Chiricahuas had
left one horse. He was very poor, but we butchered him and
took out his liver and meat that was good. The three men
who were with us and knew the country said maybe the Chir-
icahuas were camped back by a rocky mountain we had
passed.

In about three days two pack mules carrying grub were
brought up to us from the others behind. A message was
sent back and we went on ahead to another camp at a canyon
near the head of Bavispe River. This was the place where
Tso'-'e, Na-nod-di, and the other man got away from the
Chiricahuas. There were lots of pine trees growing there,
and we could see where the Chiricahuas had been having a
dance. T'u-lane," a Warm Springs man who had married
a White Mountain woman from Fort Apache, was with us
now as scout. He said the dance tracks here looked like they
had been making a war dance. While we were on the edge
of the mountain, one of the scouts who was off by himself
came back and said he had seen something shining way across

" T'u-lane means "lots of water." T'u-lane is still living on the Mesca-
lero Reservation in New Mexico (1932).
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on the side of another mountain opposite us.' But the others
would not believe him and said he had just seen the sun
glinting on some raven flying over that way. The man said
it was not a raven at all. The side of the mountain was thick
with brush, and we traveled along its slope looking for tracks.
Right on top we came to another Chiricahua camp. They
had left three pieces of mescal in a tree here and also covered
their fire with dirt. We could see their tracks plainly now,
and they were about two days old. They had tried to hide
the tracks again, but we followed. There were lots of pine
trees here. Next morning we kept along the side of the
mountain till afternoon. Then the sergeant said to cook
some grub. While we did this the others looked ahead with
the glasses. In a little while the scouts who had the glasses
came back. They had seen the Chiricahua camp on top of a
ridge across the valley, on the side of the other mountain.
On a level place near the camp all the horses of the Chirica-
huas were grazing. There were lots of them. We all hur-
ried back, and there we could see the camp all right. There
were quite a few Chiricahuas in it. Sieber sent two scouts
back to tell the other soldiers and scouts who were way be-
hind to hurry up and reach our camp that night. Some of
the scouts were afraid. It was only about a mile across the
valley from where we were to the Chiricahua camp. That
night we could not sleep but sat and talked in whispers.
Early in the morning the troops and other scouts got in.
They told us all to eat and tie the horses up, as it would soon
be daylight.

Now we looked at the Chiricahua camp again. There was
lots of smoke coming up from it. We started out toward
the camp. Part of the soldiers and scouts went on the left
side and part on the right. In the middle went Alchise and
his scouts. This way we were going to surround the Chir-
icahua camp before they found out we were here. One of
the scouts on our side of the line saw two Chiricahua men
riding toward the scouts. He told the others, and they
waited to surround the two Chiricahuas. One sergeant had

" The scout who saw this flash was David Longstreet, a White Mountain

Apache, who is still living at Bylas.



60	 /IRIZON/I HISTORIC/1L REVIEW

his gun all cocked ready to fire. The gun went off by acci-
dent, but even so the Chiricahuas did not seem to hear and
kept right on coming. Then we scouts started shooting at
them but missed. The two men jumped off their mules and
ran off in the rocks and brush, but they did not go back to
their camp. Now we scouts ran down into the canyon and
drank there, dipping the water up with our hands. Some of
the scouts started to say their knees hurt so that they could
stay in the rear. Some of them were always doing this be-
cause they were afraid.

We had to pass over some rocks where there was lots of
water. Right above here some of us could see three Chir-
icahuas herding some horses to a grassy place. They were
coming our way so we waited. Right behind these three were
riding a boy and a girl, each leading a horse behind them.
We waited hiding in the brush till the boy and girl were
opposite us; then T'u-lane called to them. "Shew," he said,
"come here." He was a Warm Springs man, so of course
he talked like them. The two stopped but did not come.
T'u-lane called again. "Come here; hurry up," he said.
They dropped the ropes of the lead horses and came over,
but they could not yet see us. When they were close to us,
we made for them. I grabbed the girl, and T'u-lane got the
boy. The girl had lots of beads made from Yo-il-tcine,"
the roots of a kind of brush that grows down there. She had
four strings of them and we started to take those off her.
Then T'u-lane said, "No, that girl belongs to a friend of
mine, and I want to trade you this boy for her." I said,
"All right," and he took the girl and I the boy. Now all
the rest of us started to shoot at the three Chiricahua men
who were driving the horses. The scouts had told the three
to stand still, but they started to run off in the pine woods.
Only one of them was shot. The boy I had captured saw
the scouts with the red head bands. "What kind of people
are these," he asked. "These are scouts," I told him, "and
they are all after your people." Then he began to cry. The
girl didn't cry at all, she just stood there quietly. I told the

86 This plant is one which grows in swampy places. The roots have a very
aromatic odor and so were greatly prized.
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boy, "If you try to run away, I am going to shoot you, so you
had better stay with me." The girl spoke to me: "My
friend, don't shoot him," she said. I was wearing two belts
of fifty cartridges each, but I did not shoot more than three
times because I was satisfied with having helped to catch
these two Chiricahuas. My brother was there, and I told
him to go on to the Chiricahua camp, but he did not want to,
so I told him to keep my boy for me, and I went toward the
camp myself.

Near the place where the one Chiricahua had been killed,
I saw someone's heels sticking out of a clump of bushes. I
grabbed this person and pulled him out. It was one of the
other two Chiricahuas who had been with the one who was
killed. This one was only a boy, and there was no blood on
him so I thought he was all right. Just then some of the
other scouts came along and said they wanted me to give
them the boy, but I said no, that I had found him and was
going to keep him. I told the boy to run ahead of me to the
camp. He was only a little boy, but he ran fast and we got
there quickly. I found where the Chiricahuas had been
butchering a horse." One man had got to the camp before
me and had captured a white mule with a saddle on it. I
found an old, worn-out Navajo blanket for the boy and put
him up with the scout on the white mule to ride double.
This camp was Chihuahua's, and he and his brother had
just come from the warpath with lots of cattle. The Chir-
icahuas had been butchering, and there was meat lying all
around on the bushes to dry. I found a good, thick cow hide
and doubled it over, putting a lot of dry meat and grease in-
side. This I also gave to the scout on the white mule, giving
him half of it for himself. There was some mescal spread
around to dry on the bushes and some just boiled." I/Ve took
this also. I found an old Mexican saddle, bridle, and a rope
and put these all at the side of the camp together so that the

37 Horse and mule meat was liked just as well as beef, if not better.

" The base, the butts of the leaves, and the stalk of the mescal plant when
roasted or cooked in a steam pit formed one of the main plant foods of
these people. There were different ways of preparing the food for
storage.
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others would know that they were mine. They yelled now
for all the San Carlos scouts to surround the Chiricahua
horses, which they did.

Two Chiricahua men got up on a high, rocky shoulder
above us. They shot down at us a couple of times; then they
yelled: "All right, you're doing this way with us now, but

some time we will do the same way with you," and then they
went off. One of the sergeants called to us to come up where
he was and help him surround a bunch of mules. Seven of

us went up to him, but there were no mules there. There
were some pine trees here, and a woman had left her little
girl at the foot of one. The girl was hiding behind the
trunk now, and I went to her and reached around the tree
and grabbed her. She was wearing a string of beads around
her neck, from which hung a Mexican silver cross. I took
this silver cross for myself. I started back and the first man
I met was Be-'il-djige, one of the scouts. "Here," I said,
"I'm giving this little girl to you. He laughed and took
her, and then he gave her to Nac-da-dn who was riding a
horse and who was also a scout. Nac-da-dn took her and
started riding down the hill with her, singing the victory
dance song as he went. All the other scouts laughed when
they heard him singing this song. This is the song of thanks
that they used to sing long ago when a successful war party
came back and gave the victory dance in which men and
women danced together."

After we got back to the Chiricahua camp again we burnt
all the mescal that was left and also a lot of a kind of a big
juniper berry that grows down in Mexico and which the
Chiricahuas had gathered for food. One of the scouts caught
five horses and drove them to the camp. There was one fat
sorrel mare, and I took her for myself and saddled and
bridled her with that which I had captured. One scout came
to me and said one of the boys I had caught was the son of
the daughter of Nachise, who was a good friend of his. For

39 On the return of a successful war party, a victory dance was given.
There were special songs that were sung at this dance in which the
people thanked the returned warriors for the presents of spoil they had
given them or were about to give them.
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this reason he wanted to trade me eighty dollars and a horse
and saddle for the boy but I would not do it. One scout
called Tcu-ba' had also caught a girl, about sixteen years
old, when she had come down to get water. This girl was
taken back to Fort Apache and is still living on the north
fork. She is now an old woman. Her name is Dja-na-'il-tci.

Only four of the Chiricahuas had been killed. One of
these was an old woman; it was some San Carlos scouts who
shot her. She had stood up when they came to her and asked
them not to kill her but to take her captive instead. We
White Mountain men talked to the San Carlos scouts who
shot her and said, "Why did you kill that old woman? You
ought not to have killed her." The San Carlos men said
they had come after these Chiricahuas and they were going
to kill them. We started out from the Chiricahua camp,
General Crook riding in front. I shot my gun off some
because I was feeling happy about what I had done in the
fight. The others were shooting too just for fun. Some of
the other scouts were joking me about firing only three shots
in the fight. I said, "I have done better than you. I caught
three Chiricahuas." Pretty soon my horse gave out, so I
killed her and gave my saddle to the man who had given me
the horse. I also gave him the boy to carry.

After we had gone a way, we stopped and made camp. I
took out my dried meat and fat from the hide and divided it
among the others. We cooked and ate it. Then the man
who had wanted my boy came again to me. He was called
Ha-tso-ye. "My cousin," he said, "give me that boy like
I asked you. I want him and will buy him from you." But
I told him no, that I did not want him to do that way. He
kept right on asking me_ Then Mickey Free came over and
spoke to him. "Don't ask for that boy like that. We are
on the warpath now, and don't know for sure if this boy be-
longs to the daughter of your friend or not." That night
they put fifteen scouts out to guard on all four sides of our
camp. General Crook said to make all our Chiricahua pris-
oners lie down together and sleep, and for us to watch and
see that they didn't get away. That night the oldest Chirica-
hua girl we had caught said that almost all the Chiricahua
men had gone out on a raid that very day. This girl was
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called Dja-ne-'il-tci, and later she married Alchise's brother.
The next morning General Crook said to bring all the cap-
tives to his place. There he asked the oldest girl which one
of the captured horses was the best. She answered that a
certain gray one was. General Crook sent for this horse,
but a scout had already taken it for his own and would not
give it up. General Crook sent again for it and said, "Bring
that gray horse to me right now." The horse was brought,
and, although the scout who had claimed it was there, he
said nothing. They saddled this horse for the two oldest
Chiricahua girls and gave them food, also tobacco for Chi-
huahua. Now General Crook said, "Go to Chihuahua and
tell him that we have only come to take his people back to
San Carlos and not to make war." They took the girls back
to the Chiricahua camp we had attacked, and from there the
two followed the Chiricahua tracks. The girls had been told
to tell the Chiricahuas that the raiding of their camp yester-
day was an accident, and that it had not meant war. Also
that our camp would be at the right end of the mountain and
that we wanted the Chiricahuas to come in to that place for
a talk. T'u-lane had told the girl to tell his brother and
sister to come in to our camp right away. Twelve scouts and
T'u-lane took the girls back to the Chiricahua camp. Some
of the Chiricahua had been to their camp again but had gone
back up on top of the mountain.

Next day we saw T'u-lane's sister and a girl relative with
her. The girl was all dressed up with lots of beads and a
blanket over her head. She had a white flag in her hand.
They came into camp and we gave them food. T'u-lane
talked with his sister. He said, "We have been all over look-
ing for you people, not to kill you, but to bring you back to
San Carlos to be friends. Tell this to Chihuahua." That
same day Geronimo's sister came into camp. She said we
had taken one white horse with a Mexican saddle, on which
was a pair of black saddle bags. A silver bit and bridle had
also been on this horse. If we wanted Chihuahua for our
friend, he said that we must give that horse and outfit to her
to bring back to him. We gave it to her and she took it back
up the mountain to where the Chiricahuas were. Next day
we could see someone riding that white horse over some
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rocky places at the foot of the mountain. It was Chihuahua,
and he rode fast to our camp. On the end of his horse's tail
was tied a strip of red cloth, and another strip of red cloth
hung from under the bridle. In his belt he wore two pistols,
and in his hand he carried a lance with a strip of red cloth
tied around its end. He rode toward some of us scouts who
were sitting under some oak trees. We all jumped up, not
knowing what he intended to do. He asked where the head
officer was, and we told him. Then he ran his horse right
through us to General Crook's tent. He rode through sol-
diers and scouts alike, and they had to get out of his way.
Mickey Free and Si-bi-ya-na, who were the interpreters,
followed him to the general's place. Chihuahua got off his
horse in front of the tent, and there he shook hands with
General Crook. He said, "If you want me for a friend, why
did you kill that old woman, my aunt. If I was trying to
make friends with someone, I would not go and raid their
camp and shoot their relatives. It seems to me that you are
lying when you speak about being friends." Now they gave
him some tobacco and some food to take back with him.
Then he got on his horse and rode off fast, right through us,
the way he had come.

T'u-lane's relatives came back later and said that Chi-
huahua felt bad about the way things had happened. He
had said, "It's no good, all these scouts and soldiers here,"
and he told the women to get ready to move farther away,
maybe south to the Aros River. The Chiricahua women
didn't want to go away so far and hid from him. Anyway
Chihuahua moved his camp off a little farther. Now almost
all the Chiricahua women started coming into our camp. All
the ones we had captured came in, but the mother of the little
girl I had found did not come until about sundown. She was
crying as she came and talking bad about us White Mountain
scouts. She was a young woman. When she saw the baby
she grabbed it and started crying again. They gave out lots
of rations to the Chiricahua women now. Chihuahua had
not showed up yet, and we scouts went over to see T'u-lane's
sister to see what she had to say. She said she thought there
was going to be more trouble because the other Chiricahua
men were due back from their raid in three days, and when
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they found out what had happened, they would want to fight
us. She said we had better all look out. The next day we
moved the whole camp a little farther down by the moun-
tain in a small park there.

Chihuahua was not in yet, and we thought he would prob-
ably go to join the other Chiricahua men. There was only
one day left till their war party was due back, and so now
the Chiricahua women tore up some flour sacks and tied the
white pieces of cloth on poles, which they set up all around
our camp. This was to let the Chiricahuas know we didn't
want to fight. The women said for us scouts to look out for
ourselves. "When the men get back, they may start shoot-
ing," they said. We piled rocks and pine logs up to lie be-
hind. That night the Chiricahua women called toward the
brush up on the sides of the ridges where they thought their
men now were and told them not to shoot. They called the
names of Ka-e-din" and Geronimo, and told them why we
had come here for the Chiricahuas. The Chiricahua men up
on the ridges heard them all right. The women told us
scouts not to get up till sunrise so that the Chiricahuas would
not start to shoot. So we got all ready, put on our belts, and
loaded our rifles. Then we lay down but we could not sleep,
so we just lay there till sunrise. When it began to get light
in the morning, the women started calling again and telling
the Chiricahua chiefs that they did not want any fighting,
but only that the Chiricahuas make friends with us.

After sunrise, when we had eaten, we heard some Chirica-
huas calling to us from the mountain. We could see lots of
men up there together. Geronimo's sister went to them.
She came back and said that they wanted some of us scouts
to go to them. Na-ba-dji-ta-ha, a White Mountain scout,
went up to the Chiricahuas, but he didn't talk plainly so they
told him to go back and get some other scouts. He returned
and got Das-tine, who was related to Dji-li-kine and also a
Cibecue scout, who was brother-in-law to Chato. Dji-li-kine

This man whose name means "Cartridges all gone," was a leader among
the Warm Springs people. He was given his name because it was said
that in a fight he fought so hard that he soon used up all his arrows or
cartridges and had none left.
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called Das-tine aside when they got up there. This D
kine was Geronimo's father-in-law, and he was a chief be-
cause he was about the best fighter of any of them. He was
a little man and not as tall as an old-fashioned long musket,
but even so the Chiricahua chiefs were like nothing to him,
and they usually did what he advised. The Cibecue scout,
who was called Hac-ke-ha-gos-lid, talked with his brother-
in-law, Chato. After the talk was over, the scouts came back
to our camp. Then T'u-lane's brother gave a yell and ran
into our camp. When he got there he threw his gun and belt
on the ground. Then he said to T'u-lane, "My brother, you
have been looking for me, and now I am with you again and
as if I belonged to you." Then the two embraced each other.
This was the first man to come in. Soon all the rest of the
Chiricahua men came in, except the chiefs, who stayed apart.
We were camped on a little knoll, and all around in the park
below was lots of tall yellow grass. General Crook was off
by himself hunting birds with a shotgun. When he was
there, all the Chiricahua chiefs came to him. They grabbed
his gun away and took the birds he had shot. They said he
had been shooting toward them. Mickey Free and Si-bi-
yana went over there. They all sat on the ground and talked.
After about two hours the general came back with all the
Chiricahua chiefs to camp.

Some time after the Chiricahuas had arrived, three Mexi-
can women and a baby came into camp. They had been cap-
tured by the Chiricahuas on their raid. The officer who
talked Spanish went to them. All of us scouts and soldiers
gathered around to look at them. The officer asked them
what their names were and where they came from. This he
put down in a book. The women said they were traveling
along with two Mexican men and some burros over on the
other side of the mountains. The Chiricahuas had come to
them, killed the two men, and taken the three women and
the baby. They did not know at what place they had been
captured. The Chiricahuas said that the reason they had
captured these Mexican women was so that they might take
them to Janos and trade them to the Mexican soldiers there
for some Chiricahua women who had been captured in the
Carretas fight and who were now held at Janos. The three
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Mexican women were taken over to the cook fire and fed."
They were wearing old sandals, and these they took off and
threw away as the officers had given them tall army boots to
wear.

Now we mixed with the Chiricahuas like friends. About
noon the Chiricahuas went apart and started to make a vic-
tory dance. Sieber told all us scouts to stay away from the
dance, and so only the Chiricahuas themselves were there.
But all the same one scout went over to the dance that night
and danced. A Chiricahua woman made him pay her twenty
cartridges.' Some White Mountain scouts reported on this
man, and the officer made him go back and get the cartridges
from that woman. The Chiricahuas had driven in the cattle
they had captured. They gave three head to us White
Mountain men. One they gave to Hac-ke-ha-os-lid, the
Cibecue scout, and one they gave to a San Carlos scout. They
butchered lots for themselves.

Next day we started back for San Carlos and made our
first camp at the head of Bavispe River. They let the three
Mexican women ride on pack mules. The Chiricahuas were
camped apart from us, and Ka-e-din went back there to a
council they were holding. The Chiricahua chiefs said that
this night they were going to have a dance for all the scouts
and let the Chiricahua girls dance with them. The Chirica-
hua men planned to kill the scouts. It didn't matter if they
themselves got killed. They sent word for Dji-li-kine to
come to the council. When he got there they told him what
they planned to do and asked him to join in. Dji-li-kine
said, "I won't join in this because the White Mountain
people are like relatives of mine," and then he went back to
his camp. After a while the council sent for him again.
When he got there Geronimo said to him, "My father-in-
law, tonight we mean to do as we told you. Whenever we
have gone to war before, you have gone with us. But now
you won't make up your mind to say yes or no." Dji-li-kine
answered, "I told you already that I would not help you do

4i These three Mexican women were later returned to their relatives.
" At a victory dance if a man danced with a girl he had to make her a good

present of some kind.
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this." He was mad and started to walk away. In a little bit
he turned back and came to the council again. He said, "You
chiefs don't mean anything to me. I have been with you
many times and helped you kill lots of Mexicans and whites,
and that's the way you got the clothes you are wearing now.
I am the one who has killed these people for you, and you
have just followed behind me. I don't want to hear you
talking this way with me again." Then he walked off. That
night they started to hold the dance anyway. But one of the
scouts, D j a-n-de-zi' (Long Ears) had died that day, and
Sieber sent word for them to stop the dance on account of this,
so they did.

The next morning some of the Chiricahuas asked for per-
mission to gather a lot of horses from the Mexicans before
they left Mexico. General Crook gave them permission and
told them to meet us at the mouth of Guadalupe Canyon,
near San Bernardino. Lots of the Chiricahuas and their
chiefs went, but General Crook didn't try to stop them. They
did not like the little San Carlos ponies and wanted to get
some good horses before going back. D ji-li-kine went with
them also. We made our next camp in a canyon. Some of
the Chiricahuas had not come in yet. These were Tu-n-tc-
ile-sa-'an (Red Water Resting) and his family, a man called
Be-lin-te, a White Mountain boy called Bel-da-dol-de-he,
and his mother. The White Mountain boy and his mother
had been captured by the Chiricahuas on Eagle Creek some
time ago. One of the scouts, called D ji'-ne'-nge j was related
to this White Mountain captive woman and her boy, and so
he was sent out to bring in Tu-n-tc-ile-sa-'an and the others.
He brought them in and they were issued rations.

Whenever I was cooking in camp, that little Chiricahua
girl I had captured would come over and eat with me. Her
mother would tell her, "There is your friend, go over and
eat with him." The son of a Chiricahua who was one of my
father's friends was there with us. He knew who I was and
came to me. He told me that his mother had been killed

43 This was the same man who had gone on the scouting party down into
Mexico with the two Chiricahua women before the start of the main
expedition.
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some time ago and that he was now just living with his old
aunt. He had no way to get food, he said. I went out and
killed a deer and brought it to his camp for him and his aunt,
and he thanked me.

Now we moved our camp to some springs just north of
Carretas that Tu-n-tc-ile-sa-'an knew of. This was quite a
way from Janos, but it was near the place where the Mexi-
cans had killed so many of the Chiricahuas and Warm
Springs people." Some of us scouts went over to see the
battleground. There were many bleached-out bones, pieces
of women's dresses, and lots of beads scattered on the ground.
Numbers of Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people had been
killed there. We shouldn't have gone to look at this place,
but we did it anyway."

Our next camp was to the north, near Sierra Espuela. We
had already moved on past Bavispe. Near Bavispe we saw
a sorrel mare with a bell on her. We took this and kept up
along the side of the Sierra Espuela, finally stopping to camp
in a canyon where there were lots of pine trees. About sun-
down we saw clouds of dust in the distance. We thought
this might be Mexican soldiers coming to fight us, and we
cleaned our guns and got ready for them. After a while we
could see through glasses that it was the Chiricahua men com-
ing back, driving a big bunch of horses and mules they had
taken from the Mexicans. Next morning we started up along
the edge of the Sierra Espuela and made camp at some
springs. Then we moved on to near San Bernardino. Here
some of us hunted deer. I killed one deer, and right then a
Chiricahua rode up to me. He said they had heard us shoot-
ing deer and followed us as they had no cartridges. I gave
him the deer. "Come on, and we will ride back to camp
double," he said. But I said no, that I was going to hunt
some more. When I got back, that Chiricahua gave me a
hind quarter of the deer.

We left this place for the springs east of where Agua Prieta

44 The time the Mexican troops ambushed them in 1882.
45 Western Apache people never go near graves or places where others have

been killed, as some sickness or evil might befall any who do such a
thing.
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now is. A lot of the Chiricahua girls were on foot, so Mickey
took one up in front of him, and I took another up in front
of me also. When we got to the Springs there were some
soldiers camped there. They had seen us coming and had the
grub all cooked for us. Do-'ac-tin, one of the White Moun-
tain sergeants, had been stationed there with his company of
scouts, but he was the only one left. One after another they
had gone off and not told him where they were going. We
all laid our guns and belts aside and lined up to get our food;
soldiers, scouts, and Chiricahuas alike. As soon as one bunch
got through eating another bunch would eat. It took almost
all the rest of the day, and even then some didn't get any
food.

Next day we camped near a white man's ranch, where there
were a lot of oaks. Here two buggies drove up, each drawn
by four mules. These were for General Crook. He and
some of the officers and three Mexican women got in and
were driven to Tucson. Before he left he said to us that all
was done now and for us to go on to San Carlos and keep
watch on the Chiricahuas. "You said you thought you would
never catch the Chiricahuas, but now you see we have got
them all," he said.

Our next camp was near Willcox. Beyond Willcox a
citizen met us with a big wagonload of clothes to sell to us—
shirts, pants, shoes, and hats. We bought some clothes from
him and swiped some more because all our clothes were in
rags. The Chiricahuas still had some of their cattle, and
every time we camped, they butchered. Dji-li-kine was with
them no longer. The Chiricahuas said that while he was
getting the horses with them down in Mexico a Mexican had
shot him in the head from a distance of about three hundred
yards. We White Mountain men did not believe this because
Dji-li-kine had been on the warpath too many times to get
killed this way. We think that the Chiricahuas shot him be-
cause he would not join them that time they had planned to
kill us at the dance.

From here we moved by the Winchester Mountains, then
Hooker's Ranch, then west of Stanley Butte. Here the
Chiricahuas killed their last three cattle. The next day we
started for San Carlos.
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All the people at San Carlos knew that we were coming
that day and were waiting for us. Right on top of Copper
Reef we stopped to line up. From here we could see lots of
looking glasses flashing signals to us from San Carlos. At
every camp all of us scouts and the Chiricahuas were counted.
Now they put one hundred of us scouts in front, then all the
Chiricahuas, then the rest of the scouts, then the soldiers,
and last of all the pack train. This way we marched to the
edge of the Gila River, took off our moccasins, and went
across. Sieber rode in front. There was a crowd of Indians
on both sides, watching us. Sieber led us straight to the old
school building and there stopped. All the scouts went to
the right and camped. All the Chiricahuas went to the left,
and the pack mules were brought in to the center. We cooked
in eight lots. All our relations came to see us. Next day
Alchise and his scouts went on back to Fort Apache where
the Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people settled. The day
after that all of us scouts were discharged and got our pay.
An officer said that they wanted forty scouts to enlist again,
but lots of the men had had enough scouting.

Later the officer said that they were going to move the
Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people living at Fort Apache
out to Holbrook and off east some place. He told me not to
tell the other Indians as they did not want the news spread
around yet. Next day the scouts set out for Fort Apache,
taking Tu-n-cti-le-sa-'an with them. When they got there,
the troops surrounded all the Chiricahuas and Warm Springs
people, loaded them into army wagons and took them out to
Holbrook where they were put on a train. A lot of Chiri-
cahuas and Warm Springs people rode their ponies out to
Holbrook and had to leave them there. Curley's wife was
a Chiricahua," but she was not taken out this time with the
others. After the Chiricahuas and Warm Springs people
were sent away, the scouts came back to San Carlos."

46 Sherman Curley, an old-timer of the San Carlos people who died in
January, 1934, was married to a Chiricahua woman. Mrs. Curley is
still living.

" In 1886 there were about seventy-five men and 325 women and chil-
dren, all of them Warm Springs people and Chiricahuas who had re-
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Sieber, who knew me well and whom I liked a lot, asked
me three times to rejoin the scouts, but I would not do it.
Those long scouts we used to make at first, down to the south-
east and around Fort Bowie were good, and we could save
some money. But this being stationed at San Carlos all the
time was no good, as there was always somebody killing some-
one else, and we having to go out after them. Then, too,
we could never save our pay because we had our families to
care for. I am still caring for my family as my sons have no
work.

Since that last scout, I have lived at Dewey Flat, then I
moved to Calva and then to Navajo Point, and finally to
Bylas where I am still living. You see me here still alive and
well. That is because I have been good and minded my own
business. Lots of the other scouts did not, and they are dead.

mained peacefully at Fort Apache during the last year. Gen. Miles
who had taken over the command from Gen. Crook, had these people
arrested and sent to Florida as prisoners of war.



ANSON H. SMITH, ARIZONA EDITOR

BY WILLIAM BORK

Fifty-two years and a half of editing and publishing a
newspaper in Mohave County gave to Anson H. Smith the
record of having served longer on one paper than any other
editor in the United States. He was still adding years to that
record when an unfortunate fall on a slippery sidewalk
brought on his final illness. He died June 19, 1935, at his
home in Kingman.

During his fifty-six years in Arizona, most of it spent in
Mohave County, he saw the ebb and flow of life and industry
in the chief mining area of northwestern Arizona. He
j ourneyed up the Colorado River in the days of its unchained
and temperamental flow when skillful steamboat captains
could navigate almost to Boulder Cañon. He passed away
at a time when the harnessing of the river was virtually com-
plete, and its waters so curbed that no steamboat will ever
again stem its stream.

Born on March 28, 1860, in the small village of Hornells-
ville, now known as Hornell, Steuben County, New York,
Anson Hubert Smith started west at an early age. His par-
ents, James Y. and Elizabeth Tolan Smith, moved a few
miles in the direction of the Pacific to the town of Salamanca
in Cattaraugus County before their son began his schooling.

At Salamanca young Anson acquired a common school
education. Then, since the elder Smith had for many years
been a locomotive engineer on the Erie Railroad, it is not to
be marvelled at that his son was apprenticed to the machinist's
trade in the Brooks Locomotive Works in Dunkirk, New
York. A strike, brought on by the great panic of 1873, sent
him back home to Salamanca, and at the age of sixteen he
entered the newspaper world as a printer's devil.

There was at Salamanca a small country newspaper, the
Cattaraugus Republican. There young Smith acquired enough
knowledge of the trade to enable him to get a job as pressman
on the Daily Era at Bradford, Pennsylvania. From the
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mechanical end of the newspaper business he then turned to
writing and became oil reporter on the Era. Late in 1878
he felt the desire to visit the city, so went first to Buffalo
where he worked on the Courier and the Express, and then on
to New York. There, like so many other young printer-re-
porters he was for a while employed on the Times.

But city life did not hold the attractions he had hoped, and
the opportunity came to go west. Late in 1879 Mr. Smith
arrived in Mohave County, Arizona, and went to Mineral
Park, then the county seat. He was acting as representative
of the Cerbat Mining Company which owned several of the
famous old claims in the area, among them being the Cham-
pion, a gold, silver, and lead claim whose ore produced
seventy dollars per ton; the Empire, a galena-silver property
whose ore produced $210 to $250 per ton; and the Twins
and Vanderbilt claims, gold and silver properties with ores
producing from twenty dollars to one thousand dollars per
ton.

To reach Mineral Park in those days one had to go to San
Francisco, thence southward to Los Angeles, across to Yuma,
and then up the Colorado River to Hardyville, head of navi-
gation about ten miles above Fort Mohave. From there a
wagon road ran through Union Pass to Mineral Park. An-
other route was possible by rail to Santa Fé, New Mexico, and
then by stage to Mesilla, New Mexico, where the Southern
Pacific stages would take one to Phoenix and Prescott. Then
the trip could be made northward to Mohave County. This
was seldom done, however, and virtually everyone took the
route via San Francisco.

Anson Smith was no exception and made the trip by the
former route. Arriving at Yuma, however, he did not pro-
ceed at once to Mohave County. Instead he took a steamer
down the river into the Gulf of California with a party of
mining men who prospected in Sonora, Sinaloa, and other
parts of Mexico. Upon his return to Yuma he still did not
proceed to Mohave County, but crossed the state to the roar-
ing mining camp of Tombstone where he worked on the early
issues of the Republican. He was also for a time, before the
advent of J. W. Dorrington, connected with the old Yuma
Sentinel. George W. Tyng, the former editor, "had been
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called to New York as a missionary among the heathen of the
great metropolis," and Smith was substituting for him.

From Yuma Anson Smith finally went with Captain God-
frey of the Colorado Navigation Company up the river to
Hardyville. There he met Wooster M. Hardy, forwarding
agent of the back country and postmaster at Hardyville. For
a time he remained at Mineral Park and thereabouts.

Living in Mohave County at that time was no fun. Sup-
plies cost prodigious amounts, and everything had to be
brought from San Francisco via Yuma or La Paz (about
thirty miles south of present-day Parker) and thence up the
river by steamer. In the early days at El Dorado Callon
where Anson Smith and John Hughes, who later became his
father-in-law, were mining, supplies could be obtain only
from across the river in Nevada. No regular ferry service
was in operation and in order to get their necessities they
would make the trip of several miles to the river with horses
and pack animals, hoist a flag, and wait until the storekeeper
could find someone to take a boat across to get their order.
Sometimes a white man could be found, but frequently the
erratic Mohaves had to be depended upon. It would take all
day to get the quantity of food one would nowadays purchase
from the neighborhood grocery in fifteen minutes, and "for
years a pound of flour, bacon, sugar or coffee was worth from
75 cents to one dollar; and powder, steel and all mining ma-
terial in like proportion," says Patrick Hamilton in his Re-
sources of Arizona.

There was no reduction works near by and concentrates had
to be shipped to San Francisco at a freight rate so high that
"scarcely any profit was left to the miner on ore that would
not go over $500 per ton," says the same authority. Little
wonder then that Anson Smith did not remain long in the
mining game but sought employment in his old field, the
newspaper. In 1880 he went to work for Charles W. Beach
who was publishing the Arizona Miner, oldest paper in the
territory, established in 1864.

He was not entirely tired of mining, however, and mined
at Globe for a time. He also served as a mill hand at the
Vulture Mine near Wickenburg before he returned to King-
man, where in October, 1882, he and James J. Hyde, a drug-
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gist at Mineral Park, prepared to start a newspaper. On
November 5, 1882, the first issue of the Mohave County
Miner appeared.

The front page of this paper was largely taken up with
advertising. Three of the seven columns were utilized by
the owners of the paper for this purpose, one of them bear-
ing a slogan printed perpendicularly to the masthead:
"Advertise in the MOHAVE COUNTY MINER and be
Happy!" The other two call attention to the fact that Hyde
& Watkins of the Mineral Park Drugstore are "DRUG-
GISTS & APOTHECARIES and dealers in all kinds of
CHEMICALS, ASSAYERS' MATERIALS, Patent Medi-
cines, Toilet Articles, ETC., ETC., ETC. We have also on
hand a fine stock of fresh Groceries, Candies, Nuts, Tobacco,
Cigars, &c. Give us a call and we will satisfy you." Theirs
was a modern drugstore, with a full variety of everything,
even though it has been the custom to proclaim such a wide
variety only a recent tendency!

The ext`reme left hand column proclaims that the "MO-
HAVE COUNTY MINER" is "published every Sunday
by Anson H. Smith & Co. James J. Hyde, Editor." Sub-
scription and advertising rates follow and below them the
column is filled with professional cards and a saloon adver-
tisement. The second column is headed by a poem entitled
"The Children" by Charles M. Dickinson. The remainder
of the column contains "A Montana Man's Story," being an
account of how a tourist fell through the crater of a geyser
in Yellowstone Park and how he escaped therefrom. "Why
We Shed Tears," a reprint from Bill Nye's Boomerang;

some reprints from the New York Sun and a St. Louis paper
and but one local item concerning the increase in freight
since the Atlantic and Pacific reached Albuquerque make up
the three columns of news on the front page. The three
columns to the right contain the drugstore and newspaper
advertisement described above.

Thus the Mohave County Miner made its first appearance.
It has continued to appear regularly ever since, and it was
Anson Smith's boast that he never missed a number. Paper
was kept on hand for several months' issues, but once they
ran out before a delayed order arrived and the editor made
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a trip to Prescott on horseback to obtain enough paper to get
the edition out on time.

The press for the Miner had quite a history, as did many
early-day presses which passed from paper to paper and
town to town until fortune smiled long enough for them to
remain set up in one place and serve until old age wore them
out. Anson Smith tells the story in the Golden Anniversary
Edition of the paper, November 11, 1932.

A newspaper had been established at Yuma, known as the Yuma County
Democrat, but had been in existence only a few months when it went to
the journalistic boneyard. The remains were shipped by team to Phoenix,
and a gentleman named Crenshaw published the Maricopa County Demo-
crat from this plant. It was not patronized to any extent and the paper
died during its infancy.

Anson H. Smith, who was then living at Mineral Park, proposed to James
J. Hyde that they purchase the newspaper outfit and establish a news-
paper at Mineral Park. Smith went to Prescott, where he consulted
Charles W. Beach, at that time editor of the Arizona Miner, and arrange-
ments were made with him for a press and obtaining the outfit at Phoenix.

The type and other fixtures were shipped by team to Prescott. When
it arrived at that place the press was loaded onto the wagons, and the outfit
started on its way to old Mohave. The press was one of the first cylinder
models ever made, and was known as the Chicago stop-cylinder. It had a
peculiarity all its own. The cylinder latched at a certain point, and then
the bed reversed and went back, unlocking the latch. The bed and cyl-
inder moved in unison, until the paper was delivered at the rear of the
press, then the bed revolved back to be inked and made ready for another
sheet. It was a most peculiar press, but it did work.

There was another paper in Mineral Park at the time of
the establishment of the Miner. It was the Alta Arizona
(Upper Arizona). The editors waged the usual duels and
the Miner achieved the more popular favor with the result
that its competitor, edited by William Hodges, a young man
from Yuma, had to fold up. The Miner took over the
plant which consisted of an old Washington hand press and
a small quantity of type.

The press of the Alta, as it was called, was sold to Art Fay,
a well-known printer of the day, who took it first to Peach
Springs and then to Flagstaff where he started the Arizona
Champion in 1887. The Champion was the first newspaper
in Flagstaff and the ancestor of the present-day Coconino
Sun.
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In the early days one of the chief problems facing the
Miner was to preserve the rollers which inked the type and
made is possible for the press to print. They are ordinarily
made from molasses, glycerine, and glue, and must be kept
soft enough to do their job thoroughly, yet not so soft that
they lose shape or melt. They harden with age and must
be renewed. Their preparation is enough of a specialty so
that present-day printers and newspaper offices usually send
their rollers to a specialist in the field. But in the eighties
freight was high, and the service was so uncertain that the
Miner cast its own rollers. At times it was difficult to obtain
the proper materials for the job, "but," says Smith, "the
rollers were always in good shape and a plan was worked out
for handling that end of the newspaper game with little
difficulty."

When the Miner began publication the first editorial pro-
claimed its politics as follows: "Politically this paper will
be devoted to the interests of the Republican Party, but we
fully realize that politics do not interest a small community
like ours, except about election time, and we can safely say
that a very small portion of our columns will be devoted to
political discussion. Our columns will always be open to re-
ceive communications relating to the welfare of this county
in any way, and we shall always publish such with pleasure."

Thus in the early days of its existence the Miner devoted
itself to mining and not to politics. Anson Smith was a
Democrat, but his county was definitely Republican until
the election of 1894. At that time the mining industry, par-
ticularly the silver miners, became interested in politics and
many of the Republicans joined the western Democrats.

At the time of the establishment of the Miner the Santa Fé
Railroad had not yet reached Mohave County. Mineral
Park was still the metropolis of the area. Located on an ele-
vated bench on the western slope of the Cerbat range, it
stood "in an amphitheatre of rugged mountains, with the
rocky cone of Sherum's Peak towering over all," says Pat-
rick Hamilton. His description follows.

It is 30 miles east of the Colorado and 130 miles northwest of Prescott.
The houses are mostly adobe. There are five stores, a hotel, 'restaurants,
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saloons, blacksmith shops, etc. There is a commodious public school-

house, which is well attended. The town is the supply-point for numerous

mining-camps and cattle ranges. Its present population is about 500,
which is being rapidly increased since the building of the railroad. The

place has grown and improved very much within the past year. Many

handsome private residences and several business houses have been erected.

The town has a healthful situation, and as the mining region which sur-
rounds it is developed, its population will grow and its trade increase. It is
one of the oldest settlements in northern Arizona, and its people are de-
serving of all praise for the steadfast faith they have ever shown in its
future. The Mohave Miner is published here Once a week, by James J.
Hyde. It is an industrious and intelligent exponent of the great natural
resources of Mohave county.

The coming of the railroad, however, did not help Min-
eral Park. Kingman, a dangerous rival, sprang up some
sixteen miles to the south beside the rails themselves, and in
1887 the county seat was moved there. In the meantime
(1885) Anson Smith had made a deal with James Hyde, his
partner, and Ed. Williams for the sale of his interest in the
Miner. The sale was never consummated, although he for
a time went to Kingman and operated the Wallapai Tribune
as an independent venture. In 1887 the Miner and the
Tribune were combined, and C. M. Funston, later of the
Coconino Sun, published them under the name of the Mo-
have County Miner at Kingman. In 1891 Anson Smith, and
a new partner, William G. Carleton, took complete control
of the Miner.

arleton, now a resident of the Arizona Pioneers Home
at Prescott, was associated with Smith for two years, from
January 1, 1891, until the end of 1893. He characterizes
the country editors of the day as all-round newspapermen
who wrote and edited the news, set it up into type by hand,
ran the press, and wrapped and mailed the finished paper.
In a mining community like Mohave County they were
prone to grubstake hopeful prospectors, were industrious,
but sometimes lacked in application, and would switch from
one endeavor to another somewhat frequently, as has been
seen in the case of Anson Smith.

Of his partner Carleton says that he never lacked in per-
sonal courage, and although he was not a large man, he was
strong and would tackle the devil. He was never afraid of
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anything. On one occasion a "fellow came in to horsewhip
the editor." He ran into Carleton, who was "getting bawled
out." Then, says Carleton, "Anson came into the front
office, pushed me aside, and had him licked quicker'n a dog
could bite a flea."

There wasn't much to do for amusement in the mining
camps of those days. Sometimes dances were attended, and
frequently "dancing pumps were made from hob-nailed
shoes," as Carleton puts it. A wedding was a great event.
Serenading was ever popular, but on such occasions some of
the local "whiskey tenors," a musician or two, and a few of
the boys would "go into shifts on 'em. Usually there were
a few drinks, and everyone had a good time," Carleton adds.

Card playing was another pastime. Anson Smith liked to
join in a game of poker now and then, but a certain Judge
Russell, one of the old-time gentleman gamblers who kept
a saloon in Kingman for many years, would frequently take
part in the game and give the amateurs some dearly-bought
experience. On at least one occasion, however, the "green
horns" contrived to get the better of him.

Smith got into a game with Russell while two of his
friends, Harl Thompson and Jim Michael, looked on. By
and by Michael yawned, stretched and said that he would
have to go home to bed. Thompson remained. By and by
Russell, who was never the one to beat his victims all at once,
let Smith win a goodly share of the stakes. At a sign from
Thompson, Michael re-entered excitedly and said, "Anson,
there is an Indian out here says your wife is screaming some-
thing awful and you'd better go quick." Anson did. Next
day the judge was obliged to treat frequently but enjoyed
the joke as well as the rest.

Exactly one year from the day the first copy of the Miner

appeared Anson Smith was married to Miss Nellie Hughes,
daughter of John Hughes, with whom he was early asso-
ciated in mining. They had ten children, four sons and six
daughters, all of whom are living. There are also nineteen
grandchildren. Mr. and Mrs. Smith lived to celebrate their
golden wedding aniversary the year after the Miner's fif-
tieth anniversary edition.
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As early as 1890 Anson Smith became interested in the
Colorado River as a power and irrigation project. For years
his paper advocated the building of a dam in Boulder Callon.
When he presented his ideas to the late Franklin K. Lane,
Secretary of the Interior in the cabinet of President Wilson,
Lane wrote in reply that it was a "wonderful dream of a
wonderful undertaking," but added that it was "just 50 years
ahead of time."

Mr. Smith later described as one of the biggest moments
in his life the occasion on which, in June, 1933, with the dam
about one-third completed, he stood in the dry bed of the
Colorado, its water flowing through diversion tunnels on
either side. Secretary Herbert Hoover while presiding at
the conference on the Santa Fé compact in 1922 called Anson
Smith "Father of the Boulder Dam." He never saw the
completed structure.

It was the Colorado River question more than any other
cause that led Anson Smith into active politics and brought
about his election to the Arizona House of Representatives
in the ninth and tenth legislatures. In the tenth legislature
his eldest son, J. Hubert Smith, was serving as a state sen-
ator. He still holds this position.

For many years the editor served as United States Com-
missioner, and at the time of his death he had for two years
been chairman of the Mohave County Board of Public Wel-
fare. He was active in good roads agitation and at the time
of his death was endeavoring to secure prompt completion of
the road from Kingman to Boulder Dam. Almost unaided
he waged a campaign for the acceptance of a bond issue to
build the Mohave County General Hospital. He also sup-
ported highway bond issues.

A complete file of the Mohave County Miner presents
a fascinating picture of the dreams of prospectors, promoters,
wealth seekers, engineers, and others who sought riches in
the rugged mountains. More than any other area in Arizona,
it may perhaps be said that Mohave County typifies the ghost
town mining camps of the west as a whole. Fabulously rich
silver deposits have been found and worked out. The
changing methods of transportation have left one-time im-
portant towns entirely uninhabited. Hardyville at one time
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was county seat and had a population in the thousands.
Cerbat, also a county seat for a time, gave promise of growth.
Mineral Park flourished. Today one visits the last named
town, finds the streets overgrown with weeds, the houses
falling down. The old county jail, built of stone, no longer
has a roof; its two cells were moved to Kingman for use in
the new county seat. Jails at Hardyville and Cerbat were
deserted mining tunnels with strong doors attached. Of
these towns almost nothing remains.

The gold mines at Katherine, Cerbat, Greenwood, Mc-
Cracken, Oatman, Goldroad, Stockton, Signal, and elsewhere,
and the silver properties near Chloride, Stockton Hill, Cer-
bat and other towns yielded over fifty million dollars worth
of precious metals since their first operation in the sixties.
During the present rise in the price of gold and silver they
have felt new life. It was the dream of Anson Smith that
cheap power from the Colorado River should run mills and
pump water to make possible the steady development of
these mines and the stabilization, insofar as possible, of the
mining industry in northwestern Arizona.

To read the Miner from its earliest day to the present
gives an idea of Anson Smith's vision, of the hardships, of
the dreams he experienced. Kingman has grown from a
stopping place on the railroad where water was sold for five
cents a gallon (and few gallons were available) to a modern
town on a modern transcontinental highway. Fifty-two
years as a newspaper editor meant seeing those changes day
by day. It meant giving to posterity a record of one 'corner
of the Far West as seen through the eyes of one man.

Anson Smith's life was the ordinary one of a typical coun-
try editor. He strove to build as he saw best. He felt the
pulse of the community and of the state and reacted accord-
ingly. His life's work is more than a chapter in the history
of the state; it reflects the growing pains of the American
nation and its coming of age. It ends on the threshold of
a new era and no man can say what it holds in store, for the
mystery of the future is as great as the mystery of the be-
yond into which Anson Hubert Smith slipped away last June.



THE TERRITORIAL GOVERNORS OF ARIZONA

JOHN PHILO HOYT

BY EUGENE E. WILLIAMS

The Western Reserve in northeastern Ohio furnished the
fourth governor of Arizona in the person of John Philo
Hoyt, who was born on a farm three miles south of Austin-
burg, Ohio, October 6, 1841. His parents, David and Su-
sanah (Fancher) Hoyt, gave him the Biblical name of John.
A member of his family states that John was not in love with
farm work, but if set to a task he could be depended upon
to finish it however much he might detest it. In his boyhood
days he was a fat, chubby, rosy-cheeked lad whom his play-
mates called "Pork." When he went away to school he gave
his name as John P. Hoyt. Later when asked what the "P"
stood for he replied, "Philo," and Philo it always remained.

As a boy and young man he worked on his father's farm
and attended school at the Grand River Institute at Austin-
burg.

In 1862 young Hoyt enlisted in the Union army serving
through the Civil War in the 85th and 87th Ohio Infantry,
and the 2nd Ohio Artillery. During part of this time he was
acting-quartermaster general. He was discharged from the
army in the spring of 1866.

While in the army he employed every opportunity to
study law. These studies enabled him to graduate from the
Ohio State and Union Law College at Cleveland, Ohio, in
July, 1867.

After graduation he was admitted to the bar and imme-
diately went to Vassar, Tuscola County, Michigan, where
he practiced nine years. During this period he served two
terms as prosecuting attorney. In 1873 and again in 1875
he served as representative in the Michigan legislature, the
last term as Speaker of the House.

W. A. Hoyt, a nephew, says that his uncle was a classmate
of the son of Wm. M. Evarts, Secretary of State in Hayes's
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cabinet, and that during the middle seventies Evarts used his
influence to have Hoyt appointed to a diplomatic position at
Vienna, but Hoyt refused.

Hoyt became interested in Arizona and on May 21, 1876,
President Grant appointed him Secretary of the Territory.
While serving in this capacity he codified the laws and pre-
pared them for publication, receiving a fee of $1,000.

When Safford's term expired the logical person to succeed
him was the man who had so ably served the territory as
Secretary and who had codified the laws. Recognizing his
qualifications for the position, President Hayes appointed
Hoyt governor, and he took the oath of office April 5, 1877.

The period of Hoyt as secretary and as governor of Ari-
zona was a time of discovery, exploration, and development
of the territory, although the problem of repelling attacks
of the Indians was still unsolved. Events were constantly
taking place that were of vital interest to the territory. Some
of them are the following:

Tombstone: It was not many months after Hoyt became
governor that a typical prospector, Ed Schieffelin, started on
a prospecting trip. To go from any place that was not pro-
tected by force of numbers, or by a military force, was to
invite death, or at least great hardships. The entire country
was without settlers, water was scarce, and savage Indians
lurked behind many a stone. It required a brave-hearted
and hardy man to venture any distance from his fellow men
alone. Such a man was Schieffelin.

As the prospector was about to start, someone in a jocular
manner asked him where he was going. He responded that
he was going in search of stones.

"Well, the only stone you'll find is your tombstone," was

the encouraging rejoinder.
The warning was unheeded by the doughty prospector,

for he persisted in his search until he discovered the mines
which made him famous. He named his mine "Tombstone"
and recorded his claim at Tucson, September 3, 1877.

Bisbee: About the time that Tombstone was discovered
and developed another mining district was opened at Bisbee.
Though devoid of the romance of discovery, and the noto-
rious history of its neighboring town, the Bisbee district be-
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came one of the greatest mining camps in the Southwest,
and the largest producer of copper in Arizona.

Newspapers: It was during Hoyt's term that two of Ari-
zona's leading newspapers, the Salt River Valley Herald and
the Arizona Silver Belt, were established, although the Ari-
zona Miner and the Arizona Citizen had long served the
people as distributors of the news. All four of these papers
or their successors are still important journals in the state.

The Salt River Valley Herald was the first newspaper in
Phoenix. It was issued weekly and edited by Charles E.
McClintock. The owners were Mr. McClintock, J. J. Gos-
per, Secretary of the Territory, and Charles W. Beach. This
adventure presented its first issue in January, 1878. The
following year its name was changed to the Phoenix Herald,
and it became a semiweekly and later in the year a daily. It
was afterward absorbed by the Arizona Republican, now the
Arizona Republic.

The Arizona Silver Belt was the first newspaper in Globe
and came from the press May 2, 1878. It was founded by
Judge Aaron H. Hackney, who was its editor for twenty-one
years.

Though Governor Hoyt may not have had a hand in these
enterprises they reflected the prosperity of Arizona during
his term of office.

On June 12, 1878, Hoyt was succeeded as governor by
General John C. Fremont. It is said that the Secretary of
the Interior requested Hoyt to resign in order that Fremont
might be appointed to the position.

Shortly after leaving the governorship of Arizona Hoyt
was tendered the governorship of Idaho. After investiga-
tion he was convinced that Governor Mason Breyman, whom
he was to succeed, had been unfairly removed, and refused
to accept the appointment. Not long afterward he went to
Washington, D. C., and prevailed upon President Hayes to
reinstate Breyman.

Leaving Arizona in 1879, Hoyt went to Washington Ter-
ritory where he served as Associate Justice of the Supreme
Court from 1879 to 1887. The latter year he was placed in
charge of the Dexter Horton & Co. Bank at Seattle and was
with the institution for some time. It was during this period
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that he and Arthur A. Denney developed the Fremont tract
which became a thriving addition to Seattle. In 1889 he was
elected a delegate from King County to the Constitutional
Convention of Washington, serving as president of the con-
vention. From 1889-97 he again sat on the bench of the
Supreme Court of Washington as Associate Justice. In 1898
Judge C. H. Hanford appointed him Referee in Bankruptcy
where he served until 1914. During this period he was re-
gent of the University of Washington (1898-1902), and
then Professor of Law in the same institution (1902-7). He
also served as President of the Washington State Pioneer
Association.

After withdrawing from business Judge Hoyt lived a
quiet retired life in his east Seattle home where he died
August 27, 1926.

His wife was Miss Lettie J. Lewis whom he married in
1869. They had three children: June, Harold F., and
Arthur L.



As Told by the Pioneers

BERNARDO CAVIGLIA

(Reminiscences as told to Mrs. Geo. Kitt, Jan 12, 1928)

I was born in Genoa, Italy, September 8, 1857. Came to
this country about 1876 with three or four other Italians.
We thought we would all make our fortunes in two or three
years and return to Italy with a sack of gold pieces.

We struck right out for Eureka, Nevada, where we
chopped wood and burned charcoal for six or seven years.
That was not making a fortune very fast so when we heard of
the big strike in Leadville, Colorado, we started for that
place.

After staying there a very short time two of us came to
Tombstone, Arizona. Of course we had to travel through
a very bad Indian country where we heard of three men
having been recently killed but the Indians did not bother
us. One Indian was even so kind as to take me up behind
him on his horse and ride me for a short distance. He want-
ed me to get on in front but I objected. We were walking
and driving a couple of burros in front of us with our blan-
kets, etc. Guess the Indian just wanted to see if we had any
money or not and when he found that we had none he decid-
ed he had allowed me to ride far enough.

We two threw in our lot with five or six Italian farmers
from California who were supplying Tombstone and the
country between there and the San Pedro River. There was
no Fairbank at that time, just some ranches. Kimbal owned
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a ranch near the old iron railroad bridge and Herrick had
a ranch a little farther down which he rented. We took out
a dam up near the bridge. We also owned a ranch about
two miles up the Babocomari from Fairbank.

We had a few cattle too. We were on the roundup in
1883 when Geronimo was out on a raid and several Mexi-
cans were killed just across the line. Never had any of my
stock stolen either by Indians or rustlers but had a man come
into my house and steal some money and a pistol. Have a
good idea who it was but that did me no good, things went
on just the same. I knew some of the men who were sup-
posed to be had, Joe Brooks, Pete MartineIles, who was an
Italian Swiss, and others.

In 1887 I moved to Arivaca where I have a store and a
few cattle. I have a son twenty-four years old living in
Arivaca. His mother died when he was a little baby. We
had only been married ten months and twelve days and I
have been a widower ever since. Arivaca is not as it used to
be. When I first came there were lots of ranches around but
now they are all eaten up by the big companies. We manage
to make a pretty good living though and when I get real
tired of the store I lock it up, put the key in my pocket and
come to town.

MRS. A. Y. SMITH

(An Indian Adventure)

Forty years ago, 1895, I came to Arizona with my sick
mother. The same year I met and married A. Y. Smith.
We had a wonderful life, full of interest, adventure, and
romance.

From the first I loved Arizona, for its clear vaulted skies,
big open spaces, and vast distances—but unfortunately I
was a tenderfoot, and believed every wild story I heard.

The Apaches had been recently placed on reservations
but I was quite sure some of them were left lurking behind
the tall yuccas or hiding in the foothills.
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I came, as a bride, to the Commonwealth Mine in Pearce,
then a rousing, rip-roaring bonanza mining camp. Many of
the "bad men" from Tombstone made it their rendezvous.

My first venture out of the camp was with a group of
other newcomers. We decided to brave the wilds and picnic
in Old Cochise Stronghold, nine miles away. In hacks and
buggies we started out early one morning. It was a very
lovely but lonely drive and we seemed a long time in reach-
ing the beautiful old fortress of stone.

We had a day of exploration. We climbed the steep
granite walls of the stronghold, also we listened much of
the time to wild Indian stories told by an old-timer there.

When we started back we were not only tired but a bit
apprehensive of our lonely drive home. After we had gone
about three miles we were terrified to see a wild looking
Indian ride from behind a foothill right towards us and
upon reaching our hack he circled furiously round and round
us, frightening our horses and terrifying us nearly to death.
He thrust his ugly scarred face right into ours, leering
hideously. Behind us were two buggies with more ladies in
them. He rode around them the same way, waving his arms
about and yelling in a most savage way. We drove as fast
as our horses would go. We came shortly to a loaded wagon.
The driver and both horses were gone. We concluded the
driver had been killed and the horses stolen by the Indians
that we were very sure were lurking behind the foothills
near us.

To the north of us we could see another figure moving
over some object on the ground; the murdered driver of
the wagon we concluded. We now expected that a band of
Indians would swoop down upon us from the near-by hills
any minute, and we would all be massacred.

Our driver, just out from the East, was fervently praying
out loud and the rest of us silently joined him. We were
not molested, however, and in due time reached home and
told our terrifying story.

It naturally got circulated and the next day the sheriff
of the county called upon me and asked me for an exact



'IS TOLD BY THE PIONEERS	 91

account of our adventure. I gave it, with plenty of color.
He then told us that the day before our party had surprised
two cattle thieves in the act of killing a C. C. Cattle Com-
pany's calf and that the Indian, a Yaqui, was trying to divert
our attention from his partner, a notorious "bad man," who
was hovering over the calf they had killed. After we drove
out of sight they rode for the Mexican border, leaving their
wagon behind them and were not seen again in that vicinity.

I am sure no real Indian encounter was ever frought with
more fear and seeming reality than was ours, however
amusing it may seem now in retrospection.

JOSEPH ANDERSON, GREATERVILLE

(Reminiscences as told to Mrs. Geo. Kitt in 1928)

I came out to Arizona to be with my brother John at
Greaterville. Before I got to the place it had as many as
200 or 250 people, a few of them American women. But
American women did not take kindly to the place. Even
when I got there it was pretty lively and very wild. I did
not care for that kind of excitement and have never drunk
a drop of liquor in my life and do not intend to. There
were a lot of Mexican saloons and a lot of Mexican miners.
They had only hand machines and did individual placer
mining, but they made a fair living, that is if they had used
it for a living. But they spent all their money in the saloons
while their families suffered dreadfully. Things were al-
ways done on a small scale, though a man from Chicago got
interested, had capital and was going to put up big machin-
ery. He was at Greaterville with his agent when for some
reason he started out to Sonoita on a burro. Evidently he
was waylaid by Indians and shot so that ended that project.



G. R. BREWSTER, 76; d
Phoenix Dec. 17; b Syracuse, N.
Y.; to Gila Bend 1883; bailiff,
Maricopa County Superior Court.

JOHN IRWIN BROOKS, 85;
d Phoenix Jan. 3; b Illinois; to
Phoenix 1890; contractor a n d
builder.

WILLIAM G. BRUNDAGE,
74; d Mesa Dec. 8; b Utah; to
Mesa 1882; merchant.

MARY M. BURNETT, 80; d
Phoenix Dec. 8; to Phoenix 1872.

JAMES T. CAMPBELL, 86;
d Sawtelle, Calif., Dec. 2; b Ill.;
to Ariz. as Indian fighter, settled
Springerville 1888; rancher.

MRS. ROSA D. CARBAJAL,
72; d Yuma Jan. 19; b Hermosillo,
Son., Mex.; to Yuma 1864.

JOAQUIN CONTRERAS, over
100; d Phoenix Nov. 24; b Sonora,
Mex.; to Ariz. 1855; farmer, cat-
tleman.

GEORGE HENRY COOMBS,
66; d Prescott Dec. 17; b Foun-
tain Green, Utah; to Mesa 1883;
farmer.

E. H. COOPER, 65; d Globe
Dec. 13; b Indian Terr.; to Gila
County 1882; rancher, state cham-
pion old-time fiddler.

OWEN DAVIS, 82; d Douglas
Feb. 24; b Wales; to Pinal County
1880; rancher.

JOHN DIRUFF, 86; d Copper
Basin Feb. 12; b Wimfen, Hessen,
Germany; to Prescott 1882; ranch-
er, miner.

JOHN DOAN, 60; d Yuma Dec.
1; b Bowling Green, Mo.; to
Yuma 1890; mining, title and
trust, territorial and state legis-
lator, member Ariz. Colo. River
Comm.

The Last Frontier
ABELARDO AGUIRRE, 72; d

Yuma Jan. 11; b Los Angeles, Sept.
4, 1863; to Yuma 1886.

JOHN H. ALEXANDER, 68;
d Prescott Jan. 25; b Prescott;
farmer.

MRS. LORINDA C. ANDER-
SON, 81; d Flagstaff; b Stafford
Springs, Conn.; to Flagstaff, Aug.
1883.

TOM ARMER, 67; d Monte-
bello, Calif., Dec 23; b Oregon;
to Salt River Valley 1876; ex-
sheriff Gila County.

JOHN BAGGIORE, 74; d
Phoenix Feb. 1; b Italy, May 21,
1861; to Ariz. 1878, Phoenix,
1881; mining, real estate.

EDWARD J. BAINES, 80; d
Prescott Feb. 21; h Cambridge,
Eng. ; to Phoenix 1882; hotel
keeper.

JAMES W. BAKER, 78; d
Douglas Dec. 1; to Ariz. about
1882; soldier against Apaches,
railroader.

MERCEDES BALLESTEROS,
74; d Tucson Jan. 13; b Sonora,
Mex.; to Yuma 1869, to Tucson
1875; taken overland on horseback
as a baby to Riverside, Calif., to
escape revolution.

JOHN BATES, 104; d Gisela
Valley; b East Verde, Ariz.;
Apache Indian scout.
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ALFRED S. DONAU, 69; d
Mazatlan, Sin., Mex.; b New
York; to Tucson 1883; mining,
cattle, real estate.

MRS. BENITA C. DURAN,
67; d Winslow Jan. 3; b Cubero,
N. M.; to St. johns 1883.

DANIEL EIDRIDGE, 72; d
Chandler Dec. 7; b Utah; to Ariz.
1876; farmer.

MRS. SARAH S. ELMER, 84;
d Las Vegas, Nev., Feb. 3; b Staf-
fordshire, England; to Pima 1884;
woman's doctor, midwife, pioneer
mother.

WILLIAM GASTON, 75; d
Prescott Jan. 19; b Baltimore,
Md.; to Tombstone 1881; car-
penter.

MRS. CELIA HAMBLIN, 86;
d Eagar Feb. 15; h Utah; to
Round Valley about 1877.

MRS. ROSA BROWN HART,
65; d Berkeley, Calif., Feb. 25;
b Shasta County, Calif.; to Tempe
about 1875; early student at Tempe
State College.

JOSEPH HOFFMAN, 99; d
San Carlos Reservation Dec. 4; b
Cherry Creek; Apache Indian
scout.

JAMES A. HOWELL, 64; d
Douglas Jan. 24; b Hamilton,
Nev.; to Tombstone 1877; bank-
ing, cattle, city clerk Douglas, dep-
uty county assessor, territorial leg-
islator.

JOSE MARIA HUERTA, 71;
d Tucson Jan. 5; b Mexico; to
Tucson 1875; Indian fighter,
pressman, fuel dealer.

CHARLES M. HULETT, 73;
d Prescott Dec. 19; b Mass.; to
Phoenix 1889; miner, Spanish
American War vet.

MRS. NANCY GREGG IR-
VINE, 75; d Phoenix Jan. 7;
b Mo.; to Tempe 1871.

MRS. SUSAN JOHNSON, 91;
d Safford Dec. 9; b Va.; to
Springerville 1884, Clifton 1887;
wife first hotel owner in Springer-
ville.

JOHN MAHILL, 86; d San
Carlos Feb. 7; b Ariz.; Apache
Indian scout.

ARCH H. MAXWELL, 68; d
Nutrioso Dec. 20; to Nutrioso
1878; rancher, Indian fighter.

GEORGE McDONELL, 73;
d Phoenix Feb. 15; to Yavapai
County 1883; Indian fighter, mill-
wright.

MORGAN MERRILL, 68; d
Solomonsville Jan. 11; b Morgan
City, Utah; to Mesa 1876; early-
day stage line operator, farmer.

FRANCISCO MONROY, 95;
d near Tempe Dec. 4; b Altar,
Son., Mex.; to Arizona 1875;
settled, Maricopa County 1884;
rancher.

MORTEN MORTENSON, 73;
d Mesa Feb. 11; b Utah; to Flag-
staff 1876; freighter, rancher,
canal builder.

MRS. MARY E. NAYLOR, 70;
d Phoenix Dec. 23; b Calif.; to
Phoenix 1876.

MRS. ALZADA SOPHIA
PALMER, 78; d Mesa Jan. 8; b
Utah; to Snowflake 1877.

JOHN PASCALE, 77; d Tuc-
son Feb. 1; b Maricoveta, Italy; to
Tucson 1879; realtor.

FRANK L. POTTS, 74; d
Florence Feb. 14; b Creston, Ia.;
to Tucson 1886; locomotive engi-
neer, machinist.

MRS. SARAH CATHERINE
RAPIER, 75; d Safford Feb. 7;
b Bellegreen, Ala.; to Bowie 1889.

MRS. MARY RENAUD, 77;
d Phoenix Feb. 19; to Pinal
County 1882.
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MRS. MARGARET A. SEE-
BRING, 75; d Tombstone Dec.
25; b Chicago; to Cochise County
1888.

THOMAS H. SCHOLEY, 84;
d Prescott Dec. 9; b Ill.; to Ariz.
1882; liquor dealer, rancher.

MRS. ELLA SHUTE, 77; d
Florence Feb. 13; b Sacramento,
Calif.; to Globe 1873.

JAKE SOLLARS, 79; d Pres-
cott Dec. 28; b Kansas; to Clifton
1876; miner.

WILLIAM A. STARK, 83; d
Long Beach, Calif., Feb. 4; to
southern Arizona I 879; rancher
near Willcox.

MRS. ANNA STILLMAN, 85;
d Fresno, Calif.; to Tombstone
1879; church worker.

LUCIUS SWINGLE, 86; d
Phoenix Dec. 3; b Wis.; to San
Pedro Valley 1877; cattleman.

GENERAL OSCAR F.
TEMPLE, 71; d Phoenix Feb. 5;
b Buffalo, N. Y.; to Ariz. 1885;

Indian fighter, 10th Inf. U. S. A.,
Spanish American War vet.; Adju-
tant General Arizona Nat'l Guard.

MRS. ELLEN THOMPSON,
77; d Nogales Dec. 24; b Ire-
land; to Globe 1869; Nogales
1887.

MRS. MARY A. TURNER,
102; d Fairbank Dec. 7; b Texas;
to Ariz. 1889; ranchwoman.

MILO C. WEBB, 92; d Phoe-
nix Jan. 19; b Akron, O.; to
Tonto Basin 1885; Civil War vet.,
cattleman.

T. J. WYLIE, 80; d Bailey,
N. C., Feb. 20; b N. C.; to Nogales
late eighties; ex-postmaster, alder-
man, Nogales.

GEORGE HENRY YOUNG,
67; d Prescott Dec. 17; b London,
Ont.; to Camp Verde 1878;
rancher.

WILLIAM ZIMM ERMAN,
85; d Globe Dec. 16; b Austria-
Hungary; to Globe 1876; under-
taker, furniture dealer, carpenter.



the triumph of the miner's ideal
of simple fact over laborious theory,
the rough generosity of a spirit
ruthless in punishment and then at
the next moment helpful. One
cannot but be interested in the
results achieved by this frontier
philosophy when Thompson be-
came an angel of the Republican
party in New York, and again
when Thompson headed the Amer-
ican Red Cross in Russia and served
as President Wilson's unofficial rep-
resentative during the historic days
of the Red revolution. The Mag-
nate has its place as a contribution
to an understanding of the part
copper mines and miners had in
Wall Street.

ARC US REDDOCH.

THE DOMINICAN MISSION FRON-
TIER OF LOWER CALIFORNIA. By
Peveril Meiggs, 3d. Berkeley,
University Press, 1935. vi+232
pp., 19 plates, 2 4 figures, 1 map.

This is a scholarly book based
upon five field trips to the Fron-
tera and a careful use of materials
in the Bancroft Library, Univer-
sity of California, written by an
exponent of the culture-geography
school. The Frontera is that re-
gion between the old Franciscan
missions of San Fernando de Veli-
cata (30 ° N.) and San Diego
(33 ° N.). Within the Frontera the
author recognizes four distinct nat-
ural regions whose occupation he
traces through the "Indian," "Mis-
sion," and "Post Mission" culture
stages. A map, photographs and
tables add value to this useful addi-
tion to Dominicana, regional geo-
graphy, and Lower California his-
tory.

THEODORE E. TREUTLEIN.

Book Reviews
THE MAGNATE. The story of

William Boyce Thompson and
his times. By Hermann Hage-
dorn. Reynal and Hitchcock,
Inc., New York City. $3.00.

The Magnate is essentially the
story of a period rather than a
biography; the emphasis placed on
Thompson only makes the more
real that hectic period of his life-
time, 1869-1930, when the world
was money-mad. Thompson's dizzy
speculations before the great war
with amounts of money almost
astronomical in magnitude are de-
scribed in a major portion of the
volume and form a part of the
story of the rise of copper mining
in the West as seen through the
eyes of Wall Street. For example,
the development of Shannon and
Inspiration mining properties in
Arizona are, to Hagedorn, but two
incidents in Th.ompson's mad rush
toward fortune and power. The
tricks and betrayals of the specu-
lator as he booms mining stock to
colossal heights and then suddenly
brings the price tumbling down to
pitiful lows is handled by the au-
thor with his sympathies on the
side of the speculator.

Throughout the story one
catches in Thompson the crude in-
dividualism of the miner; one sees
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FATHER BONAVENTURE OBLASSER, 0.F.M., a Franciscan

missionary, has been among the Indians of the Southwest for
many years. By training and experience he is peculiarly
well fitted to interpret the Indians under his charge in terms
of their environment. At present Father Bonaventure is
stationed at Topawa.

DONALD ROWLAND, formerly of the University of Ha-
waii, is assistant professor of history at the University of
Southern California. Professor Rowland received his doc-
torate at the University of California. His thesis on Span-
ish relations with the Seri Indians was based on Spanish docu-
ments in Seville where he worked on a Native Sons of the
Golden West fellowship.

DR. GLADYS A. REICHARD is a young professor at Barnard
College who has long been interested in the customs and
languages of Indian tribes. She has already analyzed and
reduced to writing the grammars of two Indian languages
and she is soon to undertake the unique task of teaching the
Navajos to write their own language, which has hitherto been
handed down merely by word of mouth. She is the author
of Spider Woman, in which she tells the story of how she
spent one summer with the Navajos and learned their art of
weaving.

ALBERT WILLIAM BORK, born at Prescott, Arizona, in
1906, is a graduate student of Spanish and history at the
University of Arizona. His first job after leaving high
school was on the old Arizona Journal Miner at Prescott
where he developed an interest in the early newspapers of
the state and their editors. He assisted in the research work
for Alpheus H. Favour's Bill Williams, Mountain Man.
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