The Snake-dance of the Moquis of
Arizona, Being a Narrative of a ...

John Gregory Bourke

T e i ik L G et et o e




S 103L L ,5.3

HARVARD COLLEGE
LIBRARY

FROM THE FUND OF
- CHARLES MINOT

CLASS OF 1828




THE SNAKE-DANCE

oF

THE MOQUIS OF ARIZONA

BEING A NARRATIVE OF A

JOURNEY FROM SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO, TO THE VILLAGES
OF THE MOQUI INDIANS OF ARIZONA,

WITH A DESCRIPTION OF

The Manners and Customs of this peculiar People, and especially of
the revolting religious rite,

THE SNAKE-DANCE;

TO WHICH I8 ADDED

A BRIEF DISSERTATION UPON SERPENT-WORSHIP IN GENERAL

WITH AN ACCOUNT OF THE

TABLET DANCE OF THE PUEBLO OF SANTO DOMINGO, NEW MEXICO, evc.

By JOHN G. BOURKE

CAPTAIN THIRD U.8. CAVALRY

~

- dondon

SAMPSON LOW, MARSTON, SEARLE, & RIVINGTON
CROWN BUILDINGS, 188 FLEET STREET, E.C.

1884

All rights reserved.



PUBLISHERS NOTE.

CAPTAIN JoHN G. BOURKE, the author of the present volume,
has been for a number of years an aide-de-camp to Major-General
Crook, U.S. Army, and in that capacity has been afforded unex-
celled opportunity for studying the peculiarities of the American
aborigines. He was selected by Lieutenant-General Sheridan to
make an examination of the manners and customs of the Indians
of the South-Western Territories, in the execution of which duty
he collected a mass of valuable ethnological notes, which have
been freely drawn upon in the preparation of this treatise.

S. L, M., & Co.

188 FLEET STREET.



PREFACE.

IT is a matter of deep regret to the Author that
circumstances have compelled him to prepare this
little volume in a remote military outpost.

Only those who have assumed the burden of
authorship can appreciate the fatigue and labour of
research demanded, when exactness of statement is
aimed at. This fatigue and this labour increase ten-
fold at outlying military stations where libraries are
of insignificant proportions, and where books bearing
upon special topics are not to be had for love or
money. |

The author has endeavoured to present a truthful
description of religious rites, the very existence of
which is known to but few of our people, and a
narrative of incidents which may serve to entertain
and amuse, if they do not instruct, those into whose
hands this book may fall.

The illustrations, by Sergeant A. F. HarMER,
U. S. Army, a student of the Philadelphia Academy
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of Fine Arts, may. be relied upon as true to Nature
and to Art alike. They speak for themselves.

The Author has had much difficulty in deciding
where to expand, where to condense, and where to
reject.

In a work intended for popular perusal he was
afraid that by giving too much attention to topics
interesting to himself he might fail to retain the
interest of persons not so well acquainted with them ;
and he has accordingly preferred to make his
‘allusions as succinct as possible, consistent with
intelligibility.

The Moqui Indians inhabit seven different
villages, situated a few leagues apart. In treating of
them all, it has been impossible to avoid a seeming -
repetition of description, where the same apparel,
food, arms, and ceremonies were to be explained.

They are known to have lived in their present
location since the Spaniards first entered this portion
of America, which was about the middle of the
sixteenth century.

As they were then, so they are in our own day,
one of the most interesting peoples in the world.

Their religion, system of government, apparel,

manufactures,—no less than the romantic positions



PREFACE. ix

of their villages, appeal to the curiosity or sympathy
of almost every class of travellers, archaologists,
divines, men of letters, or ordinary sight-seers. The
various railroad systems penetrating Arizona and
New Mexico have brought the hitherto isolated
Moquis to the doors of the scholars and men of
leisure of our eastern cities and of Europe. If the
author has succeeded in demonstrating that our
South-Western Territories contain much that is fully
worthy of the attention and study of people of in-
telligence, he will feel amply repaid for the time and

labour devoted to this volume.

J. G. B.

WHIPPLE BARRACKS, ARIZONA TERRITORY,
March 1, 1884.
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SNAKE-DANCE OF THE MOQUIS.

CHAPTER L

En route— Uniformity of customs—The start from Santa Fé—
La Bajada—The arrival in safety.

ALTHOUGH vague rumours had from time to time
reached me of the peculiar ceremonies to be noticed
among the Moquis, I had paid but slight attention to
them, as they came from mining prospectors and
others of the same genus, who delight in the marvel-
lous; and I first heard with certainty of the rattle-
snake-dance of this strange people from my old friend
Mr. William Leonard, then trader at the Navajo
Indian Agency, Fort Defiance, Arizona.

Mr. Leonard’s account was so exact and circum-
stantial (although given at second hand from the
Navajo Indians), and his desire so earnest that I
should be the first white man to carefully note this
strange heathen rite during the moment of its cele-
bration, that I made up my mind that, come what
would, I should make the effort to reach the village
of Hualpi by the full moon of August, the date set for
its commencement.

B -
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It was by this time almost the middle of May, and
to perform in the intervening weeks the amount of
work assigned to myself would, I saw plainly, tax my
physical powers to the utmost. Nevertheless, after
much calculation, I concluded that I could carry out
the scheme already outlined, and still have the narrow-
est margin of time left in which to make the trip upon
which I had set my heart. May, June, and July flew
rapidly by, every moment occupied in something of an
intensely interesting nature. I witnessed the sun-
dance of the Dakotas at Red Cloud Agency, Dakota,
early in June, under exceptionally favourable cir-
cumstances.

Dr. M‘Gillicuddy, the agent, an old friend, rendered
me every assistance, and many of the Indian chiefs
and head men—*Red Cloud,” ‘“ Red Dog,” ¢ Ameri-
can Horse,” “ Young Man Afraid,” “Little Big Man,”
“Woman’s Dress,” and many others whom I had
known with more or less intimacy during the months
when they were serving as scouts under General
Crook in 1876-77, gave me points of information
extremely curious and valuable.

The month of July was devoted to an examination of
the Pueblos north of Santa Fé. Many of these Pueblos
—most of them, in fact—belong to the tribe known
as the Teguas, one of whose bands lives among and
forms part of the Moquis. Those on the Rio Grande
are fairly familiar with the Spanish language, and my
hope was to learn from them all possible relating to
their congeners in Arizona, and, if such a thing could
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be done, persuade one of the Rio Grande Teguas to
accompany me in the capacity of interpreter upon
the trip I had in contemplation.

I obtained much new and singular information, and
shall always look back upon that tour as one of the
most valuable and interesting in a chequered experi-
ence. But I found that the Rio Grande Teguas'had
in their sympathies grown so apart from their relatives
to the west that I determined not to embarrass myself
with one of them as an interpreter, but to trust to
luck for coming across a Navajo or Moqui, with whom
communication could be carried on in Spanish or
English.

I supposed, too, when I began the tour, from what
I had previously known, and from what Indians com-
ing into the city of the Holy Faith had assured me,
that all the sedentary Indians of New Mexico and
Arizona would be found to possess many attributes in
common ; or, to ‘express the idea with even greater
force, that their lives were moulded in a common
pattern, and that any divergences of manners and
customs would be clearly ascribable to Spanish inter-
vention.

Investigation demonstrated the accuracy of this
surmise. Taking the present condition of Zuni and
its people as a datum line, the advancement beyond
or deterioration below this is very small, the different
Pueblos adhering tenaciously to old-time ideas, except
in the cases of such almost extinct communities as
Nambé and Pojuaque, where foreign influence has
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made an appreciable impression upon the surviving
aborigines.

In religion, the Pueblos on the Rio Grande are
suspected, with very good reason, of practising in
secret that which the Zunis and Moquis openly
avow.

In government they retain the same usages, and in
such matters as food and dress differ less from the
Moqui standard or Zuni standard than the same num-
ber of little villages separated by the same distances
would among ourselves differ from any given one we
might assume as a criterion.

In their apparel the women on the Rio Grande make
a more general use of underclothing than do those
of the Moqui family, who go about with the left arm
and the upper half of the left breast entirely exposed,
and the right arm nearly so. This innovation, a step
in the direction of modesty, as we understand it, is
due to the Spanish missionaries.

The women in the Pueblos north of Santa Fé
very frequently wear a bottine, or legging, shaped
somewhat like a Wellington boot, which is at least
more graceful than the cumbrous and unwieldy foot-
gear of the Zunians, which, however, is also to be
seen very generally on the Rio Grande. The light
¢ drop-over” boot of which I am now speaking, can be
found more commonly in San Juan than in any other
community.

The ordinary use of valuable necklaces of globular
silver beads, having the double or archiepiscopal cross
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as a pendant in front, will at once attract comment :
these are also to be seen in Zuni, but with nothing
like the frequency noticeable on the Rio Grande,
where no Indian woman is so poor as not to be pos-
sessed of this beautiful and highly-prized ornament.’

With the first days of August I was back in Santa
Fé, and up to my eyesin preparations. It was at first
intended that General Edward Hatch and Captain
C. A. Woodruff of his staff should be of the party, an
arrangement I was sorry to see broken by a sudden
outbreak of the Apache Indians in the southern part
of the district, necessitating General Hatch’s presence
in command of the troops. I had also contemplated
inviting Mr. S. B. Evans of Illinois, an experienced
archeeologist, then in New Mexico, but he did not
return in time from his visit to the interesting ruins
near Cochiti, so I was compelled to go without him.

Mr. Peter Moran, the artist, the last of the party
as at first organised, still remained, and together we
determined to start at once, fearing that unexpected
obstacles might frustrate our plans.

Those who are not familiar with the fearful type
of thunder-storms which arise in the Trans-Missouri
region can form no conception of the havoc wrought
by those which assailed the vicinity of Santa Fé in
the first week of August 1881, and taxed to the utmost

1 The introduction of these rosary necklaces dates back to the re-
conquest of New Mexico by Espejo 'in 1692-94, when the natives were
required to wear them as a mark of subjection to the crown of Spain,
and to the religion of which it was the champion. V. Davie’ Con-
quest of New Mexico.
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the engineering ability of the managers of the Topeka
and Santa Fé Railroad to keep their trains running with
anything like regularity. The worst storm of the
series (that of the early morning of August 2), although
spasmodic in its nature, was phenomenal in the amount
of water falling during the time it lasted. It seemed
as if the bottom had fallen out of an immense tank,
and the noise made by the descending torrent was so
great as almost to drown the sullen growls of the
thunder, which added a terrible majesty to the grandeur
of the tempest.

- Consequently we were not astonished to learn, as
we did at breakfast, that the railroad track had been
washed away, and that there was no probability of
trains running on schedule time for several days.

There was but one thing for us to do, and we did
it. I obtained an ambulance from Colonel Lee, the
chief quartermaster of the district, and in company
with Mr. Moran left the quaint and ever-curious town
of Santa Fé on the afternoon of August 3, intending
to go as far south as the important Pueblo of Santo
Domingo, where we should be in time for the grand
annual celebration of the Dance of the Tablet and its
attendant ceremonies ; and this witnessed, could strike
the Atchison, Topeka, and Santa Fé Railroad below the
“ wash-out,” and readily reach Albuquerque, the initial
point of the Atlantic and Pacific Railroad, then just
building in the direction of the Arizona boundary, and
the shortest line of approach to our goal, the Moqui
villages.
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Six or seven miles north of Santo Domingois “La
Bajada” (the grade or descent), a fearful grade cut out
of the face of a precipitous hill of black columnar basalt.
The total descent is, in round numbers, about 600 feet,
and the difficulty of ascent or descent is much increased
by abrupt curves and by the presence in the roadway
of large blocks of lava. In former days it was the
most dangerous spot on the road between Santa Fé
and El Paso, Texas, and many are the reminiscences
of the rough experience of passengers who were obliged
to leave the stage and even to assist the drivers in
“ chocking " the wheels and supplying them with iron
shoes and lock chains.

- With brake firmly applied, wheels locked and shod,
and a passenger at the head of each ““leader,” the
driver of the “ Great Southern Overland” would
cautiously pick his way down from the crest of the
precipice to the little valley below.

In my own experience, when I first became ac-
quainted with this classic spot (in 1869), I was aroused
from a sound sleep, and told by the gruff-voiced Jehu
to “ light,” which I did, in a half-dazed kind of a way,
landing in the middle of a cactus bush, which did
much to bring to the surface all the latent eloquence
of an impulsive nature.

“La Bajada” was the scene of the story told
against Mr. O’'C., a gentleman who worthily repre-
sented the Emerald Isle in the years immediately after
the war, when the railroad was still undreamed of on
the Rio Grande. O’C. was one of the best-hearted
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fellows that ever lived, but extremely eccentric and
very absent-minded.

He left Santa Fé one bright winter’s morning to
go to one of the small posts, a couple of hundred of
miles down the Rio Grande in the immediate vicinity
of El Paso.

Right in front of him, not more than a mile ahead,
was the conveyance of Colonel Pratt, the U.S. Marshal
of the territory. When Pratt reached the crest of
“La Bajada” he and all his party, except the driver,
got out, locked the wheels, and walked down in front
of the mules, according to the most approved formula.

About the moment of reaching the foot of the
grade Pratt heard a fine round Irish voice close behind
him saying, “Shure she’ll git down oll roight, I
dunno ;” and turning, he saw at his heels O’C. and his
man-servant, while far up the dizzy ramp was the
O’C. carriage, in which sat, unconscious of danger, the
lovely and accomplished Mrs. O’C. There was no
brake, no lock, and no shoe to the wheels; the mules
every now and then turned their heads in a lazy sort of
a way, as if undecided whether to kick the old carry-
all to pieces or haul it quietly to the bottom. Mrs.
O’C. chirped to them cheerily, while O’C., from his
station at the foot of the grade, looked up complacently,
and again remarked, “ Shure she’ll git down oll roight,
I dunno.” Pratt was fearfully disgusted and frightened,
and cried out, “Why, my good heavens, man, [
wouldn’t drive down La Bajada myself!” “No,
rejoined O’C., unconcernedly, “nor oi.”
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But the same kind Providence which watches over
the sparrow in its flight guarded Mrs. O’C. on her
perilous journey, and brought her safely to the foot of
the precipice.

Looking south from the crest of La Bajada, a very
fine view is obtained of the Sandia (Watermelon)
Mountains, while below is the valley, on the left or east
bank of the Rio Grande, thirty-two miles south of Santa
Fé, and about two miles from the station of *“ Wallace,”
on the Atchison, Topeka, and Santa Fé Railroad, is the
Pueblo of Santo Domingo, where we soon arrived.



CHAPTER IL

Santo Domingo—Getting in supplies—A primitive meal—
The church of San Domingo—The image of the saint.

IN driving through the Pueblo the irregularity of its
arrangement was noticeable ; it seemed to be composed
of two distinct villages, a quarter of a mile or more
apart. The houses are nearly all of adobe, and mostly
of two stories.

The great number of windows glazed with selenite
astonished me very much. This mineral is found in
this region in great slabs, often as much as one and
even two feet square, and, being fully as good as cheap
glass, has not been superseded by that material.

We hunted up the house of the Lieutenant-
Governor, who met us at the doorway, and presented
himself as Bautista Calabaza ; said, the Governor being
absent, he had charge of the Pueblo, and after inflict-
'ing upon me a long and prosy account of how he had
received a severe injury to his chest by being kicked
by a mule in Kansas City, forgot his ailments so far
as to conduct us to a small but new, and therefore
comparatively clean, house of adobe, where we were to
make our quarters for the night.

The single room was almost full of the debris
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of a primitive carpenter’s shop, for which it had
served.

A half-hour’s hard work on the part of Moran and
myself, assisted in a rather listless way by a couple of
Indians, put one end of the apartment in ship-shape
by the time that Baxter, our driver, had unharnessed
and watered the mules and gotten ready to make us a
bite of supper.

The Lieutenant-Governor was very officious and
voluble in his talk—in promises great ; in performance
he was nothing.

“ Could we have hay for our mules?”

“Oh, certainly, gentlemen, ahorita” (presently).
But “ahorita” had become an hour and a half, and
still no signs of hay for our poor famished animals,
which were braying together in dismal solos and
choruses outside.

“ Where is that hay, Governor ?”

“Oh, the hay! Is it possible that the Captain
don’t know that to-morrow is a great ‘ fiesta,’ and that
all the young men of the Pueblo are to take part ? It
is impossible to get hay to-night.”

“No; I am going to have it to-night, and if you
can’t get it, I'll get it myself.”

A few of the young boys standing close by were
soon hired at a good figure to go to a neighbouring
“cienaga” ! and cut all the hay their “burros” could
carry. The burdens brought back were almost as
small as their consciences, not much over a good

1 Cienaga means a swamp or low meadow-land.
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mouthful for each of the four mules, but they helped
wonderfully with the supply of corn we had brought
along from Santa Fé, and silenced the serenade which,
without the hay, would certainly have lasted all
night. .

A similar arrangement brought us firewood in tiny
bundles, water for cooking, a few eggs, and a small
jug of milk. In each case the small boy was brought
into acquisition, and his services remunerated so satis-
factorily that, in eggs at least,a “ corner” was formed
to bull the market, the boys judging that when we
wanted them so badly we would, in the lapse of an
hour or so, be only too glad to pay still higher figures.
In this they were disappointed. After the first dozen
had been purchased the youngsters were told that we
had all we could eat, and that we didn’t want any more.
This announcement broke the market, and had the
ludicrous effect of bringing out many more than we
had any need for. Every little boy and every little girl
seemed to have two or three, which he or she was
most anxious to sell, while a sore-eyed old crone, who
had perversely sat in a corner and listened unmoved
to our piteous appeals for “hueros” (eggs), now
hastened up to make some kind of a sale for the twelve
or fifteen which she had kept stealthily concealed in
the folds of her garments.

We told the boys: “ We have paid you just twice
as much for your eggs as you would have received had
you taken them all the way to Santa Fé; you know
that. Now, we don’t know whether we shall remain
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here very long or not ; but if we need any more, after
eating what we have on hand, we'll pay you the same
price we have been paying, and no more.”

To this the boys and girls said, “ Bueno,” and
many of them wandered off to their homes; but a
contingent of respectable proportions remained to
watch us preparing supper. This was composed of
fried bacon, a can of baked beans warmed in the
ashes, hard tack, coffee, and boiled eggs.

The Lieutenant-Governor ‘“ happened in,” and was
invited to take pot-luck with us. His decision of
character made itself manifest in the promptness of
his acceptance. He made excellent use of his oppor-
tunities, and, without any exaggeration, ate as much
as Moran, the driver, and myself put together.

‘We had no table conveniences ; the can of baked
beans was set down in the centre of a circle, and each
one dipped in his spoon and lifted the food to his
mouth ; the eggs were boiled hard and needed no
dishes ; and the hard tack could be consumed direct
from the box.

The coffee was excellent; we were hungry as
wolves, and gulped down our meal with eagerness,
that we might hurry out to examine the Pueblo, and
witness the celebration going on in the old church.

We managed to extract from the Lieutenant-
Governor the statement that his Indian name was
Yashté-tiwa, that he belonged to the Aguila or Eagle
clan, and that his wife and children were of the Kuta
or Shipi clan. (From his explanation of the meaning
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of this word I made out that it was an herb of small
size and strong smell,—either the sage-brush or sun-
flower. Bautista’s Spanish was not of the best, and
his speech so interfered with by coughing, that it was
not always easy to maintain a conversation with him.)

The whole subject of clan or Gentile organisation
by which our Indian tribes, with scarcely an excep-
tion, are governed, is one of the most interesting to
which the student of ethnology can devote his atten-
tion. In no section of our country is it better defined
than in New Mexico and Arizona; but for reasons
best known to themselves the Indians of the various
tribes are averse to imparting information upon the
matter or anything concerning their system of civic
polity, which is so largely based upon it.

During many years’ experience with the native
tribes I have been enabled to gain, little by little,
much that is important upon this head, and hope at
an early day to have it in shape for general dissem-
ination. As the general reader may not perhaps take
much interest in' the subject, I will restrict my
remarks in this place to the broad statement that the
clans themselves closely resemble the Septs of the
Ancient Irish, and that the management of the tribes
is mainly in the hands of the clan-heads, or chiefs of
bands as we call them. Children belong in nearly all
cases to their mother's clan, which, in the event of
their father’s death, assumes, with rare exceptions,
their care and maintenance. Later on I shall have
more to say upon this subject.
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Bautista gave me the names of four clans—those
of the Sol or Sun, Aguila or Eagle, Cayote, and the
Shipi or Kuta before mentioned. Although I was
more than half satisfied that he wasn’t giving me one
quarter the truth, yet to extract any information at
all upon this head was a gratifying advantage which
I hoped, with some reason, to be able to turn to
account in interviews with more communicative per-
sons.

He also told us that the inhabitants of the Pueblos
of Santo Domingo, Santana, San Félipe, Zia, Laguna,
and Acoma speak one language, and are of one stock
—the Querez. The same information was also given
by an old man whom we met at the church door a
short time afterwards.

The house in which Bautista had placed us was so
dark and unwholesome-looking, scarcely lit up by the
flickering flames of the fire over which sputtered our
bacon and coffee, or the still feebler parody upon
illumination afforded by the forlorn piece of candle
which the driver had stuck in the wall, that Moran
and I lost not a moment in freeing ourselves from
such disagreeable surroundings and making our way
along with the multitude progressing towards the old
church.

The venerable edifice, of which the outlines of the
fagade only were traceable against the sky, was filling
rapidly with devout worshippers.

An energetic performer upon one of the oblong
drums peculiar to the Pueblos had taken his stand
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at the main entrance, there to emulate the doleful
performance of the band inside, the strains from whose
racked and untuned guitars rent the evening air.
The congregation assembled before the chancel rails
numbered anywhere from 100 to 125, a fair propor-
tion being men, nearly all Indians, with a slight
sprinkling of Mexicans.

They were chanting the rosary in a manner so
strange and odd, so thoroughly Indian, that, taken
in connection with what I had seen outside, the im-
pression was hard to shake off that I was listening
to refrains which ante-dated the introduction of
Christianity, refrains which were the original music
this people once sung in honour of the sun or other
deity, and so thoroughly engrafted upon their affec-
tion and reverence that the early Spanish mission-
aries, with the astuteness and knowledge of human
nature for which they were noted, had quietly
deferred to popular prejudice and allowed their
retention, taking care enly to change the object of
the application.

This suggestion I advance with much diffidence.
Not having any knowledge of music, I cannot pretend
to speak critically, but I am sufficiently familiar
with Catholic Church music, as well as with that
(so to call it) of our Indian tribes, to feel confi-
dent of the exactness of my assertion, that while this
music bore no resemblance whatever to the former,
it was almost identical in type with the latter.

From the roof of the church near the belfry
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blazed five different fires of asphaltum which from
moment to moment increased in brilliancy and were
answered by the flashes from similar but smaller pyres
kindled upon the flat earthen roofs of the houses.

‘What all this meant the Indians were unable or
unwilling to explain, but the same idea occurred at
once to Moran and myself, and found vent in my
friend’s exclamation, “Well! don’t this beat all ?
It’s just what Stephens describes as done in Yucatan,
where the people burned copal in honour of the sun.”*

To come back to the refrain: the voices were not
musical, and individual execution was poor, but the
accord was perfect, and the general effect weird and
touching. ,

The statue of Santo Domingo, in one corner behind
the altar rails, is looked up to by the simple-minded
aborigines as something but little short of miraculous.
It is a coarsely-painted wooden image of the cigar-
sign order of sculpture, but so much superior to the
other sacred crudities of the Rio Grande Valley that
my sympathies went in unison with those of the poor
old women who unmistakably regarded the statue as
a work of genius too peerless to be approached save
on bended knees. As each got close enough, she
took in her hands the hem of the garment of faded
gold brocade and kissed it with fervour.

1 Bancroft, H. H. (Native Races, etc.), vol. ii. p. 231, mentions the
Mexican priests as burning an incense made of copal, and again on p.
234, same volume, he includes copal in the list of articles paid in as
tribute to Montezuma. See also Tylor, Anthropology, p. 137.

C
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The orchestra next favoured us with an instru-
mental selection while the singers were resting.

Over the merits of this let us draw the veil of
charity. It was rendered as well, perhaps, as could
be by performers whose home-made violins and guitars
were in an execrable state of repair, and who had but
a vague and incoherent idea of the divine art which
“goothes the savage breast.”

From a distant quarter of the Pueblo, as we retired
to rest, came the sound of drumming and singing,
strangely like that with which the Apaches and Sioux
begin their dances.



CHAPTER IIL
Preparations for a féte—The Estufas—* Fired out”—A holy standard.

Ougr sleep was broken between one and two the next
morning by a procession of Indian youths who slowly
moved past our door and all around the Pueblo,
singing in a measured cadence a song or hymn which
the Lieutenant-Governor, later in the day, informed
me was a notification that the feast was about to
commence.

“ But why was not this notification entrusted to
the ¢ pregonero’ {town-crier) who discharges this duty
at other festivals, and why did they sing a hymn, and
what were the words they sung ?” Upon these heads
Bautista was discreetly silent.

The remarkable thing about this voca.hsa,tlon was
the absolutely perfect time maintained throughout.

Bautista afterwards said that Santo Domingo keeps
up the practice remarked in all the other Pueblos of
sending out a patrol or ““ grand rounds” every night.

The day opened cloudy, but without indications
of a storm. With the first dawn Indians tapped at our
door, bringing fresh eggs for sale—the number was
inconsiderable, but amply sufficient for all our needs.

Some of these visitors wore nothing but a shirt.
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These shirts, as all other garments worn this day,
were fresh and sweet, and, so the Indians told us,
donned in honour of the feast.

Breakfast over, I took a prdmenade around the town
with Moran. The Pueblo, as has already been stated,
consists of two divisions, the new one in which we
were living, and the “ old,” a quarter of a mile nearer
the river, but now almost depopulated on account of
danger apprehended from the caving in of the bank.
In the new town the houses are almost all of two stories,
built of adobes, and in a number of cases surmounted
by small wooden crosses.

There are very few doors opening out from the
ground-floor, the mode of entrance in all, or nearly all,
houses being by ladders to the first roof or terrace, and
thence by other ladders down into the rooms of the
first-floor.

The windows are almost invariably filled in with
slabs of translucent selenite; there are not half a
dozen windows of glass in the whole Pueblo.

In each house we saw great haunches of mutton
freshly killed, and enormous piles of snowy bread,
newly baked for the coming feast.

Hospitality,open-handed, uncalculating hospitality,
is a characteristic of all the American Indians ; one, in-
deed, which may well be placed in the list of their vices.

Bushes of cottonwood were planted in double rows
along the streets through which the procession of
Santo Domingo was to march from the church to the
receptacle prepared for the statue in a cool niche, built
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of boughs, from which floated all that was beautiful or
quaint in the way of Mexican or Navajo blankets ; and
there were many of both kinds in the Pueblo.

There are two Estufas’ in Santo Domingo ; each is
circular, built of stone and mud, plastered within and
without, about 25 feet or 30 feet in diameter and 12 feet
in height, half below and half above ground. A broad
and well-constructed stone stairway leads to the roof,
from which the descent to the interior is by a wide,
strong ladder.

The busy hum of voices within told of unusual
commotion and preparation. Every moment or so
Indians, singly or in squads, of both sexes, and in a
more or less complete state of ornamentation and
attire, would appear above the companion-way and
dart back again with the air of persons who had some-
thing of importance on hand. Peeping through small
rectangular openings, at the level of the ground, I saw
that the edifices were stuffed with humanity, old and
young. A half-dozen old men in the centre of each
Estufa were quietly smoking, while the other occupants
were arranging their dresses and putting the finishing
touches to the patterns of paint covering their bodies
and limbs.

It was evident that whatever secret ceremonies
were connected with the festival had been held at
dead of the previous night, and, as I supposed, had
terminated with the chorus heard chanted so early
this morning.

1 Houses used for public ceremonies, and as meeting-places.
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As it might be a good thing to obtain a correct
description of the little that was transpiring within
the Estufas, Moran and I laid our heads together, and
concluded that an attempt should be made to penetrate
the larger edifice.

Our note-books were gripped tightly in one
hand, and our sharpened pencils in the other, the
theory of our advance being that, with boldness and
celerity, we might gain an entrance and jot down a
few memoranda of value before the preoccupied
savages could discover and expel us.

My pulse beat high as we reached the roof and
passed the sacred standard floating from the top of
the ladder.! Everything looked propitious, and I
had gotten down four rungs of the ladder, within
two of the bottom, when a yell was raised, repeated
from point to point in warning tones, and from every
conceivable spot—from out of the earth as it seemed
to me—Indians fairly boiled.

The Estufa itself buzzed like a hive of bees.
Before I could count ten I was seized from above by
the neck and shoulders, and from below by the legs
and feet, and lifted or thrown out of the Estufa,
the Indians yelling at the tops of their voices, “ Que
no entres, amigo, mafiana bueno "—* You mustn’t
enter, friend—to-morrow (will be) good (or proper
for that).” They reiterated: “To-morrow, to-morrow ;
you can come in to-morrow ; it isn’t good now.”

There was no disguising the fact; I was “fired

! See Plate IV.
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out,” as the slang phrase is, and had to make the best
of a bad bargain. My tailor had left too much
“slack ” in my pantaloons, and thus gave the Indians
so much the better purchase when they seized me.

I laughed very heartily at my discomfiture, and
the Indians, seeing that I was taking the affair good-
naturedly, became very much appeased, and joined in
my hilarity.

The good-humour of the Indians was, however, I
am persuaded, in no small extent induced by the pre-
sence of a large delegation of robust miners from the
gold and silver leads of the * Cerrillos” district, who
had arrived in a body about this hour.

Moran’s face was very red, as if from violent exer-
tion of some sort. He stoutly averred that he had
walked down from the roof of the Estufa, a state-
ment which keeps me from even so much as intimat-
ing in these notes that he too had been “fired out”;
but, to record faithfully all that transpired that morn-
ing, I must say that one of the horny-handed miners
above alluded to, addressing me in a husky stage
whisper, asked if Moran was my “pardner,” and then
informed me confidentially that he had ‘“see’d him
h'isted, biggod.”

During the momentary glance I was able to cast
around the interior I saw that there was no fire,
although the ashes in the hearth had been carefully
swept and arranged apparently in readiness to have
one kindled there at any moment.

One of the Indians who ‘“ escorted” me up the
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ladder said that there would be a fire there in a
“ratito” (little while), which might mean any time
from ten minutes to as many hours.

A bed of corn fodder lay on the floor close to the
fireplace, but I am certain that there was no fire in
that Estufa excepting the small amount in the
ancient and odd-looking pipes smoked by the group
of old men in the centre.

This smoking struck me as invested with a certain
religious, or at least ceremonial, significance, since
pipes are no longer to be found in ordinary use among
our sedentary Indians.’

The reappearance of farming implements, clothing,
tools,—anything, in fact, which, having had a former
connection with the life of a people, had been super-
seded by later inventions,—testifies to the sacred
character of the dance or ceremony in which they are
employed, and has an important ethnological bearing in
determining the exact former status of the tribe, and
from that the amount of its advancement in civilisation.

The Indians who seized me from below were nearly
naked, their bodies and limbs daubed with white, and
their hair tied up at sides of head with corn-shucks.

A fuller description at this moment is unnecessary,
the costumes of the dancers as they moved about the
plaza being minutely described and carefully sketched
at a later hour in the day.

1 “8moking is, throughout America, closely connected with all
religious ceremonies, just as incense is used for the same purpose in the
old world.”—Lubbock, Origin of Civilisation, p. 157.
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From the pole projecting above the Estufa lazily
floated a very curious and beautiful banner, which
merits minute delineation. A -rough drawing was
made for me by Mr. Moran. The standard itself was
of coarse white cotton cloth, much in texture and
colour like our unbleached canvas; or, more strictly,
like the material known as ‘ Marseilles.” At the
borders were tasteful designs in bright red wool upon
a dark blue ground.

Parrot and eagle feathers, singly and in clusters,
were attached to it, and also a crown of sea-
shells.”  “ Where did they get the sea-shells?”
“From California” (the name given by the Indians
of the Rio Grande to all the land lying along the
Pacific Ocean).

The banner, they said, was made long ago by the
Zunis, but the Moquis also made them. The shells
came from the sea in California.

“ Were they brought here by the Zunis ?”

“ Sometimes we get them from the Zunis, some-
times from the Moquis, and sometimes we have gone
with our own beasts over there to get them.”

The shells are of the variety called, I think, the
olivette.

The skin of a fox was pendant from the top of the
staff, and a small gourd encrusted with blue beads and
filled, as my informants asserted, with kernels of corn,
were conspicuous portions of the standard.

1 See Plate IV.
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Parrots and eagles—Personal preparations—A procession—Full dress
—Attendants at the feast—A picturesque procession—A religious
dance.

Santo DoMiNGo has been seriously threatened with
destruction by freshets in the Rio Grande. The
inhabitants of the Pueblo have made much laborious
and expensive revetments to protect the bank, but
many have taken counsel with their fears and
constructed new houses farther inland, making the
Pueblo a double town.

A youngster named ‘Trinidad” told me that
there were parrots kept in cages by his people.
“There is one in my own house ; come and see it.”

There it was in a little cage of willow saplings.
The poor bird was in a fearful state of demoralisa-
tion, nearly every one of its fine blue, red, and yellow
feathers having been plucked to make wands for the
dancers or to decorate the sacred standards.

There were several other parrots in the Pueblo
utilised for the same object. The value ascribed to
the plumage of the eagle and parrot by all the
sedentary Indians of Arizona and New Mexico is
doubtless based upon some considerations graver
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than those of commerce. The feathers of the parrot,
which have to be brought up from the interior of the
neighbouring Republic of Mexico, are treasured by all
the Pueblos as far north as Taos and Picuris, and west
to Acoma, Zuni, and Oraybe. They will always be
found carefully preserved in peculiar wooden boxes,
generally cylindrical in shape, made expressly for
the purpose; with them is invariably associated the
soft white down of the eagle.! Eagles are still raised
in cages in Picuris, San Ildefonso, Santa Clara,
Zuni, Acoma, and the villages of the Moquis farthest
to the west; but in no Pueblo except Santo Domingo
have I ever come across live parrots.

We had the pleasure of meeting Padre José
Romulo Ribera, the priest under whose spiritual
charge this Pueblo lies. His place of residence is at
Peiia Blanca (White Rock), a Mexican town on the
Rio Grande, five or six miles distant; and I should
imagine that constant work kept time from hanging
heavy upon his hands.

The Padre was a bright and good-natured young
gentleman, a native of Santa Fé, and thoroughly
familiar with our language, and he expressed a
desire to show us every attention.

The old church of the Pueblo, he said, is one of
the oldest in this country, while the new one dates

1 “The parrot was a sacred bird among the Zapotecs of Mexico,
and as such worshipped.”—Bancroft, H. H., vol. ii. p. 212. The same
authority tells us that eagles were furnished as tribute to Montezuma,
one town alone sending in forty each year (vol. ii. p. 234).
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back so far that the Indians have no tradition as to
the date of its erection.

Inside the old church is a very small statue of
Saint Dominick ; it is very old, very homely, and
very dirty. Good authority says that it came from
Spain with the first missionaries penetrating to this
part of America.

The newer and larger figure, mentioned a few
pages back, also came from Spain, and, if without
any pronounced claims to beauty in an absolute
sense, looks perfect in contrast with its uglier and
more venerable brother.

On the main door of the old church are carved—
on one leaf the arms of Spain, and on the other a
globe surmounted by a crowned cross, with two
human arms, naked, passing each other, and having
the hands nailed to the horizontal bar. This, the
Padre conjectured, represents the armorial bearings of
the archbishop under whose administration the sacred
structure was completed.’

In front of the main portal of the new church is
an arabesque pavement, very neatly and compactly
laid, and dating from the erection of the building.

Ascending to the roof of the new church we
enjoyed an expanded and picturesque view of the
valley of the Rio Grande.

The bell in the tower dates only to 1858, is heavy,
clumsy, and poorly cast. It is of Mexican manufac-
ture, and from El Paso, or the city of Chihuahua.

1 See Plate IIIL
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The rafters of the new church are painted and
carved in quaint, archaic patterns.

Having now walked over the whole Pueblo, we
were in a position to form an opinion of its hygienic
condition. Whether on account of the festival or not,
it was fairly clean, and by no means badly built. The
roofs were—in nearly every street—provided with
small walls, with stone coping, thus affording the
younger children a safe place upon each terrace in
which to play. '

Gutters of cottonwood carried off the summer rains.

Continuing our walk, we saw half a dozen men
and women trying to induce vomiting by titillating
their throats with long feathers. This remedy is
much in use among Zunis and Moquis. Nearly every
indisposition is attributed to a disordered stomach, or
else is supposed to be complicated by such an abnormal
condition ; consequently this organ is cleared at once,
either in the way just indicated, or else by an emetic
of lukewarm water swallowed in copious doses.

Other Indians, determined to look their best on this
grand gala day, were kneeling before their wives, who
patiently examined their heads, hair by hair, for vermin.

By the use of an infusion of “aurole” (soap-weed
or yucca root), followed by a vigorous brushing with
bundles of sun-dried hay, these Indians succeed in
giving to their chevelure a rich blue-black gloss which
many an American belle would be glad to impart to
her own tresses.

When the bell clanged for mass I took my place
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inside the church. The congregation was mainly com-
posed of Indians, with some Mexicans and a very few
Americans. There was no attempt at uniformity in
dress ; many of the Indians were gorgeous in Navajo
blankets of royal hues, others—the little boys especi-
ally —had no clothing whatever beyond buckskin
moccasins, and clean white shirts which did not reach
much below the waist.

The altar attendants were arrayed in white cotton
knee breeches, made loose, and slit up for several
inches along the outer seam, white cotton shirts, worn
outside the breeches, and girt at the waist by red and
green woollen cinctures of Navajo manufacture.

At the elevation of the Host guitars twanged,
drums rolled, and rusty old shot guns added a volley
in honour of the occasion.

Thirty-five candles were burning as votive offer-
ings on the floor in front of the altar. New corn, in
considerable quantity, also covered the floor; a reten-
tion of the old church custom of the *pinnicia,” or
offering of the first-fruits of the harvest.

A bridal party knelt at the chancel rails. The
bride and groom, as well as the attendants, being in
their best raiment, and having their coarse shining
hair freshly brushed and banged square across the
eyebrows.

The young married couple (for such they already
were, the nuptial benediction having been pronounced
before mass) were tied together by the priest’s stole
passing loosely around their necks, and each held in
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the right hand a burning candle.! The bride was
attended by a maiden friend who knelt at her left, and
the groom by his best man who knelt on his right;
while to the right of the whole party, and also on
their knees, were the aged, snowy-haired parents of
the two young people whom the blessing of the Church
had just made one.

The Navajo rugs upon which these eight persons
knelt were of the most beautiful description.

To the music of an orchestra of cracked fiddles,
squeaky guitars, bell, drums, and rusty shot-guns, and
of voices cracked worse than the fiddles or guitars, the
new statue of Saint Dominick was carried in solemn
procession through the streets, which were now a
surging mass of Indians from all the neighbouring
Pueblos, Mexicans from as far north as Santa Fé and
as far south as Albuquerque, and Americans from the
mining districts close by.

Slowly the procession made its way, chanting
with an extremely nasal intonation the litany of the
saints. In front of the statue was carried a little
plaster cast of a dog, from whose mouth projected a
flaming torch. This recalled the dream of the mother
of Saint Dominick, who, shortly before his birth,
imagined that she was to bring into the world a dog
as herein depicted. Her fears were soothed by the
interpretation that she was to bear a son who should
be eloquent and bold as a barking dog, and the fire of

1 «The Aztec bride knelt on the left of her husband, and the dresses
of the pair were tied together,”—Bancroft, H. H., vol. ii. p. 257.
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whose words should spread a conflagration throughout
the universe.

After the congregation had begun to leave the
church the bridal party entered the chancel, ad-
vanced to the altar, knelt and kissed it reverently,
kissed the copy of the Gospels, and then passed com-
pletely round behind the altar, the men going by the
right and the women by the left, and re-uniting in
front, when they marched down the nave to the main
door, and there turning together, made a 'profound
obeisance back towards the sanctuary. As soon as
they had emerged from the building the bride fell
behind and followed docilely in the footsteps of her
liege lord, who paid no further attention to her.

Padre Ribera told me that the newly-married pair
would some time during the day give to all their
friends a grand feast, part of which had already been
sent over to his house for his breakfast after mass.

He ended his remarks by cordially inviting Moran
and myself to eat with him and judge for ourselves
what the cooking was like, an invitation promptly
and gladly accepted.

The procession made a very complete circuit of
both the old and the new Pueblos, neglecting no street
or avenue, until it reached the booth prepared for the
reception of the statue early in the day, and which
was now gorgeous and fairly ablaze with the dazzling
colours of the choicest productions of the Navajo
looms.

The procession having deposited the statue of
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Saint Dominick in its niche, abruptly dissolved, a few
only of the more zealous and devout remaining on
their knees to implore the advocacy of their patron
for some desired object. Most of the men, women,
and children hurried to their homes to dress or
undress for the dance, the main feature of the day’s
work.

Clowns were already running about from house to
house, giving warning to those who were to enact parts
of any prominence.

We now took another glance through the small
rectangular windows on the ground-floor of the
Estufas.

Each was almost full of young men, women, and
children. The men were nearly naked, their bodies
painted white, hair done up at the sides in horns,
wound with corn-shucks; bands of cedar sprigs
encircled their bodies from shoulders to waist, and
rattles of tortoise-shells and sheep’s toes were pendent
from the rear of right knee. A number of old men
were haranguing them, but upon what topic I could
not discover.

All—old and young, and of both sexes—wore
curious head-dresses of thin boards, painted pea-green
and sky blue, with tips of red or yellow, and with
incisions in shape of the crescent, cross, square, or
letter T.

Small white flecks of eagle-down floated from the
corners of those worn by the squaws.

1 For Head-dress, see Plate IV,
D
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The garments worn by the women were the same
as those in general use among those of the Zunis
and Moquis, that is, a single garment, woven of dark
blue wool, reaching to the knees. The left arm
and shoulder and the upper half of left breast were
exposed, and the right arm almost so. But the Santo
Domingo women wore, under these, clean white petti-
coats with ruffled and scalloped edges, which were
allowed to project an inch below the woollen skirts,
producing a very pretty effect. Their long hair,
smooth and polished as-jet, was carefully brushed
over their shoulders and down their backs.

They were all barefooted and barelegged, but so
neat and clean was each and every one that I can say
never before or since have I seen so pleasing an assem-
blage of what ‘might in all fairness claim the title of
savage beauty.

The men were arrayed uniformly with regard to
the kilt of white cotton cloth, made by the Zunis and
Moquis, and evidently preserved in the same family
for generations.

Each dancer of either sex carried a little sprig of
cedar in the left hand.!

Just as we passed they began to sally out from the
Estufas. Down the stairs filed an even hundred, not
counting the standard-bearer, but including a chorus
of a dozen men, who worked themselves into a frenzy,
keeping time to the thump, thump, thumping of an
oblong, keg-shaped drum, made of a hollow cottonwood

! See Plates V., VI, and VII.
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log, covered with skin, the body of the instrument
being yellow and the “trimmings” blue.

For a long time I found it impossible to catch the
refrain, but by persistent effort I at last made out
the concluding words of each verse,

“ Wi-ka-tolli-nd-mashé-6-6-6-¢ ;"

which were repeated over and over again in excellent
time and with increasing vehemence.

While the dancers were arranging themselves in
proper order we had plenty of time to hunt up Padre
Ribera and sample his breakfast.

We were welcomed with cordiality, and introduced
to all the cooks and attendants. To frame an opinion
from what I saw that morning Padre Ribera must be
held in high repute by his flock.

Three young girls had been detailed to cook, wash
the dishes, and set the table; as many old women
chaperoned, superintended, bustled about, and made
themselves general nuisances, under the impression
that they were rendering invaluable service ; and half
a dozen old men, more or less lazy and decrepit, did
what might be called “ the heavy standing around.”

The young girls were models of neatness, modesty,
and decorum ; their hands and faces were clean as
amber; their hair freshly washed with ‘aurole,”
brushed and tied up; their dresses new and bright,
under each the crisply starched petticoat and a cotton
chemise covering arms, neck, and bosom.

While cooking, washing dishes, or setting table,
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they wore white cotton cloths tied round the neck
and covering the dress in front.

The Padre invited us to be seated, and then gave
the signal to bring in the repast. A big Indian
grabbed in one hand a saddle of mutton roasted
over the coals and cut it into large “gobs,” any
one of which would have been plenty for a small
family.

To each guest one of these was handed by the
attendants, who accompanied it with a correspondingly
great hunch of bread and a bowl of rich goat’s milk.

The centre of the table was reserved for a pile of
melons and two platters, one containing boiled, the
other fried, eggs. During the meal there was the
greatest confusion ; Indians kept running in or out,
on business or pleasure intent. The business was
largely comprehended in falling over each other’s feet
and over a pack of mangy curs which the appetising
odours of the roast meat had attracted inside the
house ; while the pleasure seemed to consist in scratch-
ing their heads, or in gazing at the strangers with
open mouths and open eyes.

There was enough confusion to drive a saint mad.
Padre Ribera, however, never lost his good-humour,
and indeed infected us with a fair portion of his own
joviality.

“ Captain,” he said, turning to me, “did you ever
know that in olden times the Spanish priests who
lived among these Indians used to keep journals of
their daily lives, in which were narrated all that the
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Indians had done or said? It would be a great thing
for you to get some of those journals, would it not ?”

“ Yes, Father Ribera, I appreciate fully the wonder-
ful labours of those devoted men, and I regret ex-
tremely that some plan cannot be devised by our
Government, or by private associations interested in
the early history of our country, to get back those
books, or copies of them, from the city of Mexico,
Simancas in Spain, or wherever else they may be
stored. I think they would be almost priceless.”

Our conversation was here broken off abruptly
by the sound of the approaching procession, and
sallying out, we took our places in the shade of the
church to see it pass. The first division of the dance
was now moving slowly and sedately into the church
“plaza,” the formation being in column of twos, the
men on the right, the woman on the left. The men
were all bareheaded, hair flowing loose, and with
parrot feathers tied to front of crown. They were
naked, except that Scotch kilts of white cotton Zuni
cloth reached half-way to the knees, the lower edge
of the kilts being generally fringed with a narrow
border of black. Their bodies were painted a reddish
pink with, in occasional instances, streaks of white.
This same pinkish white was applied to the legs from
knees to ankles, but above the knees and the forearms
were a dead white.

Above the elbows were broad green armlets hold-
ing sprigs of cedar in place.

Hanging from the rear of the waist-belts were
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coyote or fox skins, tails downward.? No leggings
were worn, but around the calves were green, black,
or yellow garters, with small shell pendants, which
rattled in unison with the music of tortoise backs and
sheep’s toes tied to the right knee, or of small painted
gourds, filled with corn, shaken in the right hand.

These men wore moccasins trimmed around the
ankles with goats’ hair.?

The women and girls carried on their heads painted
tablets, already mentioned: they were bare-legged,
bare-footed, wore no garters or tortoise-shell rattles,
and carried no gourds, but each bore a fair-sized bunch
of cedar in her left hand.

The necklaces of the women were of hollow silver
spheres, strung like rosaries, and having pendant from
them double or archiepiscopal crosses of silver.

The departures from this uniformity of decoration
were not numerous, and consisted altogether of neck-
laces of fine shells, malachite or coral, of home manu-
facture, bored out by the bow-drill with flint tip, in
the use of which the Indians of this Pueblo are
unusually dexterous. I also noticed, as a pendant,
a crescent of solid silver, outlining the man in the
moon.*

1 «The Totonac priests of Ceuteotl (Ceres) were always dressed in
the skins of foxes or coyotes.”—Bancroft, H. H., vol. ii. p. 214.

2 See Plate VL.

8 This ornament is to be found among the Navajoes, who occa-
sionally make it, and who say that it has some connection with their
worship of Ah-sun-nuth, or the Woman in the Western Ocean. While
I was among the Navajoes, in April and May 1881, my old friend
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The management of this division of the dance
was under the care of three or four clowns, who were
naked excepting the breech-clout, and wore no mocca-
sins ; their bodies, limbs, and faces were striped black
and white; bands of otter fur crossed their bodies
diagonally ; tortoise-shells clanked at their right knees,
- cedar sprigs encircled ankles and waists, and corn-
shucks tied up their hair.®

With this first hundred were numbers of tiny
children not counted in the aggregate.

The step of the dance was a * mark-time,” some-
thing between a shuffle and a goose step ; in advancing
slowly the body was bent forward.

Thus the procession worked its way round the
plaza, the clowns prancing hither and thither, waving
small wands of cottonwood branches.

When in front of the church and Padre Ribera’s
position, the fun grew fast and furious; the clowns
darted hither and thither, bellowing orders; the
drummers and choristers gave us another dose of

“ Wi-ka-tolli-nd-mash-¢-é-6-¢ ;"

while the dancers, now facing each other, but preserv-
ing the same step, turned round and round in place
for several moments, ending in a series of terpsi-
chorean evolutions, rather too complicated for my
descriptive powers, at the termination of which they
Mr. Leonard obtained for me, with much difficulty, a couple of these
ornaments ; one of the pair is at this moment in the private collection

of Lieutenant-General P. H. Sheridan, U.S. Army.
1 See Plate VII.
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marched away rapidly in single file, each woman or
girl falling in behind her male partner as he passed
her, and the orchestra and clowns giving a farewell
howl ere they joined their comrades.

The dress of the dancers evidently perpetuated the
pre-historic costume of their forefathers. Not a few
of the kilts were worn threadbare, although all were
clean. There was also to be seen a number of the
Moqui and Zuni girdles of cotton, terminating in a
string and ball fringe. These are so highly regarded
by all the Pueblos that it is a matter of extreme
difficulty to obtain one of them.



CHAPTER V.

Indian clowns—A pair of lovers—An extortionate governor—The
native clans—A cruel sport—A fresh start—A wayside station.

A BRIEF interlude followed, and then the second
division entered the plaza, headed by a standard with a
border varying only slightly, if at all, from that upon
the banner borne by the first division. In advance of
this division was borne another oblong drum, with
white body, black heads, and red * points.” In this
division there were twenty -four choristers, eighty
dancers, twelve clowns, and twenty-six children. In
attire they were almost the counterparts of their re-
spective predecessors, but the bodies, arms, and legs of
the male dancers were painted blue, and the bodies of
the clowns streaked with the same colour. The wooden
head-dresses of the women were painted bluish green,
tipped on the upper corners with red and yellow, and
perforated with crescent or square holes.

The modest deportment of the gentler sex attracted
general comment. During the whole dance numbers
of them never raised their eyes from the ground. The
beauty of the women was in a few cases enhanced, but
in most impaired, by patches of vermilion painted on
each cheek.

The second division of dancers went through the
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same evolutions as their comrades of the first, whom
they soon followed to the shrine of Santo Domingo,
whither Moran and I also proceeded under a broiling
sun.

The two bodies of dancers, massed together, made
a scene resplendent with gorgeous colouring ; the dark
blue blanket-skirts of the squaws, girt with red and
green worsted sashes; their long, black, glistening
hair; the vivid green of the head-dresses, and the
darker hues of the cedar sprigs ; the dangling feathers
of eagle and parrot ; the painted legs and arms of the
men, or the glistening white petticoats of the women,
heightened the barbaric splendours of Navajo blankets
and the sheen of silver necklaces.

Each Indian in turn filed into the shrine of Saint
Dominick, and presented an offering of a candle, or
else the first-fruits of his melon-patch or corn-field,—
the donations swelling into a grand pile of loaves of
bread, candles, and Apache baskets filled with plums
and melons,—all of which the stolid attendants upon
the shrine apathetically deposited at one side.

The clowns made the most of the chance now given
to display their wit ; they approached the shrine with
mock obeisance, addressed the saint with simulated
humility and deference, affected to hand him their offer-
ings, called him ““Tata” (father) in a very familiar way,
and perpetrated jokes which must have been coeval
with the veteran witticisms of the American circus, if
the impassive serenity with which the grown men and
women received them could be accepted as an indication.



INDIAN CLOWNS. 43

The melons and other presents tendered by the
clowns and dancers were handed to them by friends
and relatives in waiting as they drew near the statue.

One of the clowns offered a melon to a miner, who
accepted it as a bona fide gift; but the Indian
snatched it out of his hands, and darted away through
the crowd to the unrestrained delight of the youngsters,
who, it should be said, were giggling heartily at every-
thing said and done for their diversion.

Elbowing my way about in the closely-packed
mass of spectators, I had abundant opportunity for
seeing all that was prized in the way of personal
decoration in Santo Domingo. Nearly every old
squaw in the Pueblo wore one of the silver rosary
necklaces already mentioned. It then occurred to me
that somewhere I had read that when the Spaniards re-
conquered New Mexico, in 1692-94, their commanding
general, D. Diego Vargas, imposed upon the Rio Grande
Pueblos the condition that each full-grown man and
woman should habitually wear round the neck a rosary
as a mark of subjection to the Crown of Spain and
the true Church ; and at same time insisted upon the
discontinuance of the dance in honour of the idols,
called by the Castilians the Cochino or Pig, from its
ugly snout, but known among the Zunis, who still
practise it as the dances of the Coyamashé or Shalacu.!

1 Consult Davis’ Conquest of New Mexico, p. 337. The incident
mentioned occurred, but the officer was named Cruzate. He entered
New Mexico about 1690. I am confident that Vargas, who came after
him in 1692-94, imposed the same badge of subjection.
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When the rosary ceased to be a badge of subjec-
tion it might have been refined into an ornament, and
its use continued long after the tradition of its intro-
duction had faded from the minds of the Indians
themselves. The Cochino dance never was openly
revived so long as the Spaniards could prevent it ; yet
it is possible that the Dance of the Tablet may have
afforded a satisfactory substitute. And, further, may
not these exercises have been a compromise between
the prejudices of those who tenaciously clung to the
old heathen rites and the inclinations of others whom
fear, venality, superior intelligence, or hidden sympathy
attracted to the doctrines of the conquerors ? :

Certain it is that every symbol seen here this day
has been seen at other times among the Zunis,
Moquis, and Jemez people, with whose heathenism
they are linked, and if heathenish in those Pueblos,
they can scarcely be Christian in Santo Domingo.

These remarks apply, of course, only to such of
the Indians as have not accepted the teachings of the
Spanish missionaries. It must not be forgotten that
there is a very respectable percentage seemingly im-
bued with Christian fervour, and humbly and devoutly
following in the footsteps of the Master.

The dancers, after depositing their gifts, resumed
their places in line, and continued without intermis-
sion, until the sun had sunk to rest, their perform-
ances in singing, drumming and shuffling.

The amount of the offerings was considerable ; the
quality was not very good. It looked to me as if this
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part of the proceedings was more complimentary than
otherwise, since no man in his sound senses would
think of eating the immature melons and plums unless
he had his life insured at a high figure.

The monotonous drumming and the nasal intona-
tion of the singers grew wearisome after a while,
and as there was still much to be seen in the Pueblo
itself, we sauntered leisurely through it, examining
everything in a deliberate manner.

One of the first things attracting my attention
was a meeting between a pair of lovers; they had
evidently only lately had a quarrel, for which each was
heartily sorry. He approached, and was received
with a disdain tempered with so much sweetness and
affection that he wilted at once, and, instead of boldly
asserting himself, dared do nothing but timidly touch
her hand. The touch, I imagine, was not disagree-
able, because the girl’s hand was soon firmly held in
his, and he with earnest warmth was pouring into her
ears words whose purport it was not difficult to con-
Jecture.

It was at this stage of the proceedings that I came
upon the scene. They detected my presence, and
manifested no particular pleasure at my company ; as
I did not wish to embarrass them, I at once took my
departure.

The young man was unusually good -looking,
with a countenance expressive of fine attributes; the
maiden was quite pretty, of good figure, and modest,
gentle demeanour, and dressed in the full agony of
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Pueblo fashion. I hope that by this time they are
married and happy. So much stuff and nonsense
have been written about the entire absence of affection
from the Indian character, especially in the relations
between the sexes, that it affords me great pleasure
to note this little incident, in which the parties acted
with perfect freedom from the restraint the known
presence of strangers imposes. Padre Ribera gives
these people a high character for virtue.

On our return we found that the Lieutenant-
Governor had sent to say that he would like to see us
down at our house ; as we suspected, upon the subject
of our rent. The room we occupied was the ordinary
apartment of the poorer classes of the country, with-
out furniture of any kind, and worth, as rents go
there, about 25 c. a day. The hay, wood, water, eggs,
and everything received had been paid for at prices
so liberal that I suppose the cupidity of our esteemed
friend had been aroused, and he had come to look
upon us as a couple of perambulating silver-mines, or
perhaps thought that we were Jay Gould and William
H. Vanderbilt out on a picnic.

He began his remarks by blandly expressing his
gratification that the great father in Washington had
sent out two of his best men to give an account of
the Pueblo and the dance; that his heart was very
“ content” to have us there, and that he had given
us his best room to sleep in and stay in while we re-
mained in the Pueblo; and as he had such a high
opinion of the great father and ourselves, he would
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charge us only ten dollars for the day. This gener-
osity overwhelmed us. An abundant charge would
have been 50 c.

Moran called out, “ Confound the man! Tell him
I was here last year and occupied this very room with
General Hatch, and then he charged us only $1.50,
and we thought that that was extortionate enough.

I quietly communicated Moran’s views to Bautista,
and also laid three bright silver half dollars upon the
floor.

He shrieked in well-feigned horror ; he was a sick
man, we were rich officers, we came from where money
was plenty. But as he considered us his friends and
didn’t want to quarrel with us, he would say, give
him §5.50 for the love of God, and say no more about it.

I remained impassive, and the money lay upon
the floor untouched. He had a wife and children;
he was also the Lieutenant-Governor of the Pueblo,
and had not any time to lose from the dance; ““Make
it $3, amigo, and let’s stop quarrelling.”

I replied, “I'll not give you another cent. I wish
to pay the very highest prices for everything obtained
here for our mules or ourselves, but I'll not be swindled.
You're an embustero” (cheat).

“Two dollars and let me go,” said our worthy
Governor.

“ No, here are seven quarters; that’s at least one
dollar more than you are entitled to, and two shillings
more than I first intended giving you. Take it or leave
it, and take it quickly, or I'll put it back in my pocket.”
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“Your mules have eaten much hay.”

“You old pirate, we paid the boys for the hay
last night.”

“Your driver has had firewood and water and
eggs.”

“That is none of your business ; we have paid for
every stick of wood, every drop of water, and every
single egg brought into this room, and that’s all the
money you're going to get.”

He took it, making a great fuss, but secretly
delighted to get so much.

We were glad to be rid of the old fraud, as we
did not care to be delayed in our further examina-
tion of the town, and observation of the manners and
customs of its inhabitants.

The Indians of Santo Domingo are experts in the
use of the bow-drill,}' of which I saw more than a
dozen at work during my ramble through the town.
With this clumsy tool they manufacture the perforated
beads of chalchihuitl, or impure malachite, and sea-
shells, which they send to the Navajoes of the west
at a great enhancement upon their value in the raw
state. Coral necklaces are more rare, but by no
means infrequent. They are made of the deep red
stone, not of celluloid, and were originally, it is said,
brought from the South Sea.

It would be an interesting point to determine
whether or not at the date of the advent of the first
European explorers the Indians of the Rio Grande,

! See Plate XXXI.
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and the sedentary Indians generally, were familiar
with coral ; it would, in my opinion, serve (in con-
junction with other facts we now know relative to
their use of sea-shells, sea sand, etc., in their religious
ceremonies) to demonstrate pretty conclusively that
they had reached their present location from the
Pacific. »

There were very few arms of precision, and none
that I saw of any value; the principal weapons were
bows and arrows in small numbers, and shields of
raw hide, without any pretensions to beauty.

In one of the houses we made the acquaintance
of a man past middle age, who conversed with much
intelligence.

His name in Spanish was Sebastian Aguilar; his
Indian name was “Pajarito Amarillo” (Little Yellow
Bird), or in his own language, A-chee-4-ya. The
little Yellow Bird, he told me, was the young Huaca-
mayo or Macaw.

He asserted that he was a member of the Chamisa
or Sage Brush clan, his father was of the Maiz or
Corn clan, his wife and children of the Coyote, and
his wife’s father of the Aguila or Eagle. The Gover-
nor of the Pueblo belonged to the Eucina or Evergreen
Oak, and the Lieutenant-Governor to the Aguila or
Eagle.

With a very little persuasion and a small sum of
money we extracted from this intelligent and com-
municative man the following list of the clans of the
Querez people, every one of which is represented in

E
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Santo Domingo, although the representation is in
some cases reduced to two or three persons:—

1. ila, le. . Yucca or

9 ii?m’ {?g;fter. 10. Palmila, { Soap-weed.

3. Sapo, Toad. 11. Chamisa, Sage Brush.
Macaw, 12. Tejon, Badger.

4. Huacamayo, { Parrot. 13. Cii')ola, Buffalo.

5. Culebra, Snake. 14. Coyote, Coyote.

6. Sol, Sun. 15. Berenda, Antelope.

7. Oso, Bear. 16. Tortuga, Tortoise.

8. Leon, Mountain Lion 17. Eucina, EvergreenOak

9. Grulla, Crane. 18. Maiz, Corn.

The cool breezes of evening blew in from the
river, driving before them the radiant fervour of the
day. Excitement and curiosity had made us un-
mindful of the torrid rays which had been beating
down upon us since early in the morning, or the
scarcely less torrid air which had burned our necks
and faces; we had these recalled to mind by the
refreshing contrast of the night wind, which the
young Indians apparently enjoyed fully as much as
we did.

Preparations for a grand horse-race were com-
pleted by sundown, and at a given signal, not far
from fifty or sixty riders started. The course was
not, as well as I could understand, from a given
starting-point to a given goal and back, but was
rather in the nature of a chase. A first detachment
having been allowed certain headway, a second de-
tachment started in brisk pursuit. It was permissible
to dodge in and out, around and through every
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obstacle within certain limits, always providing that
the two parties kept constantly moving.

The struggle became extremely exciting, and
served to show off the excellent equestrianism of the
young men of Santo Domingo and their Navajo
friends, who cheerfully joined in this rough amuse-
ment.

Soon this was succeeded by the ever-popular sport
of charging down at break-neck speed upon a poor,
forlorn fowl imbedded up to its neck in the sand.

The old barn-yard rooster did not like its share
in this amusement, and stretched its neck in a vain
attempt to extricate itself from its living grave.
This action gives all the better chance to the horse-
men, who rush down at full swoop, and, when at
proper distance, lean from the saddle and grasp at
the fowl’s neck.

If the bird sees one approach it shrinks back ; the
odds are largely in favour of a miss, and sometimes,
when the cavalier is not especially alert and active,
he may sprawl upon the sand, to the delight and
amusement of his comrades.

At last some one bolder, more skilful, or more
fortunate than the others, succeeds in reaching the
rooster and drags it out to the air. Away goes the
lucky horseman, pursued by a shouting mob of reck-
less, dare-devil riders, whose one object is to dispossess
him of his capture.

The upshot of the whole business is that the poor
fowl is torn to pieces before the struggle is ended.
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No one cares for the pain inflicted upon chanti-
cleer, and, indeed, it has never occurred to me that
the pastime was devised for the bird’s amusement. It
serves only to display some exceptionally fine feats of
horsemanship from which I should be glad to disso-
ciate the elements of brutality. A pretty good sprink-
ling of the youth and beauty, or, to speak more cor-
rectly, of the old age and homeliness, of the Pueblo,
had gathered in front of our door with specimens of
home-made pottery for our inspection.

We purchased all for which we could find room in
our ambulance, and with these pieces half a dozen or
more of the chalchihuitl.

The squaws again surrounded us with fresh objects
of their ceramic skill, hoping to persuade us to make
further investments. We closed our ears to their
syren song of “Muncho wally ese, do’peso” (* this is
very valuable for two dollars”—two dollars meaning
anything in silver coin), and mounting into our ambu-
lance, which stood ready hitched-up, drove three miles
to Wallace Station (Atchison, Topeka, and Santa Fé
Railroad) in time to catch a ‘““ wild” train for Albu-
querque. The station agent had kindly notified us the
train was expected, a courtesy which saved us much
trouble and annoyance.

We had not a day to lose, if we hoped to get to
the Moqui villages in time for the snake-dance, and
much as we should have liked to remain in Santo Do-
mingo for a week or two longer, we felt it prudent to
leave by the first, which, in the frightful weather then
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damaging the railroad, might be for some days to come
the last opportunity.

When we reached Albuquerque Moran and I took
such accommodations as the indifferent but really over-
worked clerk of the “ Armijo House” deigned to be-
stow upon us.

The room had altogether three occupants; my
comrade and myself bunked together in the double
bed, leaving the single cot to * the entire stranger.”

In another room, a trifle larger than ours, seven
poor unfortunates were huddled, and this was called
first-class accommodation, or rather accommodation for
which first-class prices were exacted.

With all its disadvantages the apartment in the
Armijo House was much superior to the den we had
occupied while in Santo Domingo, or to the bed we
should have had to share on the seats of the ambulance
had we not sent that back to Santa Fé with our driver.



CHAPTER VL

New Mexican scenery—A tedious railway journey—A hopeful cook
—A New Mexican storm—A touch of fever,

AvcusT 3, 1881.—Greatly to our delight we learned
that the Atlantic and Pacific Railroad was open, and its
trains running on time. We left Albuquerque at 8
o’clock of a bright and beautiful morning, and ran
down on the Topeka and Santa Fé’s track for twelve
miles to the bridge crossing to the west bank of the Rio
Grande at the Pueblo of Isleta. On our train were
several Indians from the Pueblo of San Felipe, one of
them an Albino. The Atlantic and Pacific was at that
date a brand-new road, with much still lacking in the
way of equipment. The promoters of the enterprise
had from the commencement used only the finest and
heaviest steel rails, and many of the engines were
models of power and beauty. The cars were new and
clean, but of the class known as * combination,” the
front half given up to mail, baggage, freight, etc., and
the other portion provided with seats for passengers.

The people about us were mostly miners, ranch-
men, and labourers,—a good-natured set, indifferent
as to personal appearance, but accommodating, gene-
rous, and whole-souled.
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Our route from the Rio Grande lay almost due
west up the valley of the Puerco of the east, keeping
under the shadow of Mount Taylor, one of the highest
and most imposing peaks of the south-western country.
There was much to attract our attention; in fact,
everything seemed worthy of note, either by reason of
oddity or loveliness. Certainly, nowhere in the world
can there be found air more balmy and exhilarating
than that which puts new life into the lungs of the
traveller in New Mexico.

A soft, sensuous haze of blue half hid, half disclosed
the square, hard outlines of bold escarpment of sand-
stone which for league after league bounded the hori-
zon on the right and left, while, closer to the track, a
river of lava, rough, black, and repellent, recorded a
primeval convulsion of nature.

The accommodation along the line of the road
was as yet of a primitive character, and travellers
were constantly reminded of the fact that they were
on a new road in a new country. At a small station
called El Rito we took dinner, a very well-cooked meal
indeed, taking everything into consideration. The
table service was of a really beautiful description.
The sugar-bowls, salt and butter dishes, bread and
potato plates, were of Indian pottery from the Pueblos
of Laguna and Acoma, a few miles to the west, for be
it understood that the valley of the Puerco of the
east, up which the Atlantic and Pacific runs, is
studded with Indian towns. Laguna, Acoma, and
Isleta, with their outlying dependencies, take up all
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the arable, or I should say irrigable, land in the valley
itself or adjacent to it. As it is now demonstrated
that water can be found not many feet below the sur-
face, the capacity of this valley for supporting popu-
lation is increased tenfold. Here will yet be one of
the most flourishing seats of the American wine trade ;
the warm, sheltered terraces of the Rio Grande and
Puerco, from Albuquerque to Laguna will soon be
purple and green with the fruit and tendrils of the
royal grape, yielding a most generous wine.. May the

| Good Lord speed the day when Americans shall be

. able to make a good wine and be proud to drink it.
Mines of gold and silver there are without number in
Arizona and New Mexico; success or failure may
attend their development, but long after the very
names of the most promising of them shall have been
forgotten, the great bonanza of grape culture and wine
manufacture will exist to pour its constant dividends
into the treasury of the south-west.

Were it within the scope of this volume there could
be transcribed from my notes and memoranda much
to show that the capabilities of the Rio Grande and
its tributary valleys have not been over-rated, and
much, too, might have been said of the quaint and
archaic attractions of Santa Fé and Albuquerque, and
the old-fashioned home life and manners of the Spanish-
American civilisation, receding so rapidly before the
aggressive American. All references to such matters,
however, have been carefully excluded, lest the bulk
of what was commenced as a modest description of
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a summer’s ramble be swollen to the dimensions of
a pretentious volume of travel.

The cook at the El Rito station admitted that his
life at this time was quite lonely, and that his only
moments of pleasurable excitement were those attend-
ing the arrival and departure of the freight and
passenger trains: “ And yet,” said he, “I have plenty
to do, and don’t get lonesome. Bi'me by, the road
will be finished, and this will be a favourite route of
travel between the two oceans; it can’t fail to be
that. And lots of people are beginning to come in
now. Besides, I've some pets—come and see them.”

He displayed an aviary, containing three eagles,
two hawks, and a crow, all caught in the hills near by.

The warning cry of ““Lolebore” from the con-
ductor, which was as close to “all aboard ” as any con-
ductor ever gets, caused us to rush, in the pell-mell
fashion of our country, to the seats vacated a few
moments previously ; a tap on the bell, a toot of the
whistle, and we were speeding up the valley.

Indians, alone or in groups, working in the fields

“or trudging to distant markets, bearing upon their
backs blankets filled with heavy burdens of sweet
apples, apricots, and plums from their own orchards,
or driving donkeys freighted with pottery, could be
seen at any moment from the car windows.

On the different “sidings” were construction and
repair trains of freight-cars, fitted up with windows,
doors, tables, and beds, the homes of bands of labourers
working upon grades and bridges.
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At Crane’s, the terminus of the first division, we
were informed, to our great dismay, that our train
would lay over for the night, and that nothing would
run out on the western division before five the next
morning.

Mr. Brown, the division superintendent, listened
with courteous attention to what we had to say about
the snake-dance, and when we told him that we hadn’t
a moment to lose if we were to reach the Moqui
villages by the 9th, the night of the full moon, when
the dance was to commence, he replied that a loco-
motive was going out very soon as far as Wingate
Station, and to oblige us he would have it take a
car out in which we could ride.

For this courteous and kindly act I have no words
sufficient to express my grateful acknowledgments.

A throng of fine-looking Navajo Indians sur-
rounded the engine, watching it with a curious
interest they vainly tried to conceal under the mask
of stolid indifference. These witnesses, as such I
learned they were, had come down from their own
reservation to give testimony against a fellow caught
in the act of selling whisky to members of their
tribe.

This villainous-looking wretch, fettered hand and
foot, stood a few feet farther back in the custody of
Deputy U.8. Marshal Dye.

By a fatal defect in our laws for the preservation
of peace with the native tribes, the rascals who sell
them whisky and ammunition, or who rob them of
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their ponies, are practically screened from punishment
for their villainy. Cases must be tried before Courts
at a distance from the scene of the crimes ; witnesses
cannot always afford the time and expense involved
in attendance, and dodge the responsibility ; and as
soon as the accused has secured the services of one or
two of those fledglings of hell,—the frontier Jack
lawyers,—the machinery of the law is set in motion,
not to assist justice but to defeat it.

. Our engine moved out very slowly, at a rate not
over four miles an hour, the engineer being very
much afraid of the track, which was new and badly
undermined by water from recent storms. In ap-
proaching bridges or culverts we stopped altogether
until the fireman had gone ahead with his lantern
and made a close inspection.

The heavens suddenly darkened ; brown and inky
masses of clouds palled the horizon, the lurid glare of
lightning disclosed in all its majesty the bold outline
of the approaching tempest and the solid sheet of
rain falling on all sides of us.

The storm drew very close to the track, but its
full force was wasted without doing us the least
damage. It was not until we drew up at Wingate
Station that we received a drenching, at which we
did not grumble, feeling thankful that the full fury
of the elements had not been visited upon us.

Moran remained in the car to guard our valises
and baggage, while I set out to reach Fort Wingate,
three and a half miles to the south. The rain was
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still falling with irritating persistency, and the road
had been converted into a vast quagmire of muddy
sloughs, alternating with deep ponds of very respect-
able area.

I trudged and splashed, covering myself from
head to foot with slimy ooze, and several times had
narrow escapes from sprawling at full length.

The darkness was almost tangible, and yet the
lightning was so frequent and so vivid that no other
difficulty than was due to the deep and slippery mud
was experienced in pushing ahead. An hour’s hard
work brought me to the summit of a small knoll, and
while resting at this point I discerned through the
murky haze the twinkling lights of the officers’ quarters,
which assured methat the post was almostunder my feet.

Wet, bedraggled, muddy, tired, and cross, I made
my way to the house of my friend General Bradley,
the post commander, who, without regard to my
wretched plight, insisted that I should accept his
hospitality and remain in his house until rested.

Most comforting assurance of all received from
him was one to the effect that the rattlesnake-dance
would not occur until the 11th, and that Mr. Tom
Keam was now in the post, where he .was to stay all
the next day and then start back for his home at
Moqui Agency, reaching there in plenty of time for
seeing this strange ceremony.

Late as the hour was, a table was immediately
spread with a warm supper, of which I partook with
zest.
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General Bradley then sent after Moran. The
storm had broken, and the mud, deep and tenacious
as it might be, would offer no impediment to a driver
and mules familiar with every inch of the road. So
General Bradley thought; but the mud was deeper
than he supposed, and Moran did not reach his house
until half-past two on the following morning.

Then both Moran and myself began to show very
pronounced symptoms of something like nervous
exhaustion.

We had been on the go without cessation for a
number of weeks, working hard in a red-hot sun or in
driving rain and chilly evening air, going without
proper food, clothing, or rest; and the attack which
now set in was nothing but Dame Nature’s quiet but
emphatic mode of notification that the drafts upon
our physical powers had used up the amounts to our
credit in her treasury.

Nothing could have been kinder than the treat-
ment we received from General Bradley, of whose
goodness I shall always cherish a grateful remem-
brance.

Every attention our cases demanded was rendered
by Dr. Matthews, the post surgeon, with whom it was
my good fortune to hold several long conversations.
He is an officer who has devoted much of his leisure
to the study of American ethnology, and he kindly
gave me a number of important hints derived from
his own enlarged experience.



CHAPTER VIL

The onward journey—Flies and cats—Charming scenery—
A New Mexican ranch—A pleasant meal.

Avcusr 7, 1881.—Mr. Thomas Keam, Mr. Moran,
and myself, left Fort Wingate at eight o’clock of a
morning whose exhilarating loveliness we accepted as
a harbinger of success. A half score of miles out
from the fort we met a Navajo Indian on horseback
carrying the U.S. mail.

Our course lay about north-west through a pictur-
esque country, in whose many gentle little dales grew
in abundance the wild potato, a favourite food of the
Apaches, Zunis, Utes, and Navajoes; and Moran kept
us laughing by his amusing descriptions of his experi-
ences while sketching among the Pennsylvania Dutch,
and so made us unmindful of the swarms of flies
which attacked us during the day.

At Fort Defiance, the agency of the Navajo
Indians, my old friend Mr. William Leonard extended
his usual cordial reception, in which he was assisted
by his clerks, Sinclair and M‘Donald.

The cook Francisco, a full-blooded Navajo Indian,
soon called out “chiniago” (dinner), and we seated
ourselves before a plentiful and well-cooked meal, our
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enjoyment of which was, however, greatly impaired
by the attacks made by clouds of flies.

There were at this time not many Indians about
the agency, but those we saw were typical representa-
tives of their race—square-shouldered, sinewy, com-
pact, and well-proportioned figures, with straight
limbs, square jaws, flashing eyes, and intelligent,
good-natured faces.

The next morning, after a most refreshing sleep,
we were aroused by what I at first thought was the
sound of heavy rain beating against the window-
glass ; it proved to be the buzzing of myriads of flies
warmed to renewed vigour under the genial rays of
the early sun.

Mr. Leonard was the proud possessor of ten or
fifteen cats, which amused themselves in scampering
across our bed-clothes, and completed the awakening
the buzzing of the flies had begun.

Francisco cooked a good breakfast, but informed
his employer while we were at table that he was going
away at once to attend to his brother, who was very
ill. This illness, Francisco had been advised, was due
to witchcraft, his poor brother’s body having been
shot full of beads by some malignant or envious
Indian. It would be necessary to do a great deal of
singing and rattling over him ; and, in case the worst
came to the worst, to have the “ medicine men”
suck the beads out from the invalid’s shoulders or-
breast.

Were I so disposed, I might fill many pages with
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accounts of the Navajoes, one of the most powerful
tribes now remaining in the United States.

Every facility was granted me earlier in the year
by Colonel Frank L. Bennett, 9th Cavalry, who had
been in charge of the tribe at various dates since
1868 ; who had studied their habits, knew something
of their language, and was well acquainted with their
prominent chiefs and head men.

The hundreds of pages of notes and memoranda
gathered together while on this duty are full of inter-
esting details of the daily life of the Navajoes, and
were it not for their bulk, I should be greatly tempted
to condense them as much as possible and incorporate
them in the present narrative.

Keam, Moran, and myself, joined by Mr. Sinclair
and two soldiers, Gordon and Smallwood, who had
preceded us from Fort Wingate, started for the
Moqui villages. Our drive of yesterday had been over
forty miles ; that of this day was to be over thirty,
80 it became necessary to leave early.

Our road followed up the Bonito Caiion, and then
through a rugged country of red sandstone bluffs,
plentifully covered with pine, cedar, and pifion of
good size, much of the pine being suitable for lumber.

The road in places was quite steep, but generally
excellent, and much of the scenery from the hill-crests
was of great beauty.

Keam, with whom I was riding, told me that
among the Navajoes there was one family of Albinos,
numbering three girls and one boy, who at present live
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near Barney Williams’ ranch, on Pueblo Colorado
Creek, where we expected to remain for the night.
No other Albinos are known among the tribe of
18,000 souls.

Before the sun had reached the meridian we en-
tered a “park ” country, where tall, straight pine-trees
encircled lovely swales matted with fresh, green grass.

The sky, up to this moment of an immaculate
blue, almost immediately filmed over with gauzy
clouds, and a smart shower of rain fell, wetting us
through, but, fortunately, lasting only ten minutes.

We remained in a “park ” country the greater por-
tion of the day, but the interminable emerald of the
juicy grass was succeeded by the enchanting enamel
of wild-flowers, which in every hue—jyellow, scarlet,
white, purple, and blue—matted the ground with the
effect of a Persian carpet. We were certainly in a
most engchanting section of Arizona (we had crossed
the boundary line between New Mexico and Arizona
seven miles on the other side of Fort Defiance).

In these charming flower-fields dainty little hum-
ming-birds sought refreshment, and, by the rapidity
of their flight, added animation to the scene.

We dismounted from our conveyances, and the -
whole party of prosy, commonplace men devoted
themselves to the poetical occupation of culling nose-
gays: never did buds more lovely grace the bosom
of lady fair.

We were upon the summit of a plateau of con-
siderable elevation, the soil, to my great surprise,

F
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being covered in numerous spots with *wash,” gravel,
and other drift.

Since leaving Fort Wingate, we had been inhaling
the life-restoring, balsam-laden breezes of pine-clad
mountains, and our spirits and feelings—I am alluding,
of course, more particularly to Moran and myself—
were wonderfully exhilarated; while at Santo Do-
mingo we breathed so much that was offensive and
even putrid, probably dead meat and other effete
matter accumulated on account of the feast, that until
this morning we were certain we could taste the foul-
ness each time we opened our mouths.

Thirteen miles north-west of the Navajo Agency
are the rock-tanks, called by the Navajoes Tzi-t4-ni-
sal4n, or “ the holes in hard rock.”

Sixteen miles out the road began to descend from
the plateau by an easy grade. On the lower flanks of
the mountain pine gave place to pifion, which pre-
sented itself in compact groves. There was also an
abundance of cedar, with much sage-brush of consider-
able size and Spanish bayonet, upon which hung
clusters of the hosh-kow, a favourite food of the
Navajoes.

Grama grass, in thick bunches, filled all the ground
not covered, or too deeply shadowed, by other vege-
tation.

Down in the valley the sage-brush and Spanish
bayonet obtained the mastery, while pifion disap-
peared, except as isolated bushes not large enough to
be called trees. The grass still remained excellent.
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Twenty-two miles out were the * Cloo-hallone ” tanks,
filled with curious four-legged reptiles (axolotl). The
sun was yet several hours high when we drove up to
Barney Williams’ ranch, on the banks of the Pueblo
Colorado, a stream at this time ten feet wide and four
or five inches deep, whose slow and tortuous current
crawled over a bottom of red clay and sand, and be-
tween vertical banks of crumbling clay, twelve or
fifteen feet high.

With genuine western hospitality Mr. Williams
insisted upon our taking up our quarters with him.
Why he should be called Barney Williams instead of
George Williams is one of the mysteries of the Arizona
nomenclature it would be useless to attempt to un-
ravel. We made no effort in that direction, but
accepted his proffered courtesies with the more
alacrity because the reputation he had established
for his kindness to all travellers extended for many
miles.

While talking with Mr. Williams and his partner,
Mr. Webber, I felt a nibbling at my boot, and looking
down saw a prairie-dog, one of the family pets. These
little animals are not very common in Arizona, where
they are to be found only along the eastern boundary.

Mr. Williams’ ranch is of the Arizona order of
architecture,—a single-storied, long, low building of
“jacal” or palisade, filled in with mud chinking, and
roofed with a covering of earth and brush.

He had surrounded himself with many of the
creature comforts, not the least important of which
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were one hundred chickens. In this secluded spot,
away from the lines of ordinary travel, and almost cut
off from communion with white men, Williams has
built up for himself a thriving and lucrative wool trade
with the Navajoes, over whom, in common with Keam
and Leonard, he wields great influence.

To improve our appetite. for supper, we walked
over to the ruins of the old Pueblo from which the
creek takes its name, and which I do not describe
minutely, for the simple reason that they differ in no
essential from better examples to be adduced farther
on in the course of my narrative.

The tracings of the inner and outer walls are per-
fectly distinct, and the material of construction blocks
of friable sandstone of all shapes and sizes, from six
to ten inches long, three to six wide, and one to four
thick.

The stones were uncut or unpecked, and placed in
position just as they were taken from the adjacent
mesa. The mud or clay which had once held them
together was now washed away, and the walls reduced
to piles of rock, but the general plan of the Pueblo
could still be made out. It had evidently been
shaped like a hollow square, the “placeta” in the
centre reserved for movements of religion, festivity,
or public business. Two circular depressions marked
the sites of Estufas, both within the square.

We had an excellent supper or dinner of beef-
steak, canned fruit, bread, butter, pie, and tea. I
make mention of the kind of food we receive and the
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style in which it is served because I am of the opinion
that the best index of the progress of a new country
is its domestic economy.

To one as familiar as myself with the unsavoury
aspect of Arizona tables in 1869 - 70 and there-
abouts, the sight of a neatly-arranged supper or
dinner is a gratifying demonstration of the rapid
approach of railroad connections, of increasing wealth
and commerce, and consequent refinement of manners
and sentiment.

Having eaten very heartily, we assembled outside
the house, in the pure air of Northern Arizona, and
whiled away the evening hours in pleasant converse.

Dr. Elbert, the physician at the Navajo Agency,
got in after dark, having come on horseback by a
rough trail. The worthy doctor was unusually cor-
pulent, and, in the language of Shakespeare, had a
“belly with fat capon lined,” only, in more prosy
terms, it must be confessed that sheep meat and Gov-
ernment bacon have been the inciting causes of his
obesity. Many a sly laugh had been indulged in at
his expense by the leaner or more practical riders who
accompanied him, who, I strongly suspected, instead
of taking a ‘“cut off,” had purposely added an extra
five or ten miles to the journey.

While we were talking old ‘“ Ganado Mucho”
(Heap of Cattle), a prominent Navajo chief and head
of the Tatsoni (Heap of Water People or Water Clan
of his tribe), joined the party. Mr. Williams had
just presented me with an ancient stone axe. Ganado
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Mucho, seeing this, said that in old times, before
the white man came, these axes were very valuable,
and each one would buy a squaw. The old man
went on to tell us that a Navajo husband never looks
his mother-in-law in the face. Were he to do so he
would go blind.

One of the items of Mr. Williams’ commerce
with the Navajoes was crucibles, for use in silver
work ; they also make many for themselves out of the
impure kaolin found in their country, the clay which
they eat with the wild potato.!

! The Navajoes, to a very marked extent, and the Apaches, Moquis,
and Zunis to a smaller degree, may be classed among the clay-eaters.

Bancroft, H. H., tells us that the Mexicans were very fond of edible
earth (vol. ii. p. 267).



CHAPTER VIIL

A native reservoir—Navajo superstitions—The slaying of a sorcerer—
A tangled quarrel-—A useless Agency—A sturdy old man.

THE next morning (August 9, 1881), we were up
and ready for the onward march at a very early
hour. Our party had now attained swollen propor-
tions. Mr. Williams and Mr. Webber concluded to
come along, confident of a cordial welcome from
their * neighbour,” Mr. Keam. Their ranches were
not more than fifty miles apart, and as no one lived
between, they were neighbours in the strictest sense
of the term.

We were a large party to impose upon Keam’s
hospitality, but the matter scemed not to give him the
slightest concern. ““ If you fellows ’ll take what I've
got, without growling, why, you're welcome, and
that’s all there is about it ;” and he added : “I've got
lots of grub and dishes, and a pretty fair cook, and
plenty of blankets. What more do you want? You
don’t expect to find a Crystal Palace down at my
place, do you ?”

Our line of travel this day ran west by a trifle
north, and towards evening nearly due north.

The country for the first ten miles was gently
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undulating, with cedar in all the ravines, and hills
well grassed with grama. We passed close to an
antelope “ corral ” of the Navajoes : these are made of
two converging lines of stone and brush. The Navajo
warriors, mounting their fleetest ponies, will scour the
country for miles, driving before them the luckless
game, which after a while reaches the narrowest point
of the corral, and there falls a victim to the huntersin
ambush. The Indians are careful not to kill all, but
to allow a few to escape; this forbearance is partly
based upon a desire to allow the game to reproduce,
and is partly religious in character.

The type of vegetation was almost the same as
that noted on the previous day ; in the valleys, almost
exclusively grama ; on the hill-skirts, sage-brush and
Spanish bayonet; on their crests, pifion, and in the
shadier ravines cedar, but no pine, the altitude not
being sufficiently high.

Grama grass of the finest kind grew luxuriantly
everywhere, but there was no flowing water.

Twenty - four miles out on our journey we
“nooned ” at a little *water-hole” in a box cafion,
walled in by whitish sandstone bluffs.

Throughout all this part of Arizona innumerable
ravines and small cafions could be walled up and
utilised as reservoirs for storing the copious rains of
summer, and much land thus gained for pasturage or
fruit culture.

An important member of our party, up to this
moment ignored, should now be referred to. I allude
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to our Navajo guide, who had followed us out from
the agency.

His name was ““George,” or “Hidaltchattli,” * The
Whrestler,” the soubriquet having been given him for
his proficiency in that exercise, of which the Navajoes
and Apaches are both extremely fond. " George wore
a really beautiful silver belt of seven or eight elliptical
placques, not one of which could have weighed less
than five ounces.

The greater part of his patrimony must have gone
into this superb girdle, and left nothing for the decora-
tion of the rest of his person. He was cheerful and
glad-hearted, and soon worked his way up almost to
the command of the expedition.

He knew every foot of the region we were passing
over, a knowledge made of use to us at this very
moment. “If you want to give your horses and
mules more water,” he said to Keam in the Navajo
language, “send them along with me ; there is water
in the rocks above us.”

Through curiosity I followed him to a point
in the bluffs, midway between their crests and the
vale where we had halted, and there, to my sur-
prise, was shown a reservoir, constructed by the
Navajoes for the accommodation of their great
herds of sheep which roam over all this section. A
little cleft in the rocks had been walled up by a dam,
cleverly constructed of branches of trees, stones, and
mud.

Some few yards above this was an outcropping of
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coal, mostly all burnt to ashes, and still so hot as to
be painful to the hand.

This discovery of an abundance of water induced
us to unhitch our mules, turn them out for a roll in
the succulent grama, and take for ourselves the luxury
of a siesta in the shadow of the cliffs, an indulgence
which aided in the digestion of our lunch.

Our travel thus far, since leaving Wingate, had
been delightful ; the rainy season had not as yet done
much damage to the roads hereabouts, which must be
quagmires in bad weather. Most of the soil is clay,
with a liberal admixture of sand and “alkali,” and
so constituted chemically that when heavy rains fall
upon the highways, as the ranchmen say, “ the bottom
draps out.”

Wreaths of blue smoke curled gracefully from
above the pipes of our loungers, who, gradually grow-
ing tired of chaffing each other, or of vainly wooing
the drowsy god, fell into the ever-pleasant frontier
habit of spinning yarns, an art in which the borderer
rivals any gallant Jack Tar who ever trod a forecastle.

Webber began to tell what he knew about Indian
sorcerers. 1 pricked up my ears, seized my faithful
Faber, and jotted down as follows :—

“Three years ago a lot of Navajoes came to me
and said that they had discovered in their band a
witch or sorcerer, a bad ‘medicine man.” His name
was ‘Ostin-Bijaca,” or the ‘Old Deaf Man.” They
had been suspecting him for some months, but now
they had the ‘dead wood’ on him, and were going
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to kill him that very day. Sure enough, there he
was in front of the store, all tied up with lariats, and
two or three young men guarding him.

“]I tried to reason with them, and told the head-
men that there was no such thing as witchcraft, and
they had better let the old man go, as he couldn’t hurt
them any and was bound to die soon anyhow.

¢ But what was my surprise when the old sorcerer,
as they called him, spoke up boldly and said that he
was a witch; that he had a medicine which would
kill the whole tribe, and that it was now ready, and
in a few days every last mother’s son in the whole
outfit would be dead.

““ He kept on singing in a loud voice that he was
a big medicine man,—a regular bad man from Bitter
Creek,—and that he had made this charm of human
hair and saliva, human flesh, cow-manure, and pow-
dered glass. He had buried the fearful mixture
in the ground, and in the maturity of time the whole
Navajo nation should be wiped out.

““Well, boys, the Navajoes lost no time with him ;
they don’t discuss questions of emotional insanity.
They tied the old buster up for three days and three
nights in front of the store, and didn’t let him have
any food or drink.

“ All this time they kept telling the old man,
‘You can’t do these things ; you haven't the power.’

“But the old fellow sturdily held to his first
assertion, and, if anything, ‘claimed the possession of
still greater influence.
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“So they resolved to kill him. I couldn’t do the
least thing. I was all alone, the only white man for
thirty miles. Barney had gone down to Wingate,
taking the cook with him, and leaving me to look
after the ranch.

“There I was, with 300 Navajoes all crazy with
excitement, and I jest dussent say my soul was my
own.
“Then they fired an arrow into his body; he
plucked it out; they fired another, which stuck in
his spine. Then they began to stone and club him,
and, after knocking him down, dropped on his head
a big chunk of rock which must have weighed four
pounds or more, and which stove in the whole side of
his face. -

““There he lay in the hot sun for three hours,
still alive, but, of course, almost dead.

“I couldn't save his life, and thought the best
thing to do would be to have him put out of his
misery. Isaid to them, ‘If he’s such a bad man, why
don’t you kill him at once and stop torturing him ¥

“A young man went up close to him, when the
old fellow raised himself up suddenly, and with all
his dying strength and hate, threw a club, which came
whizzing past that young man’s head, and if it had
ever struck him would have put his lights out sure.

“The Indians returned this compliment with a
couple of bullets which killed him, but they weren’t
satisfied until they had pounded the body into a gory
and shapeless mass with rocks and clubs.”
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Mr. Keam confirmed this story by telling another
of a sorcerer killed near this very nooning-place. His
name was Na-klay-dilt-kliltli, or the *“ Black Butcher,”
the reasons for his death and the manner of his
execution being in strict parallelism with Webber’s
narrative of the killing of Ostin-Bijaca.

Resuming our travel, we passed in three or four
places seams of fine-looking coal occurring between an
upper layer of cream-coloured and a lower of hard
white sandstone.

The road which had been so good in the early
morning suddenly became heavy from mud.

We came upon a band of Navajoes driving a herd
of several thousands of sheep. A man, a woman, and
two children ran out to speak to Mr. Keam. They
had a long story to tell of a recent trouble between
some of their people and a party of Mexican bull-
whackers. '

As the story appeared to have neither beginning
nor end, Keam told them to ride down to his ranch
in the morning to talk the matter over and get his
advice.

The gist of the complaint, as nearly as it could be
made out, was that a Mexican had invited a Navajo
to wrestle with him. The Indian, finding himself
worsted, struck the Mexican in the stomach. The
latter demanded payment for the insult, and, failing
to get it, flourished a revolver in a threatening
manner.

Whether he meant any harm or not did not
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appear ; but, as the weapon went off, the Navajoes in
their turn demanded recompense, to compel which
they seized the Mexican and held him in duress, only
releasing him upon the request of one of Keam's
waggon-masters.

We drove through broad patches of the wild
potato ; the leaves are small, narrow, and lanceolate.
We next reached a field of Navajo corn, defended
by three or four vicious-looking scarecrows: close to
the field were two “hogans” (Navajo houses), with
no occupants visible, but, beyond any reasonable
doubt, still tenanted, because we discovered in front
of them “caches” filled with corn. These * caches”
are holes of various sizes dug in the ground, lined
with the inner bark of the cedar, and roofed with cedar
poles laid in juxtaposition and covered with earth.
In these receptacles grain remains sweet and free
from must for a long period.

When the sun had passed the meridian, the day
became unusually sultry. The last six or seven miles
of our drive lay across a sandy stretch which told
severely upon our animals. The plateau was inter-
sected by many ravines, in whose rocky bottoms
glistened pools of pellucid water, the result of the
summer’s rains. The roads from this on were badly
washed out, indicating that a ferocious * cloud-burst ”
must have swept across here in the past few days,
and compelling us to make frequent tours through
the cedar woods.

We descended at last into Moqui Cafion, a narrow
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““ box ” ravine, where cooling breezes refreshed us after
our long exposure to the burning sun on the plateau.

In this cafion is situated the Moqui Agency and
the residence of the missionary teachers.

Here is a small patch of cultivated land, called a
garden. There are raised each year a couple of bushels
of corn, and perhaps half a dozen melons. The whole
area has, at great cost, been enclosed by a substantial
stone fence, whole sections of which were, however,
carried away bodily by the ¢ cloud-burst” and conse-
quent freshet sweeping down the cafion three or four
days previous to our arrival.

The Moqui Indians, as we afterwards had abundant
occasion to learn, care but little for the Agency or
anybody connected with it. Their nearest villages
are fifteen miles away, across a plain of heavy
sand, while their most populous community, Oraybe,
is between thirty and forty miles by the shortest
trail.

The consequence, as might be expected, is that
neither agents nor teachers possess the slightest influ-
ence over their charge, and might just as well be in
Nova Zembla for all the good they effect. Were the
Agency to be transferred to Oraybe, a change for the
better would soon result. '

I mention these facts to emphasise the difference
between our slouchy ill-judged methods and the
clean-cut, business-like ideas predominating in the
Mormon management. The Latter-Day Saints are
busy among the Moquis, and have met with consider-
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able success. Their emissaries live among the Indians,
and not forty miles away, and are constantly improv-
ing their opportunities for adding to an influence
already considerable and not always friendly to the
‘“ Washington Great Father.”

At Keam's ranch we met Mr. Alexander Stevens,
a bright Scotchman who, during the past twelve
years, has had considerable experience as a metallur-
gist and mining prospector in Nevada and Utah.

He gave me a thrilling account of his journey
westward to the country of the Cohoninos, a tribe of
Indians living in the cafion of Cataract Creek, near its
junction with the Grand Caiion of the Colorado in
this territory.

They number only from forty to fifty warriors,
live in the cliffs in winter, and build * wickyups” or
sapling lodges in summer. They say that the Hual-
pais, Apache-Mojaoes and themselves are all one
people,— Cohoninos,—but that their proper desig-
nation is the “ Ah-Supai.”

They raise an abundance of the finest peaches,
good corn and melons, and weave unusually fine and
beautiful baskets. They are great hunters, and eke
out a living by trading off buckskins, and sometimes
mountain lion pelts, to the Moquis, Navajoes, and
Apaches.

The cafion in which they dwell is 4500 feet deep,
and is that of the Cataract Creek, a strong body of clear
water tumbling by a series of cascades into the Grand
Cafion of the Colorado, 1500 feet still deeper, and
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separated from their village by a series of blood-
curdling precipices and chasms.

The old Navajo chief Ganado Mucho got in
after dark, close behind the remainder of our party.

The distance from Fort Defiance (Navajo Agency)
is not far from fifty miles, and old Ganado Mucho
had passed his seventh decade. For a man of his
years, this distance in this hot weather was a wonder-
ful day’s ride, and demonstrated the possession of an
almost phenomenal vigour.



CHAPTER IX.

A thriving settler—A Moqui romance— Ancient irrigation works—
An unplegsant night—The scene of a massacre.

WBHEN we arose the next morning we had a half-hour
before breakfast to employ in looking about the house
and its surroundings. Although his mode of life had
necessarily many rude features, the fact that Keam
still clung to the methods and mode of thought of
civilised life was shadowed forth in the interior of his
dwelling, which was tastily decorated with fine Navajo
blankets, sheepskin rugs, Moqui pottery, and Smith-
sonian photographs.

A set of shelves in one corner of the living room
contained choice specimens of literature—Shakespeare,
Thackeray, Dickens, Taine, and other authors, and
also an unusually good representation of standard
American and English magazines and newspapers.

Chemical re-agents, test-tubes, and blow-pipes
covered a table next the solitary window, and added
to the tinge of refinement and education suggested
by the books and bric-d-brac. A Liliputian flower
garden claimed much of Keam’s attention, and repaid
his kindly care with a pleasing tribute of mignonette,
candy-tuft, and aster.
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Other flowers in pots decked the windows of the
bed and living rooms ; the growth of these had lately
been blighted either by the gases evolved during the
process of assaying, or by the black flies alighting
upon them and puncturing them with holes in which
to deposit their eggs.

In every other nook and cranny of the long low
building bales of wool and sheepskins were packed,
awaiting a favourable season for transportation to the
eastern market.

The destinies of the kitchen were in the hands of
a cook who understood his business, and whose two
assistants were ‘ Garryowen,” a bright Navajo boy,
who waited upon the table, and ‘ Mrs. Pinkham,” an
old squaw, who faithfully brought the pitcher of goat’s
milk for our morning coffee.

The water used at this ranch was obtained from
three springs directly in front of the door, and was
worthy of the highest praise for sweetness, coldness,
and purity.

After breakfast, Agent Sullivan, his son, who is
employed- as the Agency physician, Mr. Taylor, the
school teacher, and his brother, visited us.

The Agent was a very kind-hearted, superannu-
ated gentleman, about seventy years old, honest and
well-meaning, but not able to do much physical or
mental labour, and, as goes without saying, entirely
without influence over the Indians, whom he was sup-
posed to manage.

Mr. Taylor favoured us with the description of a
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dance he had witnessed in the Pueblo of Hualpi the
previous spring.

One of the tableaux introduced was a cotton cloth,
upon which were depicted in high colours seven blaz-
ing suns, through these issued seven serpents wriggling
over miniature fields of growing corn.

Then came two images of young virgins, bowing
to each other and lifting their hands to and from their
heads. Finally, a living maiden came out from be-
hind the screen and presented to one of the dignitaries
in charge of the ceremony a basket-plate of their
sacred corn-meal. The snakes used were made of
small hoops covered with skins, and were moved in a
life-like way by medicine men stationed in rear of the
canvas.

Doctor Sullivan invited our party to go with him
on a visit to the ruined Pueblo of Tolli-Hogandi, *“ The
Singing Houses.” Keam said that the name here
given was a corruption of the Navajo—‘‘ Atabi-ho-
gandi, or hoyanni,” n and d being interchangeable
sounds in the Navajo language.

This ruin lies some ten or twelve miles from the
Agency by trail, but nearly double that distance by a
road suitable for wheeled vehicles.

For a considerable part of the way we travelled
over a high sandy ‘“mesa,” thickly covered with cedar.

We saw another antelope corral similar to that
already described ; this was used by both Navajoes
and Moquis, whose territorial possessions overlap in
this vicinity.
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With Dr. Sullivan I had an interesting conversa-

tion about the Moqui clans or “ clubs,” as the Doctor
* called them ; among others, he knew of their having
those of the “ Butterfly,” * Eagle,” *Snake,” Deer,
Corn, and Cottonwood. (A complete list will be
afterwards given.)

Ostin Bichindi (Old Ghost Man or Spirit Man), an
old Navajo, attached himself to our party. We had
reached the edge of a box cafion when one of the
sudden and violent thunderstorms of this region com-
pelled the Doctor, the Navajo, and myself, who were
walking a considerable distance behind the convey-
ances, to take shelter under a ledge of sandstone which
overhung the cafion. Ostin Bichindi said that this
was the place where “ Chignito,” one of his tribe, had
committed suicide two or three years ago. Chignito
had discovered that his wife was grossly misbehaving
herself, and was attacked by her paramour, who drove
him away with a pistol.

In chagrin and despair he jumped off the precipice
and destroyed himself.

We followed down an old trail leading to a reser-
voir, still holding many hundreds of gallons of water.

Sand had drifted in and the masonry-retaining
walls had been broken away, but with very little
labour it might be restored and made as good as ever,
with a capacity of from 15,000 to 20,000 gallons.

Trails worn in the face of the sandstone cliff, and
a sprinkling of pottery so thick that it almost made a
pavement, indicated where the pre-historic “gossips”
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had gathered at sunset or sunrise to exchange the
latest sweet tit-bits of scandal or talk over their simple
domestic troubles.

Some of these shards were of primitive patterns,
marked as with a knotted buckskin thong or a finger-
nail indentation, while other fragments were of newer
designs and fresher colours,—a sign that this watering-
place had been used for ages past and was still used
by the Navajo and Moqui herders.

Below the reservoir the cafion widened into a
pleasant little pocket, showing signs of having once
been cultivated.

Fourteen miles from the Moqui Agency are the
ruins of a Pueblo still standing two and even three feet
above the surface. It has so often been mistaken for
the ruin of which we were in quest that it has received
the name of the False Tolli-Hogandi; but while it does
not deserve much mention in the same chapter with
the true ruin, it is nevertheless an interesting monu-
ment of good area, made of rubble of all sizes of sand-
stone and basalt gathered in the immediate vicinity.

The situation of this old Pueblo is peculiar in this,
that close at hand is a marked depression of not less
than 100 acres in area, which there are reasons for
believing was once a reservoir for storing water from
melted snow and rain.'

Cart-loads of fragments of pottery could be picked

! Later observations confirmed this surmise ; the Zunis point out
on the summit of Toyalani Mountain near their town similar reservoirs
constructed by their forefathers.
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up all about here, most of them ornamented with a °
finger-nail indentation ; one of the specimens found
by Mr. Moran was an almost complete jug, small in
size, but perfect in outline.

The pre-historic race inhabiting this part of Ame-
rica, the ancestors of the present Moquis and Zunis,
must have been farmers of extended acquirements for
savages. They are to be credited with the construc-
tion of reservoirs wherever needed near their building
sites, with the excavation of irrigating ditches, the
utilisation of all springs and tanks and all other pro-
visions against the contingency of drought.

This prudence and circumspection belie the opinion
of those who claim that the rainfall of New Mexico
and Arizona is less to-day than it was 500 years ago.
Those Indians made good, serviceable pottery, bas-
ketry, mats, textile fabrics from the fibre of cotton,
yucca, and agave, and, perhaps, coverlids of rabbit and
cayote skins, such as are so common among the
Moquis to-day.

The baaing of sheep and the bleating of goats
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