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Ml‘.".ihl[ [LAND in Arizona is the home of the strangest af
our fellow-countrymen. Moki Land 1s unique ; it IS a
changeless corner in our land of perpetual change. The
Mokis are a pueblo people, differing irom other tribes of the
southwest in langnage, customs, and rehigion. They dwell m
seven villages, each set like an acropolis upon a barren rock,
high above the barren, boundless sands of the Arizona desert.

How long they have lived there in the sunshine, no man
knows. The Spaniards found them there in 1541, living and




praying and performing their religious ceremonies, just as
they had lived and prayed and worshiped for uncounted
centuries. The conquistadors, seeking only gold and treas-
ure, passed them by, leaving them secure n their unconscious
poverty and in their utter isolation. To-day we find them
as they were —their pagan civilization still intact. To-
morrow we may look for it in vain, for the white man presses
closer every year. If we would see these people still domi-
nated by their immemorial traditions, we must not delay.
Moki Land offers us a fascinating picture of primitive Amer-
ica—a picture that will soon fade in the growing light of our
civilization. Let us draw aside the protecting curtain of dis-
tance and look upon this unique picture before it is too late.

The desert trail that leads to Moki Land touches civiliza-
tion at a point called Cafion Diablo, about half-way across
the territory of Arizona, on the main line of the Santa Fé.
This station is not far from Flagstaff, the starting-point for
the Grand Cafion of the Colorado. But at Canon Diablo
station we see no town, nor a cafion, nor even a devil
to enliven the melancholy desert wastes. The town has not

been built, the cafion although not far away is invisible,
and the devil prefers to stay in his old home where it is

CANON DIAILG STATION
AR LEONA




ATAVIT NONYD

i URRLG

k.
e

Yl ki s
B e e L

B i
|

S
[l —

b

=

= A

et 25 1

-} ]|

-
n
=

Ry 10 Ladl oy

B

||
g —

=2 Ul Hs
FELE R

LI T R (ARt ] fEE-iE
I —— . o S =

T







MOKI LAND 231

probably cooler and more cheerful.

This desert is made especially
melancholy by the scattering
evidences of civilization,
— freight-cars, signal-
posts, telegraph-poles,
and signboards. It is
not a sandy desert. It
is of rock so firm that
poles cannot be planted
but must be held erect
by pyramids of broken
rock piled up around their
bases. The only house in
town besides the station is the
e s R T ' ' store of Volz, the Indian trader,
where we disconsolately discuss the assured discomforts of the

trip while awaiting the departure of our caravan. Volz, the

trader, has volunteered to be our guide, and has contracted

to provide vehicles and horses to transport us o the Moki

Reservation about seventy miles away ; to feed us on the

EN ROUTE To MOELD LAND

best canned goods that ever come to Arizona ; to see that we
do not lack water more than twelve hours at a stretch ; to
chow us the Snake Dance, give a Navajo Tournament in our
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honor, and bring us safely back to the railway, all within
the incredibly short space of eleven days.

The prospect is alluring ; the caravan is ready; let us
set out across the almost trackless desert. Our guide has
promised much, but the one thing that he failed to mention
we find the most inspiring thing of all ; the sense of freedom,
the exhilaration of this boundless region. It has been said
that it is impossible to despair on horseback. This is more
than ever true in Arizona, where the air, the light, the clear,
sharp distances, and the level, limitless desert form an
environment that uphifts the senses and makes for perfect
happimess. Let those who choose to do so follow in the lazy
wagons, carryalls, and buggies; as for us, we are content
only so long as
the smooth un-
counted miles are
flying beneath onr
horses” willing
feet.

The desert is
a boundless bridle
path, level and
toall appearances
secure ; yet there
are pitfalls rang-
mg n size from
the burrows of
prairie-dogs to
the long ecracks
made by earth-
quakes.

The first in-
cident of the des-
ert journey is the

Fhvstogrra gl by M, Vrisintnge, Pasailenn
AN EARTHQUAKE CRACK
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fording of the Little Colorado, a shallow, muddy stream as
commonplace as a mere ditch ; yet this same niver only ffty
miles farther on has cut for itself a canion of tremendous depth.

When it meets the greater Colorado at the eastern end of

- -!ll_-_‘-.,; 4

CROSSING THE LITTLE COLOKADD

the Grand Cafion, the walls that rise from the bed of the
lesser river meet the walls of the Grand Cafion, as equals in
height and sheerness. The leszer and the greater Colorado
meet in one of the most impressive amphitheaters 1 the
world, but so remote and difficult

of access is the place, that only
a daring few have looked
upon the scene toward
which these swift and
silent waters are now
ghding.

At noon we halt for

luncheon : but luncheon
15 too elegant a term, ﬁ~
even lonch smacks too

: .‘:‘. 3 5,3..
much of civilization:; t

proper word in .-Hrizﬂna fm'

& SHADY MOOE




234 MOKI LAND
funch is **grub.’”  Almost everything one eats comes in a tin
can or tin box; beans, milk, and meat, sardines, preserves,
and jams,—all are im ported in hermetically sealed tins. Thus
canned goods form a most important item in the commerce of
the territory, where they are known by the comprehensive
pame ‘‘air-tights.”” We breakfast, dine, and sup on air-
tights, and before every meal all hands are set to work with
old knives and scissors, for the rare can-opener is usually miss-
ing ; and by the time that the air-tights have ceased to de-
serve the title, the workers have in the effort of opening them
already developed appetites ravenous to such a degree that
1o time is wasted in vain longings for fresh fare. A heap of
empty tins marks every halting-place of every caravan ; while
near the site of every camp are left mountains of gaping cans.
As the Professor from Berlin remarked one day after lunch,
'n his staid, scientific tone, ‘It is my conviction that n a
future age the geologists will be confronted by a novel prob-
lem; for Arizona will be found covered with a stratum of
tin as extensive as the borders of the territory.”

We spend the night at a second store belonging to our
trader-guide about thirty miles from the railway. Mr. Volz

e P
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Fhotormaph by M. . Vioman, Pasadenn

BISCUSSING ' ARIZDNA AIR-TIGHTS
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controls three of these establishments, one at the Cafion
Diable station ; another at a place called by courtesy ** The
[ akes.'' because when it rains, water stands in the broad

hollows that surround this emi-

nence - and a third store within

THE STORE AT THE LAKES
a few miles of Oraili, the
largest of the Moki wvillages,
which is to be our headquarters when we reach the reserva-
tion. We are now in the land
roamed over by the Navajos,
with whom the trader
does a thriving busi-
ness: for his long
shed is both a sta-
ble and a shop
stocked with the
things in which
the red man de-
hights tobacco,
matches, pots,
pans, hardware,
and army blankets.

We never weary of

HWAVAID CUSTOMIEERS




S8 MOKI LAND

AN EAHRLY START

watching the transactions. A big brave enters and calls for
one pound of soda-crackers. These are weighed out, he
wraps them in his blanket, then takes off his belt, and from
it pays out—not coins, but—seven cartridges, .44 caliber;
and these the clerk sweeps into the cash-drawer without a
sign of surprise. Then the same Indian orders another

pound of crackers, and pays for them in the Iﬁ"

. A
saine manner as before. He wanted Llf A
two pounds all the time. But he knows T :

that seven cartridges will buy ene
pound, and he does not ecare to
venture into deep commercial
complications.  After busi-

ness hours the store becomes ; A LE

our dormitory; four men

sleep on the counter, two
under it, the rest on the floor.
We each have new Navajo
blankets to use for our bedding ;

A DESERT DRRELICT
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the ladies of our party sleep 1n a storeroom with a hundred
brilliant blankets piled under and around them.

At sunrise the caravan 15 once more under way, the
wagons crawling northward at a tiresome pace, the horsemen
ealloping ahead, glorving in the splendor of the morning —a
morning wider than the world and higher than the sky. We
cannot understand how age and msery can afflict homanity

Fliapagrapl Uy Ho OV reman, Pasdcgmn

NUTTES AND MESAS TN THR ARIZGNA DESERT
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in an atmosphere like this; we almost feel as if the poor, old
Navajo grandmother who comes begging to the store were
only feigning decrepitude and poverty. We look for her to
tn-.u. :m'-;:.].-' her brown rags and gray wig, and to stand forth

- in the sunshine ra-

diant in vouth and
beauty, like the fairy
queens seen in pan-

tormimes. We are so
lisht-hearted, filled
with the joy of living,
that we cannot for-
give this old hag for
reminding us that in
this world there are

many blind souls who

Photoagraph !'--.- Sumner W, Matteson

BURRO SPRING see no beauty in the
earth and sky, who are incapable of happiness. Yet we give
her money, for we feel that we owe somebody something be-
catse we are 2ol mis- ;
erable ; for i1s there
not much truth in
that dictum of the
cynic who defined
““charity '’ as the
unconscious ex-
pression of subcon-
scions fear''? Yon
may smile at this
definition if vou will,
but there i1s some- ORAILI MESA PROM VOLZ'S CAMP
thing fearfully incisive about it— ** the unconscious expres-
sion of subconscicus fear.'' But away with the old witch

who has haunted us! Tt is as easy to lose a gloomy thought
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in Arizona as it 1s to breathe life-giving air; and while our
horses gallop on across these endless stretches of sage and
sand, the eye gallops around the huge ring of the horizon,
which now and then 15 broken by a butte or a mesa, a wall of
sandstone red as brick, regular as a factory facade, wide as a
township, high as the Alhambra of a race of giants. Now
and then we skirt ephemeral lakes, born of a sudden deluge.
(n our return journey we came at nightfall to the shores of a
lake five miles wide, which lay directly across the trail that
we had traversed in duosty dryness only eight days before.

We made a détour of fifteen mules to get around that lake,

and had we not sent back at night to warn a following party,

Photograph by H. £, Veoman, Pasadens
OUk sMIppay 'seEsatt
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SOLID COMIPORT
they in attempting to keep to the old trail would have floun-
dered all night in the shallow sea which had dropped from the
clouds 1in a single day.
Late in the afternoon of our second day in the desert, we
came to Volz's third establishment, the business center of the
Mokl Reservation. First we shake off the dust of our long

CWE OURSELVES" AT YOLZ'S STORE
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two days' ride, then at a table on an improvised veranda we
attack a few dozen tins of air-tights and drink a pail or two
of coffee. The amount of coffee that one can consume in
Arizona 1s incredible ; it 13 poured out in bowls, served piping
hot, black and without milk. We average two bowls at
every meal and sleep like tops. Some of us sleep in tents,

others in one of the shanties. We lie in blankets on the

e LIRED 3308

TIHE SHOPPING CENTER
bare ground, cases of canned provisions and bales of goods
piled high all around us. Theré are ants in the sand, and we
know that rattlesnakes abound, but we are reassured by the
knowledge that for four days the Mokis from Oraibi have
been scouring the desert collecting rattlers for the Snake
Dance ceremony which we have come to witness.

The ladies of our party have more luxurions accommoda-
tions. They use as berths the counters and shelves in the
adjoining store; but this arrangement has its disadvantages,

1ii




