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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
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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



