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OLD ORAIBI 85

but the appetite is not affected. The fire, 2 mere handfu]
of chips and twigs, was kindled in the little shade afforded
by the rig. The doctor gave me a lesson in Southwest
camping, just prior to my upsetting the can of peeled
Potatoes, after which he considered me impossible.” With
my usual energy, I hag gathered greasewood branches
for the fire, and had brought them from some distance.
They would have made an election-night blaze, The
'~ doctor selected g pitiful handfy] from this mountain of
 brush, and briefly commented ; —

“‘Just like a white man,’ Injun says, ‘White man build
- big fire, sit far off; Injun make little fire, sit cloge by.’
- You don’t need a conflagration to hoj] coffee. I can make

light, shooting at ang occasionally hitting 5 young jack-
rabbit. The place was aljve with them. The shadows of
- the horses grew longer as the sun dipped toward the Red
Mesa. And then came the gray evening, with us peering
ahead for the sign of a well-rig derrick. There were drillers
in the valley, patiently pounding down thejr drills in the

‘had helped them outfit at the Agency, and they were of
ithe I. D. Service. Their location should be somewhere
iclose to the pueblo of Oraibi, “the town on the high fla¢
_rock,” a place long famous in the annals of the Tusayan
‘provinces, first sighted by white men nearly four hundred

HP020572




86  INDIANS OF THE ENCHANTED DESERT

Coronado, reached it in 1540, the first year of the Spanish
exploration north of the Rio Grande; and in 1629, or
perhaps a trifle eatlier, zealous friars of the Franciscan
oanw built a mission there and, surrounded by an always
suspicious population, far removed from Spanish head-
quarters at Santa Fe, had worked and prayed and gov-

erned until the revolt of 1680, when they met martyrdom

and the mission disappeared.
Until recently Oraibi had been the largest pueblo-

community in North America, having had more than one

thousand inhabitants, thus exceeding any of the pueblos
of New Mexico. But its leading citizens, one Tewaquap-
tewa and one Youkeoma, the first a politician and the
second a natural prophet and witch-charmer, backed by

devoted and fanatical adherents, had prophesied, con-

jured visions and interpretations of signs, wrangled among
themselves, and defied the Government until carried into
captivity. Their imprisonment had been brief, and they
were now busy making new medicine.

Tewaquaptewa’s portrait appears in that fine book of
Indian chants, edited by Miss Natalie Curtis and pub-

lished by the Harpers; and his singing countenance pre- -
sents a rapt ecstatic expression as he yodels the Butterfly -
Song. The translation of his name is there given as “Sun- -

down-shining,” and is imperfect as most translations, but
Just as good as any other, providing you do not have to
nﬁ.SmEmw him on a Governmental basis. I never dealt with
him on a musical scale, and his undoubted genius in this
respect made no appeal to me. As his Indian Agent, how-
ever, I tried for eight long years to make a sensible human
vm.Em of him, and failed, for lack of material. After having
tried him as an Indian judge, and then as an Indian police-
man, in the hope of preserving his dignity and authority
as hereditary chief, he was found to be the most negatively
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contentious savage and unreconstructed rebel remaining
in the Oraibi community, so filled with malicious mischief-
making to his benefit that a group of his own people
petitioned me to exile him from the mesa settlement, in
the hope that they might then exist in peace. Of course,
this had little to do with his “Sun-down-shining” or his

‘Butterfly chanting; but when the folks at home cannot

get along with father, there is something wrong.
Youkeoma, a different type of Hopi, had been defeated
by the Tewaquaptewa faction, and was now in the med-
icine-man and prophecy business about seven miles to
the west, in his new and already odorous town of Hote-
villa, whence, after the tribal troubles, like another Moses
he had led his faithful. Tradition has it that there will
always be jealousy and enmity among the Oraibans until
the pretender to leadership is martyred; so when Youke-
oma was thrown out, he accepted it as a manifestation of
the rules. But that did not prevent both outfits from
resisting the Government, an alien intruder, wholly un-
mindful of the sacred prophecies, who entered in to pacify

“a perfectly legitimate family scrap.

Kewanimptewa, a third Oraibi factionist, who headed
the weakest band of all, had trekked in another direction,

“a second upheaval having resulted in his eviction and re-

tirement from the political field. His allies went to a

little-known cafion, Bacabi, where, but for the prompt

assistance of the Government Agent, the whole lot of
Tshmaelites would have perished. It was winter and they
had no harvest. Aid in this case was gratefully accepted,
and out of the truce grew a friendliness now unbroken.
Those who followed Youkeoma, however, remained sullen
and unreconstructed, accepting nothing, acknowledging
nothing, rebels and defiant.

Therefore the original Oraibi, which had been the larg-

-
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88  INDIANS OF THE ENCHANTED DESERT

est Indian community, was split into three parts, and the -
parent place has been still further reduced by emigration.
to Moencopi in the farther west. As will be related later.
all this foolish dissension could have been avoided, msm.

the Government might have saved many thousands of |

mo:.ma by a firm and impartial policy toward these :
Indians. While the separation weakened them, they had -
to _.uo followed with the means of control and education, -
sanitation, and medicines — a far more expensive job .
than a full Oraibi pueblo would have demanded.

This little expedition for peaches I thought would:mark
my whole acquaintance with the Hopitu, the “peaceful”

wrangling ones. In 1907 I had written several stories for °

Harper's Magazine, one of which concerned these people. -
The nﬂrso.uom_n& facts I had exhumed from the library
of the Indian Office at Washington, and the skeleton on

which I strung these fancies was produced from that *

mmmw%& thing known as the writer’s imagination. God
forgive me! I have always believed that I was given
charge of the Hopitu as a punishment for that crime
against the verities. .

And then, when we were about to confess that the stupid
team had taken the wrong road, to the end that we were
strayed, lost, and would probably be stolen, the well-rig
loomed up as a tall gallows at the roadside. There were
calls and hearty greetings.

.:mroﬁva: a minor water-witch of the Empire, had laid-
aside his wand for the day, which is one way of saying
.&.Sn the rig-tower no longer trembled, the cable no longer
Jerked, and the drill did not pound in its hole. Shorty was
ready to receive visitors and to relate how he shot the
mountain lion. :

w

oo

s
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It matters not in that country how shabby the guest,
“how poor the host, or how wild the place of meeting, there
is always a welcome and entertainment of the board, to
" be followed by talk of the Empire. A veteran of the gar-
rison days told me that in his time, on reaching a post-
trader’s, it would be impossible to escape for a week.
+ Every item of news from the outside would be demanded
" and paid for in a liquid coin that is no longer circulated.
~ Then the bowl flowed freely when the pipes were lit, and
" the company gathered around a roaring fireplace in the
evening.
“We would gossip and swap lies until we could not see,
and then tumble into the nearest bed to sleep it off. Next
“day, if he had had enough, a fellow would call for his horse.
Consternation would follow. Everyone would regret, with
. much language, that Bonehead Bill had left the corral-
" gate open last night, and now not a hoof in all that valley.
““Fore Gad! pardner, they 're clear t’hell an’ gone over
" into Palisade Cafion by now. It’ll take two wranglers to
git ’em up. Make yourself t’homelike, ’cause to-morrow’s
another day.””
So there would be no means of travel until the great
~exchange of ideas was exhausted, and the whiskey out,
. when they would speed him onward. Said the veteran,

[
i

. “Them was times!”

5

*  Butin Indian country to-day one has to be content with
the ensemble without the olden stimulus.

At this well-camp there were no extra beds, so for the
first time I slept on the open range. We had packed a
dozen thick blankets, six for the ground and three apiece
for wrappings. By the time bed was made, the contrast
between that day’s noon and three hours after sunset was
a trifle more than bitter. To remove one’s clothing in that

v

5
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XII
COMMENTS AND COMPLAINTS

rﬁ seven HSCGEM _v:mrr )S sent to e eputat: sro
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N m.<m.mom ~— Re
. port o : .
at Santa Fe, OQ&&N“ .W &MM.M“ S. Calkoun, First Indian Agent

M MWM :Mﬂw H%Em:m drifted in to greet their new Chief,
Ciougt Hummm.ammwﬁm by a great curiosity, they came shyly
e ou%: m.wm ﬁm e Indian way. One would suppose armm
§ gran SmS:Mm MsnrmmMMm MMocE rm.mu been called to intro-
thing that impresses a HulBMﬂ.n eople: By ormaliey &
e 1ve people. But not so.
o mwmmwnmﬂrm Mmm agent no longer, glad that mogm.wwm
e had 3% ed to the petty headaches which are worse
o the Wo > Q:mw packed r.a gear and departed. It was
up to m s}mnom."m the savage in the course of business, and
ke whe impression I could. There were no indi-
Npcrtinen w. to guide one, msm. first impressions are not
e, nrw i act, the most serious mistakes of Agents
hings nosﬁos% affect their gaining the confidence of arm
Indian at his mnmwmmgmw mﬂw wmmgm:wommsﬁam e
on oo 2C his fa e — shod method. The census,
nw%rvmmvzom vnMM MWMMMNMMW mwswmmmwwﬁsm Htdle accuracy,
" vmm _W%MMMMM:M m.gms of the mm.<on& districts were not at
Naoach elling me @oé influential they were. The
Jo came first, and with reason, for they held five
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* sixths of the range by right of might, and were eager to

impress one that they should not be disturbed.

Came Hostin Nez, “Tall Man,” a lean, shrewd genius,
who could remember the captivity after Carson’s cam-
paigns. He stood proudly erect, and yet had an ingrati-
ating manner that was part of his profession; for besides
dominating a large faction of his people and being the
hereditary chief of all the Navajo, he was a Medicine
Man of high degree. Came from the north old Billa
Chezzi, better known as “ Crooked Fingers” because of a
crippled hand, who had in him nothing that was sullen
or criminal perhaps, but who pictured a bloodthirsty
pirate on a desperate mission.

These two represented communities of Navajo, living
and roaming north, south, east, and west of the Hopi mesa

settlements, and by whom the Hopi have been throttled -

from the range. There were lesser men, headmen of groups
or families. I remember Senegathe, “Wanderer,” with his
gray hair blowing in long snaky wisps; and Scar Chin, who

resembled a good-natured friar, though a long rip in his

face suggested a strenuous past; and Silversmith Jim,
and Yellow-Horse, and Bitani, and Whispering Bill, each
having something of distinction in his manner or personal
eccentricity.

But for the most part, my Navajo business was with
Hostin Nez. He was a Judge of the Indian Court, and
carried a “pretty paper,” a ragged commission, litho-
graphed in bright colors. We had many a long and dis-
passionate argument, he rolling cigarettes in pieces of
newspaper, which he evidently preferred to the “saddle-
blankets” that came in packages, and wiping his lips now
and then with a Turkish towel that was draped about his
neck — a fashion in neckcloths that he affected. I never
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156 INDIANS OF THE ENCHANTED DESERT

suggestion was considered at all. I have been told that a
friend assured the Secretary of the Interior that I was not
a maniac. But it required until September 27, 1911 to
request the Secretary of War to detail cavalry from a dis-
tant point, when troops were idle at Fort Apache only
one hundred and eighty miles away—quite in the neigh-
borhood, as desert spaces are considered. Another month
drifted by, and on October 28 the Secretary of War de-
tailed Hugh L. Scott, then Colonel in rank, as an officer of
Indian experience likely to have influence with these
strange people. Under date of November 15 I was directed
to codperate with Colonel Scott, and as no allowance was
made for the fact that it was winter and mails likely to
be delayed along the one hundred and five miles of wagon-
transport, the great Indian diplomatist and his officers
and men reached the Moqui Agency before my orders.
Four months had been devoted to the delicate untwisting
of red tape that a telephone conversation between Depart-
ments and a telegram to the nearest post would have
settled in twenty-four hours’ time. How comfortable if
those Hopi had been Ute, Apache, Navajo, or Sioux!

X1V
SOLDIERS, INDIANS, AND SCHOOLS

Now it is not good for the Christian’s health to hustle

the Aryan brown, .
For the Christian riles, and the Aryan smiles, and he

weareth the Christian down.
— KipLING

Ir you seek information on an Indian Reservation con-
cerning things outside the line of routine, never ask the
Agent in charge. He will have the important papers
locked away from prying eyes, and will likely comment
that it is none of your business. Why invite this rebuff?
Go to the mess-cook, the farrier, or the seamstress. They
will have had all the essential details from some other
post, from a mess-cook, a farrier, or a seamstress, i.ao will
have zealously garnered it from some leaky official, or
mayhap from the telegraph operator. Who told Sitting
Bull that Custer had divided his command? By long
odds, it was a camp cook.

And when the school disciplinarian asked me one morn-
ing, as he was checking his watch with my chronometer,
«“YWhen do you expect the troops?”’ 1 knew that an unusual
order had issued. He was correct in his assumption, for
the laundress had been notified. Now I do not presume
to assert that the Secretary of the Interior had notified
the laundress — but she knew. Perhaps some other laun-
dress had found the order in the Colonel’s wash. Any-
way, the column arrived just when she predicted.

It made a striking picture filing down the long Cafion

A

T
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158 INDIANS OF THE mZOE>ZHmU DESERT

hill-road, black riders against the sky and yellow sand,
the field flag and troop pennant fluttering; and there was
about it a certain campaign note that caused as much
consternation throughout the back country as if war
had been declared, with Kit Carson back in the saddle.

Those of the wavering Hopi who lived apart from
Youkeoma but leaned toward his policies when they dared,
and who had been awaiting developments, began to rush
their belated children to the schools. The smiling ““ friend-
lies” industriously continued minding their home affairs.
And the Navajo, after one excited survey from the oppo-
site mesa-wall, completely disappeared from the land-
scape. Not a Navajo was to be seen about the Agency
for a very long period. Their old chiefs, such as Hostin
Nez and Billa Chezzi, could recall the captivity at the
Bosque Redondo, and the younger men had heard them
tell of it. This was no time for argument with the Nah-
tahni, and while they had lost nothing in the back country,
still it invited a peaceful hegira far from the tents and
bugles of that column.

The whole affair was against all tradition. Three former
Agents had argued and threatened and waited in vain, and
the third had lingered helplessly at his post until revolt
blazed out to singe his beard. Now this new Nahtahni
had said very little; in fact, he had seemed depressed and
a trifle bewildered. But here came the soldiers, a very
different sort of Se-lough from those three uniformed
natives he was thought to depend on. The effect was
immediate and lasting. And more than one official, hav-
ing actual knowledge of conditions among the isolated
Navajo, has agreed with me that such a column should

file through that country every little while. There would -

be in both Indians and white men more of respect for the

o
T.?.
&
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orders of the Government, and fewer murders in lonely
places. :

And then I found the famous Colonel Scott w.mmﬁo& at
one end of my desk. 1 apologized for being so ignorant,
having received no Umﬁmnﬁgmsmm_ orders, m.sm supposed
that he would be thoroughly informed. Aside m..oa,arn
request that he codperate with %m.>mm.2. in this little
frontier squabble, it appeared that .?m mission was 2 sur-
vey, and action would await further instructions. Quarters
were arranged for the officers and 2 camping-place m.oH.
the men, and then the Colonel and 1 sat down to @ dis-
cussion of conditions among the Indians of ,n.rm reserve.
Having read of his career among .ﬁrm Warriors of ﬁ.ra
Plains, 1 felt that the less I said to this experienced soldier
and tribal expert the better would be my ovmsnow .mog.
making no mistakes. 1 hoped to create an impression
of wisdom by keeping my mouth shut.

But Colonel Scott would have none of that. He had
then and has to this day a most disconcerting method of
vnovocz&sm a question, and nr.ms .co%:m one completely
through and through with a pair of gimlet-like blue-gray
eyes that pierce as :f made of steel. He could see .%mﬁ I
was very green and young at the business of being an
Indian Agent, but he would not permit me to retreat
before his age and superior rank. ;

«“1 propose first to g0 among these Indians, and learn
something of their reasons for this refusal to obey the
wishes of the Uo@mﬁaoiv: he said.

1 remained silent.

«1 will go alone,” he said.

1 said nothing. .
«“You do not think they will recetve me unpleasantly?

“Oh, no!” 1 hastened to make up for lost time. “They

»
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160 INDIANS OF THE ENCHANTED DESERT

are vmmnmm& enough, so long as they are permitted to
E.Em their own way. Very likely they will receive you
é_mr much of courtesy and even hospitality.”

That is as I thought,” said the Colonel, who has al-
ways gone alone into hostile camps — a method of con-
ciliation that would give most people pause. “I will
reason with them,” he continued, “and I believe I can

v:.sm them to a sensible view of the matter we have to
adjust.”

I said nothing.
“What do you think of my plan?”
HHSEJ .m:.v I would not presume to suggest —

”H.rmn is not the question. You should be somewhat
familiar with these Indian people by now. Will my plan
succeed?”’ |

H..bm eyes punched through mine, straight back into the
brain, out through the skull of my rear elevation, and I
wmni they were drilling on through the stone wall imme-
diately behind me.

:Oosmﬁﬁ.msm the experiences of former agents, and
even soldiers, Colonel Scott, and — ” ’

HHUJ you think my plan will succeed?”

Itis a very good plan to try, Colonel. It has been your

Woﬁrwm é:romrﬁ.Q.:ummvmbmwngm%vaogmzonammma
ere. :

“But what do you think?”

Hrn.ao was no way of avoiding the truth. He would
have it.

“You will not succeed.”
He studied a moment or two.

“I have dealt with unreasonable Indians,” he said
slowly. ’

w . .
So I am informed, sir. But you have not dealt with
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the Hopi Indian, who is a religious fanatic; and since you
pressed me for an opinion, I had to give it. I can ask only
that these people be not promised anything that will not
be fulfilled. That has provoked half the trouble of the
past. The Department has threatened them, and then
curled up. They are accustomed to being betrayed by
soldiers. They will talk endlessly; but if you expect to
bring a Hopi to reason without a show of force, it is too
much. You will not accomplish it.”

Whereupon the Colonel seemed satisfied that he had
procured an answer from me, and next day he departed
for the pueblo of Hotevilla, with an interpreter and a
striker to attend him. His extraordinary knowledge and
uncanny skill in the sign-language would avail him noth-
ing among the Hop, for few of the Southwest Indians use
this method of conversing. The deserted mission house
was placed at his disposal. The troop remained encamped
in Keams Cafion at the Agency.

That night the mail brought those belated orders, in
duplicate, from the Commissioner of Indian Affairs to me,
and from the Secretary of the Interior to Colonel Scott.
I read them with amazement and a complete mixture of
feelings. They had been drawn without deference to the
facts, and were as completely garbled a set of instructions
‘as one could imagine. By merely accepting the conditions
imposed, the Indians could win, and the whole expedition
be reduced to farce. Washington had been so careful to
preserve a shield between it and the sentimental critics
of the country that, no matter what I proposed doing and
no matter what the officer agreed to assist in doing, the
fat was in the fire if those orders were recognized.

And here were more than one hundred men, with
mounts and extra mounts, and a pack train, and a wagon
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162 INDIANS OF THE mZOH.;Z,EwU DESERT

train en route with additional supplies. Hay for the horses
was being purchased locally at sixty dollars the ton, and
oats in proportion; and these were but two items of the
expense. A very costly piece of humor, indeed.

But the Colonel was at Hotevilla; and there he remained
for ten days, talking, talking, talking, when he was not
listening to Youkeoma. I had one report from a messen-
ger, who found the old chief seated in the centre of the
floor, facing the Colonel on his camp-bed, the interpreter
to one side. It was the seventh day, and Youkeoma, in
the recital of his traditions, had reached a date only
four hundred years removed. To give the old chap credit,
he never weakened. The Colonel, sitting bolt upright,
would go into a doze, finish a nap, and pick up the thread
of the discourse immediately on waking, to continue as
long as daylight lasted.

Of course there were breaks in this programme. They
invited the officer to a rabbit-hunt, and gave exhibitions
of their fleetness in running and their skill with the rabbit-
club or Hopi boomerang; and he witnessed some of their
ceremonies. But the end of it all was talk — so many
words arranged one after the other, one string in slow,
even-toned English, studied, level, monotonously imper-
ative; the other in imperturbable Hopi, rising and falling
as Chinese, started with a long intake of the breath and
finished in whispers when Indian lungs were exhausted.

Youkeoma began at a point in his traditions before the
period of the Dawn Men, when they came up from the
Underworld. Wells’ Qutline of History is not half so elabo-
rate. And without a break or hesitation, supporting his
statements with pieces of pictured rock offered as indis-
putable evidence, much as Moses woud have brought
forth the Tables of the Law, he progressed down through

YOUKEOMA, ANTELOPE PRIEST AND PROPHET
Who told the tale of the Dawn Men
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the ages. The troop surgeon, who had joined the Colonel,
furnished me a rough transcript of this legend, which,
boiled to a bare consistency, follows: —

Hopi Genesis according to Youkeoma, Chicf Priest
. of the Hotevilla .

The Hopi came from the Underworld, down in the earth.
They had their chiefs and medicine men, and their villages,
in the Underworld, the same as now and here. But the people
dritted away from the traditions. They had too much love of
a good time, and refused to hear their wise men. They held
social dances, and forgot the old religious ceremonies. First
the girls, then the women, and finally nearly all the Hopi
people came under this influence. They forgot everything
else. And even the wives of the priests became evil.

Then the good chiefs and medicine men held a council.
They were against these evils, and decided to look for another
world. They discussed many methods of leaving the Under-
world. And they made experiments. First they planted pine
trees, and by ceremonies grew these trees very tall. The pine
trees grew up to touch the roof of the sky, but they did not
pierce it. Their tops bent over and spread along the sky.
And the good Hopi knew that pine trees could not help them.

Next they planted sharp-pointed reeds, and these grew tall
and pierced the sky.

Now to find what sort of place was above them. They sent
up birds as messengers, to go out through the holes in the sky
and find a land for the good people. They told the birds to
return and tell what they saw. So they sent humming birds
first. These flew up and up, circling the tall reeds, and resting
on them when tired. But the humming birds became exhausted,
and fell back into the Underworld. ,

Then they sent up a chicken hawk. It could fly much
swifter, but it too became exhausted. The swallow was sent,
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164 INDIANS OF THE ENCHANTED DESERT

but he did not reach the top of the reeds. Each bird was

dispatched by a clan. And finally the catbird was sent. He:

flew with such a strange jerky motion that they never ex-
pected him to reach the top — but he did, and went through
the hole in the sky, and came to Oraibi. There he found the
Red-headed Spirit.

The bird asked the Ghost if it would permit the good people
of the Hopi in the Underworld to come and live at Oraibi.
And the Spirit was willing, so the bird returned with this
message. :

Most of the people were still busy with their social dances;
but the chiefs and medicine men and the good people, when
they had the news, began to climb the reeds. In this they were
helped by the two Gods of Hard Substances, who made the

reeds firm. These people managed to crawl through the hole

in the sky. But those who had given their time to frivolous
things were shaken trom the reeds by the chiefs, and they
dropped back into the Underworld, and the hole'in the sky

was stopped up. - PR
Search for the new home was then begun. But the head

chief’s daughter died.” This delayed things. He believed that .

some powerful witch had come out of the Underworld with
them, so he called the people together and made some medi-
cine of cornmeal, saying that the meal would fall on the witch's
head. It did fall on a girl’s head. The chief then decided to
throw this witch back into the Underworld; but when he looked
down through the hale in the sky he saw his daughter playing
there, in the old place, as a litde child; and he knew then that
everyone went back to the Underworld after death.

Now the witch told the chief that if she might live with

him he would be kept from many hardships and difficultics,
and that some day his daughter would return to him. So the
witch was spared. .

It was utter darkness when the Hopi arrived on the earth.
They counseled, and sought a means to create light. They
cut out a round piece of buckskin, and on it put bits of the
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hearts of birds and beasts, and of all the people, and then told
the buckskin to give forth light. .

But this was not powerful enough. So they took white
cotton cloth, and put the bits of their hearts on it, and set it
in the East for the Sun. Thus the Sun gave light for every
living thing, and to-day we all welcome its coming up in
the East.

The head chief then called the mocking bird, and told him
to give to each group a language. The older brother’s people
received the first language, which is that of the white men.

The clans now went in different directions. The older
brother of the chicf, with his people, was directed to go where

the Sun rises, and to stay there. In time of trouble he would .
_be sent for. The chief told him not to be baptized into any

strange fraternity,
Then the clans went their several ways, each to find a coun-
try. They would travel for a distance, and stop to raise a crop

of corn, and then go on. Sometimes they stayed at places two
* or three years. And the older brother, with those who made
“up his company, traveled fast to the East, and has not yet

returned. ,
The Ghost clan finally arrived at Moencopi, and there too

“‘came the Smoke and the Spider clans. The Bear clan reached
" Chimopovi. Two brothers were chiefs of this division, and

one of them settled Oraibi, where the Ghost and other clans
fater joined them.

Within the Ghost clan were two groups — the Ghost clan
proper, and the Ghost-and-Bird clan. Youkeoma is of the
Ghost-and-Bird clan. They were known as the bravery clan,
and acted as guards. When came a war with the Ute;
Navajo, and Apache, the Bear clan and the Ghost clan tried
0 win without the aid of these brave men of the Ghost-
end.Bird clan. But they did not succeed, and had to ask
their aid.  So the bravest of the warriors then put explosives
in pottery, and threw these bombs among the enemy, and
seattered them. Then the Ghost-and-Bird clan lived at Oraibi,
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and were taken into the sacred fraternities, and were known
as watriors.

Now the traditions say that a stronger people will come upon
the Hopi, and try to get them to adopt new ways of living.
And it is in the traditions that the Bear clan will yield to these
stronger ones.

Many years ago, when the Spaniards came from the South,
they sought to make the Hopi accept their ways. They were
here four years. And the Bear clan yielded; and the Spider
clan yielded; but the Ghost-and-Bird clan did not yield.

Then the Spanish black-robes came to live at Oraibi; and
after four years these priests of the strangers wanted to baptize
the Hopi. That caused much trouble. It was against the tradi-
tions. And the warriors of the Ghost-and-Bird clan were un-
willing to assist the larger clans, like the Bear and Spider,
because they had yielded to the Spanish. The Ghost-and-Bird
clan knew that the sea would swallow up the land if they ac-
cepted these new teachings. Finally, the Badger clan killed the
Spanish black-robes.

Then came a great battle, between the Oraibi people on the
one side and the Spanish helped by the First and Second Mesa
Hopi and also the Navajo on the other. The Oraibans drove
the enemy into Skull Flat, named because of the heads that
were piled there. And the people of Oraibi recognized the
Ghost-and-Bird clan as their bravest men; and they lived in
peace for many years.

Next came the white men—at first but a few, looking through
the country; then more; and then they brought a school.
This was to teach the Hopi children new ways — to lead them
away from the ceremonies and the traditions.

Again some of the Oraibi people yielded, and took on the new
ways taught by these white men of the Government. But the
Ghost-and-Bird clan would not yield.

And then came the soldiers of the white men. They have
come many times. Youkeoma has been a prisoner eight times,
and has been taken away to forts where there were many
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soldiers; but he has not yielded. Five years ago, because of
these troubles among the people, the Ghost-and-Bird clan left
Oraibi and settled here at Hotevilla. Youkeoma looks on the
Oraibans as traitors, for they have more than once received
strangers and yielded to strange teachings.

In the end, all the enemies will combine against the Ghost-
and-Bird clan. So say the traditions. These things will come
to pass. Youkeoma cannot change it, nor can he go contrary
to the traditions. The talk of the white men is incited by
witches. And Youkeoma knows that these white men are not
the true Bohanna, who will come some day and who will know
the Hopi language. These white men are simply forerunners;
they are not the Bohanna. They have treated him kindly when
a prisoner among them, but they have never encouraged him in
his way of living.

Now the way for the white men to conquer the Hopi is to
cut off Youkeoma’s head. The traditions say that the head of
one of the Oraibi chiefs will be cut off, and then the trouble
will cease. But Youkeoma cannot yield; for then the Sea would
swallow up the land, and all would perish.

Ten days of it. Priestcraft and sorcery, superstition and
cruelty, differ very little among primitive peoples. The
Hopi beginnings were very like our own. And in the ages
past they had out-talked many enemies. The old man
flattered himself that so long as the Colonel listened, he
was gaining credence; and that when the officer became
completely hypnotized by weariness, he would capitulate,
and cry, “You win, old man! For God’s sake, give me
a rest!”

Whereas Colonel Scott was awaiting a reply to a tele-
gram forwarded through me four days after his arrival at
the pueblo. He had recommended to the Secretary of the
Interior that the children of the village be removed to
schools, without further regard to this old fanatic and his

-
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sacred traditions. Youkeoma had confirmed my view of
the situation. At the same time, Colonel Scott had writ-
ten to me: “There is no use in arguing with a lunatic.
If the Secretary says ‘Take the children,” come on with
your transportation and police and the troops.”

These messages were carried by riders to the nearest
telegraph point. To send them by the archaic mail-
route would court long delays. Hotevilla was forty-
five miles from the Agency and the railroad eighty miles
south of that, so a round trip required two hundred and
fifty miles of riding.

On the eighth day answers were received in duplicate,
repeating the original conditions. Realizing that the buck
was being passed in strict accordance with our traditions,
I forwarded the Colonel’s copy to him by messenger, and
ordered all necessary wagons to Oraibi. The Lieutenant
commanding the cavalry put his men in motion a little
before midnight, to reach and surround the pueblo before
dawn of the next day. Guided by Indian police, and fol-
lowing the shortest trails, they went directly to Hotevilla
and had about it a picket-guard before the wondrous
piece of White Cotton Cloth, holding the hearts of all the
people, swung up out of the East.

I found Colonel Scott at an early breakfast in the little
mission house, and reported to him that everything was
right and ready save one. :

“T am directed to read this telegram to Chief Youkeoma
and, should he have brains enough to seize on its provis-
ions, this whole affair will spell failure.”

“Well, can’t you do these things?” he asked in surprise.

“No one of them can be carried out. The placing of
the children in the boarding-school at the Agency is made
contingent on certain equipment being at hand for their
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comfort, and the Office knows perfectly that such equip-
ment is not at hand. I informed the Office to that effect
some time ago, and the Office has not corrected the situa-
tion. Then parents are to be given the privilege of select-
ing the school in which their children shall be placed —
either at the Cafion or one of the local day-schools. The
day schools are aot close enough to permit attendance.
The Indians know it. Should they accept the day-school
proposition, it would require a troop of cavalry to get ﬁr.n
pupils in each morning. Moreover, this érow.m attitude 1s
equivalent to indulging a group of contentious savages
in the belief that they are to be consulted, and that they
shall have the privilege of decision.”

“What do you propose to do about it?” he mmw&.

“Why, sir, since it would appear that ﬁmmrusmnns.r»m
none, I would supply a bit of intelligence and read it into
these orders. And there would be a result.”

“ Are my orders the same as yours?”

“Exactly the same — they are in duplicate.”

“Well, I am a soldier, and I do not break orders.”

This came in a tone of utter finality, and I could see
that it would be useless to advance argument.

“Very good, sir. Then I suppose you will withdraw
your men. This thing will go by default.”

But the Colonel had studied old Youkeoma for ten
days, and actually he disliked as much as I did the accept-
ing of stupid instructions issued by a Department that
has a long record in buck-passing. And he felt that our
dilemma might be solved by permitting the obdurate
Indian to hang himself on the horns of it.

«Let us have in Youkeoma,” he said; “and you propose
to read the telegram to him, stating plainly that these are
orders from Washington. If he does not at once accept
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the conditions, will you be prepared to collect the children
promptly, with a squad of soldiers and your police?”

“I do not think I shall need the police, and I do not
want the soldiers in the village. If you will keep the
picket-guard as it is, and have a squad ready in case of
trouble, I will go into the houses with two employees who
know the people. I will bring out the children for medi.
cal examination. But I certainly do not propose to enter
into debate with each savage as to schools, bedding, and
commissary matters.”

“Will you wish to make prisoners?’

“Not unless there is positive resistance. That has
been done before, and I cannot see that any good result-
ed. It simply indulged the ringleaders in their idea of
persecution.” _

“Very good. Have the old chap in.”

Youkeoma came wrathfully into the council-room. His
anger was like that of a trapped animal; his eyes gleamed
with hatred, and he fairly quivered with rage. All morn-
ing he had fumed, realizing that he had wasted ten days
of perfectly good oratory and traditions. He squatted
on the floor. A

“This is your Agent,” said Colonel Scott. “He wants
to shake hands with you.”

I held out my hand to him.

Youkeoma looked me over carefully, and drew his blan-
ket around his shoulders as if he had been insulted.

“I am done with white men,” he said. “I will not shake
hands with you or any other white man.”

“Here is a telegram from Washington. It must be
read to you.”

The interpreter explained.

“I do not care to hear anything from Washington.”

e
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“But I must read it to you.” And I straightway began.
The interpreter translated the first sentence, the second
— when the old fellow stood up. He waved his arm toward
the soldiers outside, and cried angrily: —

“You have your men here; why not go ahead and do
what you want? You can cut off my head. Why don’t
you do it? I will have nothing more to say to %os. I
am through with white people.”

He stalked from the council-room, the maddest man in
Arizona; and that was the last of him for many months.

“Now, Colonel, if you please, I will search the pueblo.
Will you lend me your flashlight?”

“What do you want with that? It’s broad day.”

“I shall have to crawl into every corn-crib and cellar
in the place, and none of them have windows.”

He directed that soldiers accompany me through
the village, but at the first house I asked them not
to come inside. They remained in the street. This
was followed throughout the search. The two employees
who had some knowledge of this population entered
with me.

“There should be three children in this house,” one
would say.

There were never any children in sight. The long, nar-
row, principal room would seem to have no doors leading
from it. Racks of corn, carefully piled, and blankets and
folded skins lined the walls. The employees, having
assisted in such matters before, began lifting down these
blankets and piled furnishings, to reveal usually a small
door, and beyond this door would loom the blackness of
a corn-cellar. The flashlight showed more corn racked up,
melons in piles, and filled sacks; but no children. I would
scramble through the little trap to make a closer investi-
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gation, recalling how Judge Hooker had walled up his
brood, years before, when the Hopi of the First Mesa
protested against education.

In the first of these places there was no room for hid-
ing between the sacks, and when I moved against them
I could feel the corn they held. I prepared to leave the
place, and was at the opening, when I heard a sigh, as if
someone had long held his breath and could hold it no
longer. Back I went. No one among the melons, nor be-
hind the racked corn. I began moving the sacks. Three
were filled with corn on the cob; the fourth — my hand
grasped the top of a Hopi head. It was like the jars. of
wine and the hidden thieves.

From the sacks we delivered the three children of that
household.

When they appeared in the main room, laughing, the
father caught them in his arms; and when they were
taken from him, the mother proceeded to play the same
trick. It was easy to break his hold on them, but not so
easy to handle a woman without giving grounds for com-
plaint as to rough usage — a charge the Hopi like to make.
But those three children went into the street, notwith-
standing all this hokum, and other employees took them
before the physicians. There were three doctors present,
the Army surgeon and two physicians of the Indian Ser-
vice. Each child received a thorough examination, and
only those fit and above the age of ten years were taken
from the village.

I do not know how many houses there are in Hotevilla,
but I crawled into every filthy nook and hole of the place,
most of them blind traps, half-underground. And I dis-
covered Hopi children in all sorts of hiding-places, and
through their fright found them in various conditions of
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cleanliness. It was not an agreeable job; not the sort of
work that a sentimentalist would care for.

In but one instance was real trouble threatened. On
coming from one cellar, I found the head of the house
sitting in the centre of his castle with an axe at his feet.
He protested against the removal of the children, and
grasped the axe as if to use it. The men with me promptly
removed the implement, and threw him into a corner.

By midday the wagons had trundled away from Hote-
villa with fifty-one girls and eighteen boys. Our survey of
the place in July had warranted an estimate of one hun-
dred and fifty pupils, but in the five months that had
elapsed an epidemic of measles and its terrible aftermath
of bronchial pneumonia had swept the town.

“Where are the others?” the interpreter asked of a
villager.

“Dead,” he replied, solemnly.

So much for expediency and Departmental delay.

Of those taken, nearly all had trachoma. It was winter,
and not one of those children had clothing above rags;
some were nude. During the journey of forty-five miles
to the Agency many ragged garments went to pieces;
the blankets provided became very necessary as wrap-
pings before the children reached their destination. It
was too late to attempt the whole distance that afternoon,
so the outfit went into camp at the Oraibi day-school,
where a generous meal was provided, and the next day
their travel was completed.

Across the great Oraibi Valley was the pueblo of Chim-
opovi, perched on the highest of the mesa cliffs. And this
place had a suburb, dominated by one Sackaletztewa, a
direct descendant of the gentleman who had founded the
original Hopi settlement after their emerging from the
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Underworld. Sackaletztewa was as orthodox as old You-
keoma, and it was his following that had given battle to
a former Agent and his Navajo police. I proposed to
Colonel Scott.that Chimopovi should be visited.

“Take the troop to-morrow morning, and finish it up
yourself.”

So next day the same scene was enacted. It was a short
job, only three children being found; but here occurred
something like resistance. All the protestants congregated
in the house of Sackaletztewa. When I entered, a man
opened a little cupboard of the wall and produced a packet
ot papers. They were offered to me as documents of
great value. And they were strange documents — letters
from people of the country who had read in newspapers
of Youkeoma’s visit to Washington, and his defiance of
the Government. I suppose such persons have nothing
better to do, and write letters of sympathy to the members
of every Indian delegation that parades itself eastward in
feathers and war-paint to present a fancied grievance. I
recall the words of one of these papers, from some weak-
minded woman: —

Chief Youkeoma: you are a noble man. Do not let the Gov-
ernment have your children. Their schools are not the place
for your Indian lads who know only the hunt and the open
spaces. Resist to the last gasp. Die rather than submit.

Very like, she is now writing scenarios. Of course this
correspondent had read Fenimore Cooper, and was filled

to the neck with the storybook idea of Indians — lithe, -

clean, untouched by disease, and painted by romance.
The Southwest has no such Indians; and Indians, whether
lithe or not, are seldom clean and never romantic. She
knew nothing of filth and trachoma and child-prostitution,
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while the Hopi had brought such things to a fine degree of
perfection. And she lived in Indiana.

Now there is a wide difference between demanding the
rights of Indians, rights that should be sacred under
agreements, — and perhaps foreign treaties, such as those
of the Pueblo Indians of New Mexico, — and inciting them
to warfare and rebellion when teachers and physicians
are striving to recover them from ignorance and disease.
There is a vast difference between the argument that a title
confirmed by three sovereign Governments be not at-
tacked for the sake of political loot — as in the case of the
Pueblo Indians of New Mexico — and denouncing the
educational system of the United States and advising a
group of benighted savages to kill in a distant and lonely
desert. That writer from Indiana should have been a
field matron for a little!

I have no sympathy with this type of sentimentalist.
I deported some of them from the Hopi desert country
when they appeared with their box of theoretical tricks.

I handed back the documents, and asked where the
children were. Accompanied by my Tewa policeman, I
entered a small room off the main house and found these
three mentioned surrounded by relatives. The room filled
up to its capacity and a harangue began. At Hotevilla
we had not listened to argument, but here I thought it

_best to placate them, to explain things, rather more in

line with the moral-suasion programme outlined from
Washington. All talk led to one definite answer, grow-
ing sullenly louder and louder: “You cannot take the
children.”

We had to make an end. When I proceeded to lift one
from the floor, in a twinkle two lusty Indians were at my

©
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throat. The Tewa (Indian police) came to my assistance,
his face expanding in a cheerful grin as he recognized the
opportunity of battle, and three or four others draped
themselves around his form. The sound of the struggle
did not at once get outside. The Tewa began to thresh out
with his arms and let his voice be heard. An employee
peered inside and set up a shout. Then in plunged several
very earnest fellows in uniform, and out went the protes-
tants, scrambling, dragging, and hitting the door jambs.
The Tewa followed to see that these things were properly
managed, he being the local and ranking officer in such

affairs. I remained behind to counsel against this attitude,

but did not remain long enough, for on going outside the
house I spoiled a little comedy.

Sackaletztewa, the head man, a sinewy fellow of about
fifty years, when unceremoniously booted forth, had chal-
lenged the Tewa policeman to mortal combat. He de-
claimed that no Indian policeman could whip him. The
soldiers had greeted this as the first worthy incident of a
very dull campaign.

“You have on a Washington uniform and wear guns,”
said Sackaletztewa, “But without them you are not a
match for me. If you did not have those things, I would
show you how a real Hopi fights.”

Now this Tewa always rejoiced in a chance for battle.
The fact that no one at Hotevilla had been arrested had
filled him with gloom. Unbuckling his belt and guns, he
handed them to the nearest trooper; then he promptly
shucked himself out of his uniform. Twenty or thirty of
the soldiers made a ring, their rifles extended from hand
to hand, and into this arena Nelson was conducting
Sackaletztewa for the beating of his life. It was a pity to
issue an injunction. If I had remained only five minutes
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longer in the house, those patient soldiers would have had
something for their pains, and the grudge of the Indian
police, who had suffered in esteem at Chimopovi five
years earlier, would have been wiped from the slate.

Sackaletztewa was a good man physically; he had cour-
age; but he was a Hopi, and knew nothing of striking blows
with his fists. He would have relied on the ancient grap-
ple method of combat, and the proficient art of scalp-
tearing. Perhaps he would have tried to jerk Nelson’s ears
off by dragging at his turquoise earrings. He would have
scratched and gouged, and, if fortunate enough to get a
twist in the neckerchief, would have choked his man to
a finish. All this is permitted by the desert Indian rules
of the game. But unless Nelson had been tied to a post,
he would have accomplished none of these things; for the
first rush would have carried him against a terrific right
smash, accompanied by a wicked left hook. Behind these
two taps would have lunged one hundred and sixty
pounds of pure muscle. And a very bewildered Hopi
would have spent the remainder of the day holding a
damaged head, and wondering how he would manage a
flint-corn diet without his teeth.

That night, blaming myself for the necessary interfer-
ence, I joined Colonel Scott at the Agency.

Now you will please not strive to conjure up a harrow-
ing scene of terrified children, removed from their par-
ents, lonely and unconsoled. They were not babies.
They were nude, and hungry, and covered with vermin,
and most of them afflicted with trachoma, a very un-
pleasant and messy disease. Some of them had attended
this Cafion school in the past, that time before their par-
ents’ last defiance, and they knew what was in store for
them — baths, good food, warm clothing, clean beds and
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Indian school. They had no wish to visit Hotevilla, and
very frankly told me so. To illustrate their standpoint,
Youkeoma’s granddaughter, an orphan, was not of age
so to elect. She feared that I would consult the old man
about the matter, and she knew that he would insist upon
her return to the pueblo life. So she secreted herself in
one of the wagons that would carry the older pupils to the
railroad, and went away without my knowledge.

I had advised against the immediate recall of the troop
of soldiers, and had expected that a sergeant’s squad
would remain for some months to return runaways and
to preserve discipline among those who might risk the
power of my army of three policemen. It was not
improbable that a band of Hotevillans would come to the
Cafion to demand their children, once the soldiers were
withdrawn. They had staged this play before, and in 1913
certain Navajo did not hesitate to make off with pupils.
But trouble on the Border called. It was then I sought
the Colonel’s counsel. For a time he evaded a direct
statement of his views, but I was insistent, and he said: —

“I would never permit an Indian to remove his child
from the school against my orders to the contrary. They
would find me sitting on the dormitory steps. Other
methods of prevention you must devise for yourself.”

He concluded with the words I have quoted before:
“Young man! you have an empire to control. Either rule
it, or pack your trunk.”

Very early the next morning the troop departed. There
was a light fall of snow, to be followed by more and more,
until the stark Cafion cliffs were frozen and white in the
drifts. The little campaign in the hills had closed just in
time.

Twice thereafter Colonel Scott, accompanied by the
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nm<mr..va came to the Desert; once to pacify the truculent
Navajo at Beautiful Mountain, after they had threatened
the m.m: Juan Agency at Shiprock, New Mexico. and once
to quiet ﬁ.ro Ute on our northern borders. But m#@ Moqui
Reservation was left entirely to my ruling. The De %2

ment read the ﬂo_o:n_ ’s report through a reducing %mmm-
and gave me eight policemen instead of the twenty vm
mmSm.&. With these and a few determined employees I
contrived to have peace and order within the Hopi-
Z.m<m.6 country — not always easily or pleasantly, but
without m.oﬁcm_ war. And I did not pack the Eoﬁf&&
trunk until the latter part of 1919, eight years later, when

m .
WMnMMM SSWmormwmoOmnro .HucoEo Indians of New

XV
AN ECHO OF THE DAWN-MEN
“According to the law of the Medes and Persians.” — Daniel, vi, 12

TuE sending of a small army to one’s home, and the
imposing of rigid Governmental regulations, would seem
to be sufficient to give any rebel pause. But not so You-
keoma. He stood faithfully by the traditions; and unfor-
tunately for him, the traditions obstructed or became

-entangled with everything that a white official proposed

for the best interests of his community. No doubt the old
man had been amazed, and I think somewhat disap-
pointed, when he was not sent away as a prisoner. He
could have made capital of another entry in an already
lengthy record as a political martyr. But he did not pro-
pose to soften in consideration of this amnesty. He very
likely thought it an exhibition of the white man’s weak-
ness, and gave his ancient oractes the credit.

Nothing was heard of him until the next early summer,
when came time for the dipping of sheep on the range. The
Hotevilla flocks were the poorest of all the Hopi stock,

. which is saying a good deal, since the Hopi is a disgraceful

shepherd at any pueblo. But whatever their condition,
the head man of Hotevilla did not intend to recognize the
sanitary live-stock regulations issued by the peculiar
Bohannas. They paid no attention to the Indian crier
who announced the order, and they did not move their
sheep toward the vats. It was necessary to send police,

hire herders, drive the animals to the dip about twenty-
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five miles from ﬁrmwn.izmmav and return them to the sullen
o%,MsW.w. Naturally, in such a2 movement, there are losses.
Te M ﬂo%m» came to &o >mmm30 at the head of a delega-
‘ m e protest against this action and to present claims
or damages. He came modestly clad in one garment
union suit, and without other indication of his rank o
During the hearing a few of the Hotevilla nrz.&d
came In to greet their relatives. It was a satisfied :QM
WMMMWon nWamM_ mma well-fed youngsters, having no resem-
Dlance ww Mvwo. thy, trachomatous urchins we had gathered
Your people’s children are happy here,” said a clerk
%.oc_nmon.wm looked at the girls in their b.mmr frocks, a m
:mucnom their well-dressed hair, which had not been ede
with a Hopi broom. weeded
. They should be dirty like the sheep,” he answered
as dirty as I'am. That is the old Hopi m\m%.: e
His o._m:sm. for damage were disallowed, and for much
angry disputing he spent a few days in nrowmz. then, ver
much to my surprise, he promised that ro,SoEm 4
oommm& .Mwmumgson to future Governmental orders "
. will attend to my affairs hereafter,” .
Tm,Ow myself, I do not promise to obey gmmrmwmﬁwm _.Mwmﬁ
the people may choose for themselves which way to ‘
SH.%HT.EQ or ﬂ:w Washington.” yeeeT
1s was all that was asked of him, a
A year @mmm.& without incident. <¢w%smﬁww Mﬂwmﬂﬂm.
not H.oﬂ.sg& in vacation time, the parents Em% H.mmzmw
omn.%umpsnm. They very truthfully admitted that, were
their requests granted, they had no intention of uQ.E:
ting the children to return, so it seemed best to amsv the .
And now m.ga other children of the village were mvwoémﬂr
up. At the time of the first gathering, only those .mvo<m

<
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t
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ten years of age were taken; and given a few years among
the Hopi, without epidemic, children spring up and ex-
pand like weeds. A census was taken, not without acrid
dispute and a few blows, which showed that the pueblo
held about one hundred children of age to attend primary

grades. So I proposed to build a complete school-plant

- close to their homes. This was another terrible blow to
~* the traditions.

When selecting a site, great care was taken not to appro-

- priate tillable land or to invade fields. The school stands
" on a rock-ledge. For a water-supply 1t was necessary to

develop an old spring, one that the Hopi had long since

" abandoned and lost. It is the only Hopi school on the

top of a mesa, and the children do not have to use

* - dangerous trails.

The villagers watched us very suspiciously as we sur-
veyed the lines for seven buildings, and they respected the

" flags marking the sitelimits. But when materials and

workmen arrived, and the buildings began to go up, they

uttered a violent protest.
“We do not wish to see a white man’s roof from our

pueblo!”

They declared that all such buildings would be burned.
Guards were necessary whenever the workmen left the
camp. The school was built, however, and the smaller
children rounded up and into it. Two dozen men managed

what had required a troop of cavalry; but do not think -

that we approached itin a spirit of indifference. The town
held about one hundred husky men, and one never knew
what might happen. Once again T had to crawl through
the corn-cellars of the place.

The old Chief was not to the front, and his body-guard
of elders was conspicuous by its absence. Great credit
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was given them for keeping their word. I flattered my-
self that the contentious Hopi spirit and the backbone of
rebellion had cracked together. But he was simply waiting
for a more propitious date, in strict accord with prophecy,
perhaps. The fire in the kiva had not burned with a flame
of promise; the cornmeal had not fallen in a certain sign;
the auguries were not auspicious. A little later and these
things must have strengthened him, for one night he ap-
peared at the door of the field matron’s quarters, accom-
panied. by his cohort, the whole band evidencing an angry
mood.

“It is time,” he said, wrathfully. “You have been here
long enough. We will not drive you away to-night, but in
the morning do not let us find you here. There will be
trouble, and we may have to cut off your head.”

The field matron was alarmed, but she did not leave as
directed. She waited until they had gone away, and then
slipped across the half-cleared desert space to the school
principal’s home. He promptly saddled a horse and came
into the Agency that night. There were no telephones
across the Desert then. Next day he returned with definite
Instructions.

It is not wise to permit Indians of an isolated place to
indulge themselves in temper of this kind. One bluff suc-
ceeds another, until finally a mistake in handling causes a
flare-up that is not easy to control, and one is not thanked
in Washington for fiascos. I have pointed out how quickly
Washington moves itself to aid when there is revolt.

A capable field-matron or field-nurse is a good angel
among such people. She supplements daily the work of
the visiting physician, dispensing simple remedies accord-
ing to his direction; she is foster-mother to the little chil-
dren of the camps and to the girls who return from the
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schools. All social ills have her mnnmn.mo:. She BE:SM:M
a bathhouse and laundry for ﬁro. village Hu.aoEo.%msr 2
sewing-room for the women. Ms times of o@amﬂ:nv ﬁv anz
field matrons perform extraordinary _wvoa. and ﬁw%ﬂ osn
like soldiers when facing contagious disease. Wit H/M.mm
other, Miss Mary Y. Rodger at the .m,:.mn zg.mu . _Q.
Abbott of Hotevilla ranked as the best in the Service; an

" having ordered her to remain on that station, I determined

that she should live at the pueblo of Hotevilla in peace,

if every one of the ten-thousand sacred traditions reaching

straight back to the Underworld went W_W the board.
1 rabbit.
It is necessary first to owmnr your

Whenever wanted and diligently sought for, Mwo&ﬂﬂww
was somewhere else, and an unknown moamirmqw While
it was said that he and the other old men mwms.nwﬁ oﬁ. cms
in the kivas, I had failed to find 998.903. Like M m. nm NM
ote that scents gun-oil, he smelt vcmSoMm from afar;

is time 1 i I wanted him.
this time it was vszoww&wm&. : )

Summoning the Indian police, I B.mwﬂnnv@m .%nB&WNMMﬁ

ite i Navajo dance in a
two white officers to attend a stant
fi i the Agency. Hotevilla
cafion, forty miles east of as
&aonnm% west from the Agency u..sa mvoc.n 9% meM M_Hm
. tance removed. Having placed ﬂmrﬁ% miles a%mm moHSM
police and the scene of action, H. informed my o _uoo. re
that I intended visiting the railroad town on Ocm_wm om.
This would take me eighty miles to the mo%mw. M Mmzmo
i to work at differen
the white men were sent : di
points. No one suspected a Hotevilla mission. We went
our several ways. .

But I did not go to the railroad town. A Bommm%mmm.u
sent from the Desert, recalled the two officers Mb MSo
Indian police from the Navajo msntwEm:m Ms R m%m:m
roundabout the trails, they joined me at the Indian s
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Mwmm“m-woﬁ %b .»rvo south line of the Reserve After dark
1€ second night we hiked across th .
avoiding all Indian camps g d e orm Desert
Second o mian ca PS and settlements, to reach the
midnight. There we hal
ted
.om oom.mmu and rested an hour or two, Then on mmmmmmu. M‘% o
:_Hm the mono:ﬂ .gomm in the wee sma’ hours we m«oEmmma.
WmmaEEm Oraibi, that always suspicious mcozo The
¥ :W%Ba: were collected from their different mnmno.:m I
! Mmm woww:vmmowo the stars had begun to pale, we m:.wgm
otevilla and, with i 1 ’
ol noib.u out disturbing a soul, strung out
m%MMM_M mwm mm.mn streak of red in the east, the Hopi became
/ Strangers were present., A
. A perfect bedla
Wma.m arose. H.ﬂ seemed that thousands of dogs omSmHWMM
7nw €rous action, and made the morning ring with the;
c m%ms»qmmw. But no man got out of the place -
@Q.SM : om%% our m:wwm.% friend Youkeoma and his sup
. €y were taken to the school and j i ;
those who had threaten ind oped as
ed the matron. And i
. on
M.rn swmosm started for the Agency mzm&rocmMn m%ﬂ_m:
M.gm riend Youkeoma joined our Cafion noEH.sc:.? .
wrmw%:%w%a for I %M no idea of releasing him while mw
€ post. This occurred in th
and he remained at the A I the autame of 1o?
. -1€ Agency until the autumn of
- HMW did not complain. In fact he seemed quite oosﬁo%nww.
vomzmﬂmmwﬂo&. N.Ho Wwas not imprisoned in the sense of
€d-up, but was given the work of
the other prisoners. This Fended hiy doonio”
. § 1n no way offended his djon;
The more able of th . > ol e,
. .. the men were required to work at od
.MMNM . oﬂwmm HMGWQMWHMPQ weeds, the herding of sheep, ﬂrm
all fie i 1
e S, and an occasional bit of road-

Lif i i
€ as prisoners was not very irksome for these old

e N

:
i
b
i
i
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men. The guardhouse was very like their home kiva.
Instead of cold stone benches, they slept on good beds;
for rabbit-skin quilts and sheepskins, they had good blan-
kets; and in place of a central smoky fire there was an
excellent egg-shaped stove. Aside from being clean, with
walls freshly painted and floors scrubbed, it was very like
their kiva indeed. No one disturbed them in it. I fancy
their discussions were the same, and the ceremonies con-
ducted according to the calendar. Certainly they occupied
themselves in weaving belts and other talismanic articles.
And as prisoners they developed fully some very pecu-
liar tastes. Required to bathe regularly, they came to
like soap and water very much. I recall the first time
Youkeoma found himself under a shower. He had soap
and towels, things considered entirely unessential at home,
and he looked for a tub and water. Suddenly the ceiling
opened and the water came down from Lodore. He was
scared speechless at first, and then began chattering as if

this were some rare form of white man’s magic. And he

liked it!
They received new clothing, sufficient for the different

seasons, but they would refuse to don these garments until
ordered to do so by Moungwi. A clerk would make the
issue from commissary, and would succeed in getting them
to pack the articles to the guardhouse. Next morning
they would appear in their old rags. When a solemn Gov-
ernmental pronunciamento was hurled at them, some-
thing smacking of excommunication, the traditions were
satisfied, and forthwith they would array themselves.
They very diligently prepared and sowed certain fields
— small patches of corn, beans, and melons, such as they
used at home. They weeded and cultivated and watched
" the plants, until told that the harvest would be theirs to
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MMGWWHAEM the mc»m&rocmm ration of staples. They refused
. at once. It was against the traditi
on . tions. Th
NMMQ AMNMM%EEWQ %wma a crop, to accept it as a naémww
ington. eir i
i work must be wholly in the
“So be it,” I said, washi |
: , washing my hands of them; and
. th
Mmscnﬁw& working those fields faithfully, once m?o% WBMW
mOn ot vﬁm Sos_ﬂ possess the fruits thereof.
ne by one, the men were released fi .
) ! or good cond
MMW_OMM% Mozwmwogm H.moBmEom. I told EM plainly Munmnm
not return to foment trouble until I w i
. : as rel
MM omﬂwnwo:@i Omﬁmz in the long, drowsy, summer M.M.MMW
would talk with him. He would sit )
uld t him. on m -
moob. hugging his knees in his skinny arms, and mHM poren
by his observations. u e
%OGMMM MMN %ro would m_mva .m.H am doing this as much for
own people. Suppose I should
your orders — suppose I should willi e the wars
ly accept th
of the Bohannas. Immedi “the G nake would
. lately the Great Snak
turn over, and the Sea would rush i o ai
ush in, and we would all
be mwoésmm. You too. I am ﬁrmwmmoauvnogo&sm .vs:.:m
. e stated mcmr things as an infallible prophet. There
as no malice in the old chap, and I did not bear hi
any Mm_.cmma ﬁg his pertinent reflections "
es; I shall go home sometime H.
: . I am not unha
WMMMS MUMMH mBmm: %mrﬁm? little use, and my chief SE.W@W
es. But I shall go back sometime. Washi
may send another Agent to re o may reaan
place you, or you ma
to your own people, as all men d Q  be dis.
missed by the Government. Th  hings have Eapees
: . hings have h
before. White men co o Desere. and whiry onee
. n come to the Desert, and whi
leave the Desert; b i e up from the
; but the Hopi, who came up fr
. om th
Underworld, remain. You have been here a Hosw QBMH:OM
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_ seven winters — much longer than the others. And,

too — you may die.”

He had many probable strings to his bow of the future.
I had to admit the soundness of his remarks, but I did not
relish his last sentence. There was a little too much”of

“hope in it.

And it came to pass that I was sent to another post.
My last official act as a Moungwi was the dismissing of
Youkeoma. Our differences would not affect the success
of a newcomer. We shook hands this time, pleasantly,
and he smiled. I asked him for no promises, and preached
him no sermon. He departed down the Cafion afoot, for
his hike of forty-odd miles. Quite likely he would stop
that night with his married daughter at the settlement of
the Five Houses, a Christian family, and the next night
with Sackaletztewa on the Chimopovi cliffs. He was too
old to make the journey in true Hopi fashion, jogging
tirelessly. I venture that he did not visit his hereditary
rivai, Tewaquaptewa, at the original stronghold of his
people — Oraibi had slipped too far from the traditions.
But I would like to have witnessed his entry into Hote-
villa in the sunset, a tired old man, but steadfast in spirit
and unconquered, and to have heard the talk at that first
all-night conference of the ancients in the kiva.

In 1921 I visited the Agencys; and lo! he was in the
guardhouse again. He was squatted on the floor, sifting

a pan of flour for the prison-mess, his old trade. He looked

up, to recognize me with a whimsical, not unwelcoming

smile.

“Hello!” he said, “You back?”

When I saw him last, he was talking to Major-General
Hugh L. Scott, who had spent ten days listening to him

ten years before. Youkeoma was again reciting the legend
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of the Hopi people. Many things had happened in those
wild and unreasonable ten years. The world had suffered
discord and upheaval; merciless war had lived abroad
and bitter pestilence at home. Nations had quite lost
identity, and individuals had become as chaff blown to
bits in the terrible winds. Scott had heard the great guns
roar out across Flanders. Nearly everything had changed
except the Desert — and Youkeoma.

He was the same unwavering fanatic, “something nearly
complete,” a gnome-like creature that would have better
fitted dim times in the cavern cities of the Utah border,
where his cliff-dwelling forbears built and defended Beta-
takin, and Scaffold House, and the Swallow’s Nest. In
those wild days of the Dawn he would have been an evil
power; but now he was simply a belated prophet without
honor in his own country, one who had set his face against
progress, and whose medicine had failed. Quite lonely too,
for most of his followers had drifted from him.

But miserable and impotent as he seemed, and perverted
as he proved, we somehow admire steadfastness of pur-
pose and the driving will that does not flinch under
adversity. This Youkeoma of Hotevilla was not malicious.
He was simply a deluded old savage, possessed by the
witches and katchinas of his clan, living in a lost world of
fable. A Ghost-and-Bird chief. The last of the Hopi
caciques. A faint echo of the Desert Dawn-Men.

e e R
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XVI
FIDDLES AND DRUMS
For you and I are past our dancing days. — Romeo and Fuliet.

Havine had charge of the Hopi for a longer period than
any other official of the United States Oo<03503.m
eight years and two months, to be exact,— 1 %mzﬁm:.m t
picture them and their empire. To rE\o. SQWQ a
counseled with them, to have wrangled with them, to
have traveled long distances in all sorts of weather rmnmzmm
of their childish factional quarrels; to :m<.o arrested ms.m
judged and disciplined them; even married Mrmguﬁm HW
that may be separately classed, —to have cared for !

in severe illnesses and advised in times of stress; to ﬁ:mn
ransomed them from enemies; to have espoused their
uninteresting cause in the face o.m Umﬁm_.n?w:ﬂm_ owvoﬂm
tion; and when their meagre v:m._bomm of living Mmm ove
to have buried them — well, this ought to embrace an

vision. .
w:%m%ﬂ hesitate. Reflection cautions me ﬁrmnm ﬁwa HMHMJM
be presumption; for, after all, what do I know of the Hop
SR .

?WMMM.@ those eight long years I met on the H.mmﬂ.émﬁow
thousands of visitors—students “HE@ Q@H mentors; @m:w -
ers and etchers and sculptors of distinction, and ﬁ.ro,ﬁ.w iﬁvo
thought they were; vaSmam.@rQ..m and _msznﬁ_mnm,mwosm
nologists, philologists, and mon_owom_wnm.w vw:%. 00 men from
Eastern department-stores and ww:qszm taking an ou :mm
journalists and authors and publishers; geologists and
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