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			The Rainbow Rams, on Lava Peak.

			Painted by Carl Rungius, after sketch and photograph by John M. Phillips.
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			Message from the Publisher

			.

			The Boone and Crockett Club was founded by Theodore Roosevelt and George Bird Grinnell in 1887. Two years earlier, Grinnell, then editor of Forest and Stream, wrote a critical review of Roosevelt’s book, Hunting Trips of a Ranchman. Roosevelt paid him a visit to discuss the matter. During that meeting Grinnell presented a strong case about his concerns on the future of hunting and conservation. TR was in agreement, and thus began a lifelong friendship that lead to the founding of the Boone and Crockett Club, the first private hunting and conservation organization in North America. The two also went on to collaborate on numerous books about hunting, conservation, exploration, and adventure. Since its early days, B&C has had a strong tie with publishing and furthering hunting and conservation.

			In 2012, we launched our B&C Classics series of hunting and adventure books, including works from TR and Grinnell, as well as William T. Hornaday, Charles Sheldon, Frederick C. Selous and other adventurers from the late 1800s through the early 1900s. Each title in the B&C Classics series is selected by a committee of vintage hunting literature experts and is authored by a Boone and Crockett Club member. 

			Unlike other reprints of these hunting and adventure books, the B&C Classics series has been meticulously converted resulting in high-quality, digitally remastered eBooks and paperback editions. Many are complete with vintage photos and drawings not found in other editions. This attention to detail helps transport readers back to a time when hunting trips didn’t happen over a weekend, but were adventures that spanned weeks, months, or even years.

			We hope you enjoy the books we’ve selected for this series. They will give you a strong sense of our hunting heritage and provide hours of entertainment for anyone who loves adventure and the outdoors.

			Julie L. Tripp

			B&C Director of Publications

			Missoula, Montana
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			DANIEL TREMBLY MacDougal, Ph.D., Etc.

			ALL-AROUND BOTANIST, ZOOLOGIST, SPORTSMAN AND GOOD FELLOW, WHO BUILT FOR US A CHAIN OF CAMP-FIRES
FROM TUCSON TO PINACATE,
ON THE GREATEST DESERT TRIP IMAGINABLE,
THIS VOLUME IS DEDICATED

			FOREVER.

			W.T.H.

		

	
		
			PREFACE

			.

			Primarily, the expedition described in the following pages was an exploration of a genuine terra incognita. While it is true that the Pinacate region was known to a few Papago Indians and perhaps half a dozen Mexicans, to the reading and thinking world it was totally unknown; and the more we gathered maps and inquired about it, the less we knew. On all available maps the space around the Pinacate dot was a blank, and usually the dot itself was far out of place. There was not a soul who knew enough about the country to say “lava.”

			Naturally, the animal and plant life of the Pinacate region was as much unknown as its geography; hence our combination of botanist, zoologist, sportsman, and geographer. In any wild country, that is “a good hand to draw to,” and with the three jolly good fellows whose company I shared, I could enjoy exploring any country this side of the Styx. Indeed, I would take my chances with them beyond it.

			Ever since it was my good fortune to see the Rocky Mountain big-horn at its culminating point in British Columbia, I had been keenly desirous of studying that species at the point where its progress southward is stopped by fierce heat, and scanty food and water. It seemed to me that in the Pinacate region we might in all probability find one of the jumping-off places of the genus Ovis in North America; which we did.

			Much depends upon the point of view. No man should make the mistake of exploring a desert in hot weather. It is equalled in folly only by the exploration of the polar regions in winter. A hard season always begets unreasonable prejudices in the mind of the observer. The choice of companions also has very much to do with the point of view. Don't visit any desert under the handicap of Indian “guides.” They are enough to depress the spirits of a barometer; and some of them will even abandon you in the wilds! Go with from one to six good white men, with red blood in their veins, or postpone the event.

			Of the books that I had read previous to my desert experience, not one gave me a clear-cut and adequate impression of southern Arizona. Of the northwestern corner of Mexico, practically nothing had been written. I based my expectations upon existing records—and never was more surprised in a country. This book represents an effort to show the Reader a strange, weird, and also beautiful country as it looked to me.

			I did not sample the terrors of the deserts. The seamy sides of lands and peoples do not attract me. I have little patience with travellers who are eternally getting into scrapes, and having heart-rending “sufferings” and “adventures.” In all save the wildest of the wild regions of earth, such doings indicate bad judgment and a lack of the Savvey of the Trail which every explorer and sportsman should possess. It is possible for men to have terrible “experiences” anywhere. Men have been frozen to death in the streets of New York, and very recently others have perished miserably in the New Jersey marshes, within sight of hundreds of electric lights. The deserts have their dangers also—for men who ignorantly and rashly rush into them; but in any country the best travellers are those who know how to do their work and avoid such things.

			In November, southern Arizona is fascinating, no less. The boundless space, the glorious sunshine, the balmy air, the cleanness of the face of Nature, the absence of dust, filth, waste paper, polluted streams, dirty humanity, and many other things that wear on Life in a great city, strongly appeal to me. The countries that will grow corn and wheat and hogs in great abundance per acre are not the only lands worth knowing. Consider Arizona. Certainly it is a Land of Health, and if ever I am called upon to die in the East, I will go there and live.

			The Discerning Reader will not need to be told categorically how greatly I am indebted to my companions, Dr. MacDougal, Mr. Phillips, and Mr. Sykes, for their many and valuable contributions to this volume, especially in photographs and maps. Their best results were generously and unreservedly placed at my disposal, and he who reads will appreciate their value. Mr. Sykes has mapped the Pinacate region absolutely for the first time; and there are at least three men who are ready to vouch for the accuracy of his work.

			We are greatly indebted to the Mexican Government for the authority so graciously and promptly granted to enter Mexico with our outfit, and also to President Roosevelt and our Department of State for kindly and opportunely bespeaking that favour for us.

			W.T.H.

			NEW YORK, June 15, 1908.
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			CHAPTER I

			MOVING PICTURES OF THE IRON TRAIL

			Pinacate, the Mystery—A Desert Experience and an Exploration—Dr. Daniel Trembly MacDougal—Moving Pictures of the South-west—Four State Corners in One Day—The Threshold of the Great Desert Region—New Mexico—Two Oases—El Paso, and the Small Rio Grande—The Dreariest Deserts—Arrival at Tucson.

			To every intelligent human being—so far as heard from—there is something fascinating in the idea of exploring the unknown and mapping the mysterious.

			Dear Reader, would you like a swift flight over a south-western wonderland, that to you and to me will be like a visit to another world? Would you be pleased to go where everything is strange and weird and different? Would you like to go hunting in the most wonderful desert region of all America, visit an odd Mexican oasis, and play pathfinder to grim and blasted Pinacate? Then come with me: for this time the game is worth the candle.

			It is not yet a calendar month since we struck He-la Bend (they spell it G-i-l-a), after a glorious month on the trail and in camp, and climbed aboard the Golden State Limited. We were half dead with strenuous exploring, but serenely happy in the possession of countless treasures stored up for future enjoyment.

			That jaunt was undertaken as a particularly choice desert trip, combined with some actual exploration in a land of absolute mystery, and hunting such as the red gods might permit. For more years than one likes to confess I had longed to become acquainted with the great south-western desert region, and had suffered mortification because so many years had passed over my head without an opportunity to do so. But to him who waits with Determination, all things come to pass.

			On a whizzing cold night in January, 1907, Dr. Daniel Trembly MacDougal said to me:

			“Look here! I wish you to go with me on a fine desert trip, in the near future; and I also wish you to know that there are mighty few men whom I ever invite to go with me into the deserts. When I say that I would really like to have you go with me, I mean it!”

			Recently Dr. MacDougal was the Assistant Director of the New York Botanical Gardens. He is now Director of the Department of Botanical Research of the Carnegie Institution of Washington, with headquarters at the Desert Botanical Laboratory, Tucson, Arizona. He is a botanist of distinction, a desert specialist of the first magnitude, and a jolly good fellow all the time and everywhere. It seemed to me that my Hour had at last arrived. In one fleeting moment a compact was closed and the event fixed. After long and careful deliberation, we decided to go overland from Tucson to Sonoyta, Mexico, and explore the unknown country round about Pinacate Peak.

			Pinacate, the mysterious! On two or three maps it appears as a small blotch in the midst of a great blank. On two of those maps it is far out of its proper place. Admiral Dewey, when a commander, surveyed the Gulf of California, and from the deck of his ship located the peak with very fair accuracy. For two hundred years of historic times the country surrounding Pinacate has been totally unexplored, and wholly unknown save to a few Papago Indians, and possibly one or two local Mexicans who are unknown beyond the Sonoyta Oasis. And yet, curiously enough, Sonoyta has been known and occupied by Mexicans for at least two centuries.

			Why, we asked each other, is the Pinacate region unknown? Why is it that no American traveller, no explorer, geographer, sportsman or naturalist ever has set foot in that area, nor mapped its mysteries? Why is it that no white man outside of Sonoyta knows where the lower half of the Sonoyta River runs? Some one has said that the river runs north of the mountain, and two maps show it that way; but does it? And where does it end? It must be a terribly difficult region to have so long remained unmapped. We reasoned that the absence of water was at the bottom of the well of mystery.

			From January until October Dr. MacDougal's constant efforts at Tucson failed to find even one man who ever had been through the Pinacate region, or who knew how to reach the mountain. The report of the last International Boundary Commission—an admirable series of maps and documents—contains only one three-line reference to Pinacate.

			And so it was that up to November, 1907, the Sphinx of Pinacate had not spoken, and the mystery remained. On November 2—but let us not ignore the ante-chamber to our Wonderland. There are many things of interest this side of Tucson, and a few that we cannot ignore. From Topeka to Tucson (not Tuck'-son, but Too-sohn') the moving pictures are well worth while.

			It is in southwestern Kansas that one sits up straight and begins to take note of the flight of the world. When the Golden State Limited of the luxurious Rock Island route has passed Alma, perceptibly loses its speed, and for five minutes or more runs slowly, you notice that something new is happening. It is the southern watershed of the Kansas River, and in about ten miles it rises nearly 400 feet. The beautiful maples and cottonwoods of the Kansas valley disappear actually before your eyes, and a vast stretch of smooth and almost treeless prairie rises like magic.

			The engine labours, but half speed is the only result. As you crane your neck around the north-eastern corner of the observation car to look ahead, you see black smoke, a black mass of iron and a siding. Presently, like a wounded snake, the train drags its slow length along, and passes a big, rusty, untidy-looking locomotive that stands alone on the side-track, like a solitary buffalo bull with his old coat but half shed. Its iron sides are patched and stained with rust, and it looks as if not having seen the inside of a round-house for a year and a day.

			As the last car clears the end of the switch we notice that a man stands there, and with some haste the switch is thrown. A moment later the towering black mass glides out upon the main track, pauses an instant, then comes rushing after us.

			The old buffalo bull is charging us!

			Puffing and snorting, he rushes up close, thrusts out a tongue of steel, and licks our coupler. A grimy keeper waves an arm. The old bull bellows twice, then, bang!—we are butted straight ahead. Our train starts forward at twice its former speed, regardless of the grade.

			Mile after mile we go, our black helper puffing and swaying until at last we reach the top of the water-shed at Alta Vista. There the old buffalo withdraws his tongue, shuts off his steam, and halts to wave a black smoke-wreath in farewell. It was a long climb, and the roof of Kansas now looks very bald, indeed.

			In one short half day on the Sunset Limited you see Kansas, Oklahoma, Texas and New Mexico, and the flatness of the world at those four corners is really beyond compare. Mile after mile and hour after hour there is naught but treeless prairies, as level as a lake. Any land ten feet high would be a hill of notable proportions. There are no hills; but there are farms by the thousand, each tiny wooden homestead marked by its own indispensable windmill. Once I counted twenty-four windmills in sight simultaneously on the eastern side of the line, each one a monument to agricultural endeavour.

			Although very new, the country looks decidedly prosperous, for the dwellings are painted, and the barns and sheds are—for a new country—luxurious. The young trees, that nearly always furnish a setting for each homestead unit, even now are very much in evidence. At present, to a lover of pastoral scenery, the country looks a trifle monotonous and uneventful, but in the season of green things it must make a really beautiful picture of thrift and prosperity.

			It is good to see people scattering thus over the face of Nature, and by strength and keenness winning for themselves good clean homes and independence, instead of piling up like senseless human sheep of one idea, as do so many millions of people in the congested East. Every effort at making a farm, a ranch and an independent, self-supporting American Home is entitled to the highest respect; and as the train speeds by the checkerboard farms of Oklahoma and adjacent states, we wish the home-makers God-speed with all our hearts.

			But this picture soon dissolves from view, and we enter the great arid region of the South-west. Speaking generally, we may say that the deserts of eastern New Mexico begin a few miles south of the town with the melodious Indian name of Tucumcari. Here ends the farm, and here begins the ranch, the naked and rocky buttes, and the gray and melancholy wastes of low mesquite and greasewood brush. Here begins the always-green yucca, or “soap-weed” (Yucca radiosa), which looks like an understudy of the well-known but more robust Spanish bayonet. It stays with us more or less continuously to the eastern line of Arizona, where it ceases to be a notable feature of the desert vegetation. It reaches its zenith just north of El Paso, where over hundreds of acres it grows so thickly and luxuriantly that it has the appearance of being cultivated. What a pity 'tis that this thrifty plant is of no important use to man!

			For some distance down from Tucumcari, the agricultural energy of the north has overflowed on the deserts of New Mexico; and on many odd bits of debatable ground, beside hopelessly inadequate water-holes, plucky men and lonesome women are striving to create homes and land values, and rear stock. Here you see the first signs of the great struggle between Man and Desert which is going on over a wide empire of territory stretching fifteen hundred miles from western Texas to the Pacific Ocean. This is now our Irrepressible Conflict; and its features and phases are of very great interest and importance to this nation.

			Not far below Tucumcari you see the first adobe houses, quickly picked out by their flat tops, their walls of brown earth, their tiny windows and meagre dimensions. To this day I am wondering how on earth those practically level earth roofs ever shed rain. We can understand their small windows, because in this midsummer glare of 130 degrees Fahrenheit, the darkness of those earthen boxes is much cooler, or, I should say, a little less fiercely hot—than would be a well-lighted room.

			Three-quarters of the way down the eastern desert of New Mexico we come to a practical demonstration of what water can do for aridity. At Tularosa there appears, a mile away to the eastward, and seemingly at the foot of the Sierra Blanca, a mass of green jungle stretching away north and south. There are at least half a dozen shades of green in that lovely bank of foliage, and in front of it lie level meadows of alfalfa as green as the finest malachite. This means irrigation.

			By way of contrast, the brushy desert on the other side of the railway stretches away twelve miles to the west, dull and hopeless, until it meets the waves of a billowy desert called the White Sands, that seem to wash the eastern base of the San Andreas Mountains. That desert of glistening white gypsum sand-dunes is a surprising feature. With our glasses we try hard to get the details of its waves, and the bits of plant life that seem to float upon it like so much wreckage on a heaving sea. The glistening strip of sand—about eight miles wide—seems brilliantly white in contrast with the dark gray desert in front and the gloomy mountains beyond. They say that under the action of the prevailing westerly winds it is slowly moving eastward.

			But the Tularosa Oasis is only a curtain-raiser to what lies thirteen miles beyond. At the western foot of the really imposing Sacramento Mountains lies Alamogordo, and there the train halts with a thrill of pride that vibrates clear through it from cow-catcher to rear platform.

			“Trees! Trees! Look at the Trees!

			“And water! Running water!

			“Is that an orchard?”

			“By all the powers, it is a public Park!”

			“Then where is the Zoo?”

			“Right over yonder. Get onto that live bear!”

			It was all true, as set forth in the exclamations of the alighting passengers. There was really a public park of unknown acres of cottonwood trees set in rows, with running water close beside them laving their greedy roots. Between the tree-rows grass grew. Yes, there really was a live zoological black bear, in a very good wire cage, on public exhibition; and we respectfully remind the world that a zoological park is the high-water mark of civilization.

			Alamogordo is truly an oasis of the first water. The enacting clause of this pretty place comes from the Sacramento Mountains, on the top of which is the summer sanitarium and refuge of El Paso at Cloudcroft, twenty-six miles up by rail. In this oasis are grown fruits, alfalfa, shade trees and vegetables galore.

			On the station platform, a sad-visaged Mexican of Indian descent was selling apples that were as yellow as gold, three for “dos reales” (twenty-five cents). So great was the novelty of golden-yellow apples for sale in a desert that the stock went off like a shot. Long live Alamogordo; and may it escape the fire that usually wipes out every frontier town at least once.

			The country immediately north of El Paso is picturesque, but sadly desolate; and El Paso itself seems like a city that has been built in cheerful defiance of all possible discouragements. The size of it, and the seriousness with which it has been made, are amazing; but the ride in to its Union Station is certainly the slowest railroading on earth. It seems like four miles an hour; but I would not do even a railroad an injustice, especially in Texas.

			In ten minutes all my preconceived expectations regarding the Rio Grande, the bridge across it, and the Mexican shore, were rudely wiped off the slate. Instead of low banks, a wide river-bed, a long bridge and a flat hinterland in Mexico, everything was exactly the opposite. The banks were high, the river runs through a very decided gorge, both stream and gorge are absurdly narrow, and the bridge is ridiculously short. I did not measure it, but the stream looks about four hundred feet wide. The White River at Indianapolis is nearly double the size of it. But we must remember that any river in a dry land is a Great Thing, and deserves to be made much of; so we forgive the Rio Grande for not being quite so Grande as imagination called for, and accept it as the biggest thing of the kind between the Mississippi and the Colorado.

			After a very brief “pasear”1 across the corner of Texas, we are again in New Mexico, and the deserts are dreary enough. The only interesting plant is the yucca, and the attempts at ranching and stock-raising are so difficult they make one feel sad. The worst of it is, irrigation seems only a dream, for there is no water anywhere that by the wildest stretch of the imagination can be called available for anything outside the narrow strip of lands close beside the Rio Grande.

			Strategically, it is all right for the finest desert region in Arizona to burst upon us in the purlieus of Tucson, after we have left the Golden State Limited. But it is rather hard on Tucson that no one can take it or leave it save in the smallest and most gruesome hours of the night. Going or coming, the train passes through between one o'clock and three A.M., provided the trains are on time. There is no such thing as making two daily visits to the depot to see the trains come in; and the habitant with time on his hands loses much.

			By good luck, our outward train was nearly four hours late, and we slept the night through until gray dawn. Then we alighted in a rain, if you please, and found the streets delightfully muddy! In the immortal word of our most-recently-arrived English cousin,” Fahncy!” Mud in Arizona!

			Taking it as a good omen, we domiciled at the Santa Rita (very well, indeed), rang up the Doctor on the telephone, and dared him to come on with his old outfit and make good.

			

			
				
					1  In northern Mexico, a pleasure trip of any kind is lightly spoken of as a “pas-e-ar'”—a Spanish word that means “walk."
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			Pinacate Beetle (Eleodes armata)

			The “bug-that-stands-on-his-head"

		

	
		
			CHAPTER II

			TUCSON, AND THE DESERT BOTANICAL LABORATORY

			The Amphitheatre of Tucson—A Demoralized Compass—The Santa Cruz River—The Flavour of Mexico—The Yaqui Indian and His Industry—Impressions of Tucson—The University of Arizona—The Hand of the Carnegie Institution of Washington—The Desert Botanical Laboratory, its Plant, and its Problems.

			A wide-spreading, wide-awake little city on a level, sub-tropical plain that is encircled by granite mountains; a city with a strong Mexican accent, a city neither fast nor slow; a city with wide, clean streets, good buildings, abundant electricity and all the respectable concomitants of a metropolis—this is Tucson, Queen City of cactus-land.

			Its elevation above the sea is 2,200 feet.

			The amphitheatre of Tucson is thoroughly satisfactory. The plain lies as level as a lake, and it is almost encircled by steep and rugged mountains of gray granite that seem to rise only just beyond the corporate limits. North-eastward the splendid mass of the Santa Catalina Mountains looms up grandly, its highest peak only seventeen miles from the University. Eastward and a little farther away is the hazy-blue Rincon Range. Westward rises the brown and mostly bare Sierra Tucson, and in the north the view is bounded by the Tortolitas. The very nearest mountains of all are Tumanroc and Sentinel Hills, which actually rise and shine almost within the city limits.

			The Southern Pacific Railway flows through Tucson from south-east to north-west. As an engineering proposition it is easier for it to go through passes on a dead level than to climb mountains; but as a base line for a stranger it is a dismal failure. In no other city of my acquaintance are the points of the compass so horribly wrong as in Tucson. I think it would take me about ten years to become reconciled to the wild antics of the magnetic needle in that otherwise sober and steady spot.

			The brave little Santa Cruz River which attempts to run through Tucson, but is held up and robbed at every turn, actually rises in southern Arizona, but makes a loop away down into Mexico, below Nogales, nearly a hundred miles away. It seems strange that a stream so very small could come so far alone through the desert without getting lost. But this is a land of queer things.

			When you land at Tucson, in the cold gray dawn of the morning after, the first man to welcome you is a half-Mexican carriage driver (there being no such thing as a “keb” in the Real West), and thereafter, about every other man and woman is like unto him. After the disgusting Bowery English of New York in the mouths of swashbuckling drivers, conductors and shop-girls of a hundred kinds, it is really a pleasure to strike something less raucous in sound and in sense. The Mexican may have his faults, but his language does not grate on the ear like the filing of a rip-saw.

			Yes, Tucson is full of Mexicans, both pure-bred, Indian and American mixed. You meet them almost everywhere, and every one of the dozen or more who were called upon to render service to us proved eminently satisfactory. I am told that many Yaqui Indians come from Mexico up to this city, hire out as labourers, and work hard to earn dollars, to buy Winchesters and cartridges, to take home by stealth, to use in the killing, quite impartially, of both Mexicans and Americans. Going or coming, the Yaqui Indian is a tough citizen, and the quicker the entire tribe is extradited to the happy hunting grounds farther south, the better for Mexico.

			Although Tucson is a city with a flavour of Mexican chillis, externally it does not look it. It is thoroughly modern, with adaptations to the climate. Its beautiful Carnegie Library, its State University, its imposing Santa Rita Hotel of Spanish architecture, its hospital and its schools speak to the Discerning of modern thought and enterprise. True, the absence of ten thousand vacant “lots” covered with twenty thousand tons of ghastly rubbish makes a resident of New York feel very lonesome; but, then, Tucson is new, and the herds of human cattle from the overcrowded cities of southern Europe have not yet arrived.

			It may be that Tucson has its seamy side—its mid-summer heat, its dust, dryness and perspiration, its too much this or that; but in November, A.D. 1907, everything was as it should be. The whole city was very much to our mind; and we do not even lay up aught against mine host of the Hotel Santa Rita who, when requested to get up a special course dinner for six gentlemen, was utterly unable to do more than lamely offer the bill of fare in evidence, and stand pat. He did not seem to know how to lure a tenderfoot by subtle degrees of temptation from his proposed $2.00 per plate up to $5.00 and make him pay for the experience.

			We found the sister of Tucson Jenny in the dining-room of the Santa Rita. Her smile was bright, and her hair was the colour of the lava on the hill above the Papago Tanks. Mrs. Rucker, of the O. K. Restaraw, had left town, but a little later on, at a most important crisis in our lives, we found her in Hela Bend.

			If it is good to make two blades of grass grow where only one grew before, surely the men who make a University in a desert shall acquire Merit, and deserve much from their fellow-men. Even in the rainy and productive states, the making of a seat of learning that shall endure is no child's play; and the taking of a hundred acres of waterless gravel and creosote bushes, and creating thereon a genuine University, with various schools, is an achievement that fairly challenges our admiration. Full of enthusiasm, we started out by electric car to penetrate those classic walls, felicitate President Babcock, and gloat over Mr. Herbert Brown's admirable museum infant; but our joy was short-lived. Dr. MacDougal presently confessed that he had pledged that I should talk to the students from eleven o'clock until noon—and he had almost forgotten to mention it to me until it was all over! When this calamitous situation burst upon me, my first thought was of flight; but afterward I decided that, being in Arizona, I must emulate Dave Tutt of Wolfville, and for once try to be “a dead-game gent.”

			Despite the terrors of the rostrum, it was a pleasure to see the bright-faced, open-eyed young people, co-eds and others, who filled the chapel very full, and bravely took their medicine.

			I like the small colleges and universities of the bounding West; for verily, their work is just as great as is that of the great universities of the farther East.

			Once upon a time the Carnegie Institution of Washington decided that the vast arid regions of the south-west needed a laboratory devoted to the study of the physiology of the plant life of the deserts—or words to that effect.

			Having the price safely cached in Hoboken, the Institution looked about for a Man. It found Dr. Daniel Trembly MacDougal, then Assistant-Director of the New York Botanical Gardens. There being no rival or second choice, nominations were closed, and he was unanimously elected Director of the Desert Botanical Laboratory, to be. In due course, Dr. MacDougal intimated to the proletariat of Tucson his belief that the D.B.L. might do worse than settle in their midst. Forthwith, the Tucson Board of Trade carried the botanist to the top of a high mountain close by, and showed the world that lay at his feet.

			“All this,” said the Board, “shall be thine, and more, if thou wilt pitch thy tent herein, and become one of us.” A mountain of many moods and tenses, and a belt of plain around it, both of them covered with weird things with stickers all over them, was offered, as it were, on a silver plate. Inasmuch as the site was the finest bit of real estate for the purpose in all the south-west, Tucson's offer was blithely accepted; and thus was born into the world the Desert Botanical Laboratory.

			Behold, then, at the western end of Main Street, a rugged gray hill eight hundred feet high, its summit crowned even to-day by the rough stone parapet of what once was an Indian fortification.

			As we drove briskly westward on Main Street, crossed the Santa Cruz River almost without knowing it, and approached the foot of the botanical mountain, I framed up a foolish question. I was about to say, “Why are your fence posts so tall, and so irregular?” But for once I wisely held my peace; and presently it was clear that all those seeming tall straight posts running up the mountain on the southern sky-line were giant cacti, without sidearms. They stood all over the plain, and climbed up all sides of the mountain, quite to its summit. The stony sterility of the steep slopes easily accounted for the absence of branches; for both soil and water were there reduced to their lowest common denominator.

			North of the botanical mountain, and also within the sheltering steel spines of the wire fence, there lies a glorious stretch of level valley, of good soil, and good water when water is falling. And, dear Reader, a word in your ear. If you care aught for the botanical wonders of the Arizona deserts, it will pay you as you hie westward to stop off at Tucson, regardless of bad hours, and spend half a day in the Desert Botanical Laboratory's nature garden. Truly, it is a botanical garden, an epitome of the wonderland of arid vegetation that stretches from Tucson a good hundred miles westward. There will you find the stately giant cactus, the choya—or “cholla”—of evil reputation, opuntias galore, the lovely palo verde, the tough mesquite, the omnipresent creosote bush, and the most remarkable fortification of a pack rat (Neotoma) that can be found in forty leagues of travel.

			On a shoulder of the mountain, about half-way up to the summit, stands a spacious building of rough stone, gathered and hewn on the premises, which is the Laboratory de facto. It is a hundred and twenty feet long by thirty wide, and from vestibule to back stairs it is truly something new under the sun. Here are studied the ways and means of the desert plants: their roots, their stems, and their leaves when they have any; their powers of absorption and retention of moisture; their fate in various soils; the effect upon them of unusual humidity; the transplantation of desert species; and goodness knows how many other things. A member of the staff, Dr. Livingston, was just then putting the finishing touches to an instrument invented by him for the easy and sure determination of the amount of moisture in any desert atmosphere; and duplicate copies of it were about to be distributed for use in various scientific institutions throughout the arid region.

			“Do you see that tall, light-coloured peak over yonder?” said Director MacDougal, pointing north-eastward across the valley to one of the highest peaks of the Santa Catalinas.

			“Yes.”

			“That is Mount Lemmon, and to the foot of that peak is seventeen miles, as the raven could fly if he wished. Within a mile of the foot of that light-coloured wall of rock we have an experimental mountain plantation, in the pine belt, at an elevation of 8,000 feet. We have had to put a good wire fence around it to keep the deer and mountain sheep from browsing on our experiments!”

			“And just what is it that you hope to accomplish with this new botanical plant?”

			“We are studying the conditions in order to learn the forces that have been concerned in the origination of these desert forms, and the principles which control their distribution and existence at the present time. Our results may materially modify many of the major conclusions of botanical science. The prevailing generalizations are mostly based on a study of plants of the tropic and temperate zones, made indoors, while our work is in the midst of an undisturbed vegetation, and among types but little known. The results will depend entirely upon what we find out that is new and hitherto untried. At present we do not expect to conduct extensive practical experiments here. They naturally belong to the state and national experimental stations. Our work is to furnish them with new facts, and with theories to try out.”

			With the thousands of square miles of fertile deserts in our south-western empire—deserts which to-day are green all over with their own peculiar but economically valueless desert flora, and only waiting for valuable plants that are as tough as the mesquite and creosote bush, it is well worth while for the American people to enter more seriously into the problems of the arid regions. Water is not necessarily the only thing that can make a desert of first-class use to man. Perhaps there is much to be done with plant life alone.

			It is the view of at least one layman that when the Carnegie Institution of Washington took up the problem of the deserts, chose Dr. MacDougal and established the Laboratory at Tucson, it did the best piece of work for Pan-America that it has done thus far. It seems to me that we should not expect much in or of the mountains of Arizona, except prospect holes, “mines” and mining companies in endless-chain rotation. Steep-sided pyramids of bare granite and hills of bare brown lava can hardly be made to bloom with roses; but with the level floor of fertile desert that covers four-fifths of Arizona and New Mexico, it needs no great wisdom to inspire the belief that much may yet be done.

			“I am the Desert; bare since Time began;
Yet do I dream of motherhood, when man
One day at last will look upon my charms,
And give me towns, like children, to my arms.”
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			Dr. Daniel Trembly MacDougal

			In the garden of the Desert Botanical Laboratory, with a Tree Choya (Opuntia versicolor)

		

	
		
			CHAPTER III

			TRAILING INTO A NEW WORLD

			Our Social Register—A Model Outfit—A New and Different World—An Encounter with Indians—Our First Accident Averted—A Cattle Ranch Around a Desert Well—Animal Life of the First Day—The First Camp-Fire.

			On the morning of November 2 our outfit was assembled in the compound of Dr. MacDougal's bungalow, near the University, and I opine that it was as nearly perfect as any that ever took the trail in Arizona.

			As became a party bent on a serious exploration, the personnel of the party showed a wide range of talent. Categorically, the following were among those present as we trailed from Tucson 140 miles down to Sonoyta, Mexico:

			Dr. D. T. MacDougal, commander-in-chief; botanist, expert photographer, sportsman—and a mighty good shot with his old Winchester carbine.

			Mr. John M. Phillips, of “Camp-Fires in the Canadian Rockies,” and Pittsburgh; iron manufacturer, Pennsylvania State Game Commissioner, expert sportsman, and expert photographer of everything in general.

			Mr. Godfrey Sykes, the Arizona Wonder; formerly of England, now Superintendent of Buildings and Grounds, and Right-Hand Man, at the Desert Botanical Laboratory; official geographer to the expedition; also civil engineer, mechanical expert, wonderful wagon-fixer, and very agreeable gentleman.

			The Present Incumbent; zoologist and chief taxidermist; sportsman; and amateur photographer on the side.

			Frank Coles, of Tucson; wagon-master, chief packer, and cook.

			Jesse T. Jenkins of Tucson; general assistant to Coles; ex-Texas-cowboy; good story-teller, and permanent jester to the outfit.

			Charlie Foster, a Mexican from Sonoyta, whom Jeff Milton, our friend of the Boundary, had sent up to pilot us down to Sonoyta. He rode his own horse, and always went ahead, to show us what roads not to take. He saved us much mental wear and tear, and possibly more.

			The Bay Team; wheel-horses to the White-Water touring car, and a little thin to start with.

			Bill and Maude; a pair of small mules, one size larger than jack rabbits, the leaders for the White-Water. They were far too small for the wheelers.

			The Black Team, consisting of a rather lazy horse and a wildly ambitious and beautiful young mare, drawing the runabout.

			Bob, an inexperienced young dog with a fox-terrier strain, belonging to Frank Coles, utterly devoid of savvy, and always in trouble. At the outset he seemed to be all right as a possible camp-dog, to chase away skunks and coyotes; but he was far from wagon-wise, and got hurt twice. But there are worse dogs than Bob; for he was an affectionate little soul, and he knew enough to let a bandage stay on his leg unchewed, until taken off by the head nurse.

			But for Bill and Maude, I think our outfit would have been quite perfect; and the only trouble with them was that Nature cut them after a horse pattern that was decidedly too small.

			Our leading vehicle was a four-horse-power White-Water touring car with an automatic tonneau, a spring seat, a canvas cover and four superfluous bows. This regularly carried a ton of freight, a chauffeur, three men, forty gallons of water, a dog, and half-a-gallon of small stones on the running-board to throw at “Bill.” After this came a two-horse-power runabout by Callahan, with a canvas top, half a dozen cameras, six guns, four bedrolls, two live men and eight dead quail. Safely cached in various parts of the above cars were four saddles and five pack-saddles, for use on extra horses and mules that were awaiting us in Sonoyta.

			Our outfit had been most carefully made up by Dr. MacDougal and Mr. Sykes, and the greater portion of it came out of the regular desert-exploration equipment that has been accumulated by the Laboratory for official use. Next to our own food and the horse feed, the most important item was four light wooden cases, each containing two five-gallon cans of tin, made square, like kerosene cans, to carry forty gallons of water, and be handled with celerity. Each member of the party provided for himself a sleeping-bag, or bed, of the type that most strongly appealed to him. Each of the four principals carried his individual canteen, rifle, binocular, camera and medicine-box. When we made up our pack-train at MacDougal Pass for the last dash to Pinacate, my entire outfit weighed 52 pounds, that of Mr. Phillips 48, Mr. Sykes' roll scaled 43 and Dr. MacDougal took first prize with a package weighing—without his camera and fixings—only 36 pounds.

			But I anticipate. During the first days on the trail, the outfit of a large party does not immediately resolve itself into its component parts. It takes time to bring out the little mysteries and surprises that have been hidden in the depths of war-sacks, for production in times of stress and peril. Now, that special ten pounds of luncheon chocolate which Mr. Phillips thoughtfully bought and cached in the load on the sly, certainly did save our lives, several times each, in the awful lava beds around Pinacate. When you take the trail westward from Tucson, and begin to look upon undisturbed Nature, you quickly realize that the world is different. Everything is not only new, but totally strange. By the time you have walked ahead of the outfit to the summit of Roble's Pass, with Tucson Mountain looming up on your right, you are ready to exclaim,

			“This is another world!”

			There is not one familiar-looking rock, plant or tree! 

			But for the fact that the giant cacti which stand all over the mountain-sides like silent sentinels are pale green instead of gray, they would resemble the dead tree-trunks of a burnt-timber district; but their healthy green colour and their accordion plaits give them an appearance of good health and prosperity that forever removes them from the dead-tree class. Here at Tucson, the giant cactus, or saguaro (sa-waŕro) develops few branches, and on the bare rocks of the mountains the limbless, straight stem is the rule. It is this strange plant, more than any other, that gives the key-note to the landscape, and that most strongly impresses upon the mind of the traveler the fact that this is another world!

			During our ten-mile ride and walk through the main pass of the Tucson Range the giant cactus grew in great abundance. In the arroyos, in the pass and on the mountain-sides they grew literally everywhere—thousands of them. Many of them were very large, and well branched. The branches run all the way from round green knobs the size of a foot-ball to massive branches twenty feet long and as thick through as a man's body. The variety of arms is simply endless. It would take a string of about seven figures to represent the number of variations in giant cacti that we saw between Tucson and Sonoyta. But it was not in the Tucson mountains that we found this splendid creation at its best. That came a few days later, and I had a flash of genius when we came to the very finest one-which will be set forth anon.

			The giant cactus prevailed throughout the ten miles of Pass through the Tucson Mountains, but as soon as we reached the level floor of the desert it stopped abruptly, and we saw it no more until the next mountain chain was reached. Locally, and in Mexicano, it is known as the saguaro; and that name is also spelled sahuaro.

			A brisk ride of about four miles down grade from the summit of Roble's Pass brings the outfit down to the main floor of the desert, at the eastern edge of the Avra Valley. But where is the barren, lifeless waste of drifting sand, desolation and danger that naturally rises in the mind of the uninitiated reader whenever deserts are mentioned? Clearly, it is not here.

			We see ahead of us, stretching away mile after mile to far-distant ranges of hazy-blue mountains, a vast plain, level as a race-course, but completely covered with cheerful-looking verdure growing about waist high to a man on foot. Instead of being a gray and melancholy waste, however, like the sage-brush flats of Montana and Wyoming, this great garden is green—persistently, cheerfully, even delightfully green! And you do not see anywhere even so much as half an acre of perfectly bare and verdureless ground. True, there is bare ground between these green clumps of creosote and mesquite bushes; but that is only a bit of novelty in Nature's planting scheme.

			How very unlike the desert of our expectations! Let us call it, for truth's sake, an arboreal desert.

			By the middle of the afternoon we were in the middle of the vast green plain that lies between the Tucson Mountains and the Coyote Range, twenty-five miles to the south-westward. The sun was then at its hottest, and the party was drinking heavily. No one was openly complaining of aught, however, and everything was going bravely on until two Papago Indians were seen coming toward us on the trail, driving a wagon loaded with watermelons!

			Instantly each member of our party was galvanized into a state of wild activity. Weapons were unlimbered, and cartridge belts were robbed without mercy. No one openly proposed bloodshed, but it was plain that each man had resolved that the coming load should not pass by our outfit unscathed. If there must be another Indian outrage, why there was no better place for it than in that silent plain, where graves might be had for the asking.

			The unfortunate red men took an inventory of our fighting strength, and made low sounds of despair.

			“Hello, there! Stop immediately!” was our command.

			The Indians drove out on the south side of the road, stopped their team in échelon, and prepared to sell their lives as dearly as possible.

			“Sell us some of those melons, or die!” shouted our war-chief; and the party held its fire, for a reply.

			“Two bits! Muy dulce!” (very sweet), said one of the Papagoes, as plain as print.

			His life was saved. There was a rush to the end-gate of his wagon, and while four men selected melons, the Man-with-Silver dug up coin.

			It was a wild, disgraceful orgie. Like a pack of wolves falling upon a wounded antelope, we flung ourselves down in the shade of our wagon, ripped open those helpless melons and gorged. Notwithstanding the heat of the day, they were surprisingly cool—and delicious! Up to that moment we had not realized how hungry and thirsty we were—for watermelons. Like the small boy with the whole pumpkin pie, the only drawback to their goodness was the fact that they mussed up our ears.

			Mr. Phillips was the only man who retained his presence of mind, but we missed him not until we heard the deadly click of his camera.

			“Oh, stop that down, and get in here before it's all gone!” cried a friendly voice; and the next moment he was as busy as the rest of us. Bob Dog asked me to give him some melon, and when I did so, he joyously ate a lot of it, and thanked me.

			An hour after the watermelon debauch we came ever so near to achieving a serious accident. Jess Jenkins, who was driving the mountain buggy, noticed that the right rear wheel of the White-Water wagon was tracking clear off the brake-shoe, and wabbling. Immediately he rang in an alarm, and it was found that the afflicted wheel was on the point of parting company with the axle, skein and all! It seems that although the wagon was almost new, the skein had worked loose from the end of the wooden axle', and in perhaps six minutes more the heavily loaded vehicle would have crashed down by the starboard quarter.

			Then Mr. Sykes took charge of the case. He cut a stout mesquite stem, set it up firmly under the sick axle, then dug a hole under the wheel and took the wheel off. Those who could not help him kept very still, and watched a Master-Fixer do his work. The skein was put back in its place, and fastened so tightly that when all the rest of that wagon goes to rack and ruin, that piece of its anatomy will be found holding firmly in its place. And so, with many thanks to the Fates for letting us off so easily, and to Mr. Sykes for making the wagon as good as new, we drove on, duly chastened in spirit, and wondering what next.

			My journal states that on our first day we made twenty-three miles, that for one-half the way the creosote bush held sway, and for the other half the mesquite. With a fine sunset, night closed in upon us when we were yet four miles from water and a possible camping-place. There being nothing to do but to go on to water, we went; and finally, in pitchy darkness, reached the corner of an imposing corral made of mesquite stems. It was then more than an hour after sunset. We were at the cattle ranch of a well-to-do Mexican named Roble, who had digged a big well, found water, erected a big tank of galvanized iron fifteen feet high and constructed a hundred feet of concrete water-troughs for his cattle.

			Mr. Roble was at home, and he permitted us to water our horses, night and morning, and burn up two campfires of his firewood, all for the very moderate consideration of fifty cents. Mighty cheap it was, at that price. No one knows better than a desert traveller that, on a desert, a well of pure water is worth money. Unfortunately, however, it is the inexorable law both of Man and Nature that the lower the water the higher the price.

			And thus ended our first day in the Arizona deserts. And what animal life had we observed? I will briefly enumerate it.

			We saw four Arizona jack rabbits (Lepus californicus eremicus), four badger holes, about twenty-five or thirty burrow mounds of the desert kangaroo rat (Dipodomys deserti), three ravens, one desert red-tailed hawk and about two hundred small blackish birds that I could not identify on the wing. We saw a few sparrows and about twenty-five nests of the cactus wren in choya cactus tops. We also noted four yuccas and three white thistle-poppies (Argemone platyceras). Of cattle skeletons we saw only four.

			When we reached the corner of Senor Roble's stockaded corral-built of mesquite stems, big and crooked and most wastefully piled up between two lines of posts—the night was very black, and at first we did not know which way to move. But in due time the expedition resolved itself into its component parts, and the work to be done was effectively taken in hand. While the drivers and the farm-bred supernumerary unhitched the six horses, Mexican Charlie brought a lot of mesquite firewood from goodness knows where, and quickly built a brilliant camp-fire. And immediately all hands became cheerful and loquacious! If a good camp-fire can not produce comfort and goodfellowship in the open, nothing can.

			The horses were led into the corral and watered at the troughs, then given a good ration of oats and alfalfa. When the wagons were unpacked, each man selected a spot for his night's repose, and effectually consecrated it to his individual use by depositing his bed-roll upon it. A cache of provisions is not more sacred in the Far North than is a preempted sleeping-place on the desert; and “rank” indeed is the tenderfoot who ventures to tempt the hereafter by jumping such a claim. A man may jump a copper claim, or eke a gold one, without the painful necessity of being shot; but “bed-ground” is different.

			With the growing importance of the camp-fire, the cook's boxes were unpacked, and their cheerful contents displayed to the gaze of an admiring circle of men. A large square of clean canvas was spread upon the sand, and upon it went an array of enamelled-iron plates and cups, loaves of Tucson bread (for two days only) and “air-tights.” Two huge slabs of steak were cut from a hindquarter of fresh beef-and it certainly was fried to perfection. The coffee was started early, and achieved a finish at the most auspicious moment.

			Inasmuch as that was our first meal since early breakfast, the crowd was sharp set, and the havoc wrought would have been considered appalling if anyone could have spared time to take note of it.

			Our first supper consisted of fried beefsteak, fried potatoes, raw onions, bread, butter, coffee, cane-and-maple syrup and plums; and we all pronounced it good. The lovely label on the syrup can had erstwhile proclaimed “Genuine Maple Syrup”; but the pure-food law had got in its nefarious work. In deference to its outrageous and despotic demands, a broad white strip of paper had been pasted, like a surgeon's plaster, squarely across the abdomen of that chastened can, bearing the mournful confession “Cane and”—so that the label then read “Genuine Cane and Maple Syrup.” It was a silent tribute to the pure-food law, the beneficent influence of which now reaches even unto the deserts of Arizona.

			Long before bedtime we insinuated ourselves into our sleeping-bags—in the wide open, because in Arizona tents are mostly useless—with each man lying where he listed. To guarantee that we really were in the wilds, with the starry heavens for a canopy, certain coyotes sang a few bars to us out of the surrounding darkness; and there being no further business, the meeting around that first camp-fire silently adjourned.
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