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W'c had gone barcK 25 \ai'cls when I liad 
a fcehng of the noods dissoK ing around 
us, and then we were hanging our toes 
o\er a hare roek ledge at whieh the world 
dropped a\\a\. I'Vom 20 miles out Blaek 
Mesa ajDpeared to float in spaee like a 
long dark eloud bisected h\ a pillar of 
dust rising half a mile into the desert sk\. 
C'.eorgc \\atehed me for some time be
fore he spoke. "'Well'" "Magnificent,"" I 
told him. 

Wt descended to a narrow ledge for a 
closer look at the arch hundreds of feet 
below through whieh swallows passed al
most quicker than the e\e could folliw; 
soiiiewhere the w ind-dow n call of a 
can\()n wren sounded. Then we began 
to work along the cliff face after Shane, 
who had disappeared. W'c found hinr 
ten minutes later seated on an outcrop of 
sandstone roek hugging his bare knees 
with his \\Tists and wearing his caj^ 
pulled o\er his e\es. When we sat beside 
him he |5u.shed back the cap and ga\ e mc 
a challenging look. "What do \()u think 
of this countr \?" Shane demanded. 
"Beautiful," I said. "1 think it's boring," 
he replied, and commenced staring into 
the enrp\ rean. Ck'orgc unwrapped a gra-
nola bar he had taken from the pack, 
broke it in two pieces, and offered 
mc one. "Wha t are \()u looking at]'" 
he asked the bo\. " \ h sheep," Shane an-
swered, without mo\ ing his e\es. 
" \ \ here arc thc\ ? I don't sec an\' sheep." 
Using fieldglasscs 1 scanned the plain be
low for sheep and f inalK found them, so 
far out as to be nearl\- in\isible. "That 
gu\," Shane said darkly, "don't know-
nothing. Otherwise he wouldn't ha\c 
taken sheep where there ain't no graze." 
" \ \ here do \()u take them?" "Some-
wiiere where there's sonrcthing for them 
to graze." George pointed out for me his 
mother-in-law's ranch, directh ahead of 
us and 1,500 feet liclow. It was a small 
house and barn with a couple of big cot-
tonwoods for shade. "Lena sa\s \ou ' \e 
had a lot of snakes out here this sum
mer." Shane nodded, and indicated 
something apparenth far in the distance. 
"It's the witchcrafters" doing," he said. 
\ \ hen (k'orgc made no resptjnse to this 

I asked, "\\"liat witchcrafters?" "'['hose 
out there. " I followed his cvtendcd in
dex finger and made out a ranch adja
cent to his grandmother 's ])ro|5ert\. 
"Thc\ make the snakes come to us." hi 
the ]5ast week he had killed three or four 
he had found in tlie house after finishing 
his afternoon nap, all of them good sized 
rattlers. When I mentioned that I am 
fond of .snakes, c\cn rattlers, Shane told 
me sternh that Naxajos arc not allowed 
to pick up, cat, or e\cn look at a snake 
when it is i^ossible to ignore one. \ \ c 
stood finalh and began to tra\ersc the 
rimrock again, gazing down as we went 
into the side eamons where hawks soared 
on the thcrmals abo\e the interlacing 
trails the deer had made on their wa\ to 
water. The deepest of the can\ons cut 
through the cliff into the \cllow plain be
low where it formed a crcxasse that 
Shane said was the home of a giant crab 
who had li\ed there for man\ \ears. .All 
\ou saw was the huge claw reaching out 
of the ravine to grab a shec]X or a man. 
Shane wanted to climb down and in\es-
tigate the crcxasse but Cicorge put hiin 
off, saving that the countrv" was too flat 
and uninteresting, as well as too hot, 
down there. "I know something else 
\ou d enjo\ seeing," he told mc sudden
ly. "That is, assuniiiigwcean hud it. I've 
never seen it, nivself." 

We descended Wh i t e Mesa on its 
gentler western edge following the curv
ing road dow n to Kaibito, past men on 
horseback movmg in and out among the 
juniper trees, women pushing shee]5 
(now as for the past 400 \cars woman's 
work in the land of the Navajos) on foot, 
and windmills revolving like silver pin-
wheels above the waterwclls where 
rights-holders loaded the big water cans 
into pickup trucks. As we drove Shane 

talked about his horses, and how until 
the livestock reduction |orogram was ini-
plcmcnted to reduce overgrazing on the 
reservation the fann'lv had owned 400 
shec|), and how he wanted to live in 
Phoenix after he finished his summer
time work, which was branding cittle 
around the reservation. North of the 
mesa we came to a general store with a 
gas ]5uiiip outside it where two roads in
tersected. Ceorge got out and asked di
rections from an old Indian standing be
side a flatbed truck loaded w ith hav. 
Ihc llosteen, or elder, rc]K"ated the 

word "roo-un" several times slovvK 
around the stalk he had been chewing 
but finallv shook his head, so George 
called Sliane from the ]5ickup to inter
pret. At sight of the bov the old man's 
face assumed a warmer expression, the 
skin around his eves wrinkling further in 
a slow sniilc as he lislxaied to him speak. 
Then he answered bricflv in Navajo. 
" l ie doesn't know," Shane translated 
prondlv. "lie knows, all right," George 
said as he started the engine, "but he 
doesn't want to corrupt an innocent bov 
like the Dude here." W hen Lena was 
pregnant vv itli Ghristo]5her she had asked 
her husband to suspend his archaeologi
cal explorations until after the babv was 
born, "1 don't know wliv aiivbodvwould 
want to live out here." Shane observed. 
"It's totallv boring." Inside the store two 
Indian bovs about 17 vears old were flirt
ing with the prettv gid who managed the 
video desk. Thev had some Lnglish and 
Cicorge asked them if thev-would be will
ing tf) guide us to the turnoff to Inscrip
tion House Ruin, and direct us verballv 
from there. We followed the bovs m 
their red sports ear on the iievvlv |3avcd 
road that terminates at the Indian board
ing school at Nava|o Mountain, past the 
new medical center luiilt in total isola
tion in a juniper and cedar forest. Shane 
was iin|5resscd bv the car and wondered 
aloud how the bov s had obtained such a 
splendid machine. Nobodv he said in his 
fainilv would ever buv him a c.ir: his 
grandfather let him have the truck kcvs 
sometimes but onlv w hen he was drunk. 
Two or three miles north of the store the 
bovs turned onto a ]5avcd a]3ron from 
which a rutted dirt road moved off 
among low trce-coveicd hills. We pulled 
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in behind them and the boys came back 
and began giving us directions to the ru
in, but their Enghsh was so bad that 
George asked them to jump in the bed of 
the truck. They chmbed up and hung 
on tight over the rough canted road, and 
at last the one on the left side yelled 
"Stop!" through the driver's window. 
From here, they made us understand, we 
would have to walk. They were vague 
about the direction, and finallv George 
told them to get up in the truck again 
and drove them out to the highway, 
where he made an impression by giving 
them six dollars. "They're going back to 
the store to buy their little honey a pop," 
George said as we watched the car disap
pear into a curve. "There's no mutton-
gut on that hidian, that's for damn sure. 
Eh, Dude?" 

At the trailhead George locked the 
truck. We slipped water bottles into the 
dav packs and v\'alked to the edge of the 
reticulated maze of slickrock canyon. 
The view was a panoramic 180 degrees 
from White Mesa low on the southwest 
horizon to the Vermilion Gliffs in the 
northwest: a maze of deeply carved pur
ple, red, and orange rock that appeared 
from the surface plateau as a vast, slight
ly rolling forest of juniper and piiion pine 
stretching like a blue mat to the edge of 
the world where the late afternoon sun, 
an incandescent ball, rested. George 
looked at his watch. "Let's go for it," he 
said, and nodded at Shane. "We can 
count on our genu-wine Indian guide to 
get us back to the truck before dark." 
The genu-wme Indian guide went leap
ing ahead of us over the rocks like a 
mountain goat. For an instant he stood 
poised in silhouette on the hump of a 
petrified sand dune, before he was gone. 
George called out to him but did not re-
cei\'e an answer. No discernible trail was 
in sight and we walked about for a while 
among the hummocks of red dust grown 
thinly with grass, prickly pear, and Mor
mon tea, searching for a way down. 
From the farther reaches of the park an 
owl called and was answered bv another. 
The opposite wall of the canyon was a se
quence of hanging gardens set in tiers: 
terraces of pinon, juniper, and wildflow-
ers. "I'll have a bad time explaining at 
home if I lose Shane," George said. "He 
isn't lost," I told him; "he's an Indian." 
"Well, if we can't get off this cliff I guess 
he can't either." We walked on and dis
covered a row of cairns that marked a 
trail descending to the floor of a sec
ondary canyon, but saw no ruins there. 

Cutting across a peninsula of rock we 
came to a collapsing hogan built of pine 
logs, and beyond it a clearly defined foot
path. We followed the path and were 
hailed after a hundred yards b\ the voice 
of Shane, who sat on an ele\'ation of 
rock with his legs stretched out, pressing 
his hands between his knees. At risk of 
losing his clients, the genu-winc Indian 
guide had picked up the trail before he 
was five minutes from the truck. 

The trail down was blocked by a balk) 
yvhiteface cow who stood chewing the 
cud before turning reluctantly and trot
ting on ahead of us, her bag swinging. A 
hogan with its brush corral stood in tall 
grass at the head of the canyon beneath 
ancient cottonwoods that boiled slowly 
on a breeze easing between the livid rock 
walls against which the foliage showed 
an amazing green. Navajo Greek in this 
season of the vear was several inches of 
brackish water idling between loose 
banks 15 and 20 feet tall on its way to 
rendezvous with the Colorado River at 
Glen Canyon, 60 or 70 miles distant by 
line of sight. The trail followed through 
high sagebrush above the creek, allowing 
us a forced march across the sand be
neath Cottonwood groves piling like 
emerald thunderheads into the stark 
blue sky that made a perfeedy fitted roof 
over Navajo Canyon. Side can\ons ran in 
from left and right; we found horses, a 
mule, and a donkey in the mouth of one 
of these, but no ruins. Shane left on a 
tangent to investigate the condition of 
these lonely specimens of "those that 
men live by," and caught up with us to 
report that they looked well fed and in 
good health. Evening was near; we had 
just agreed to turn back at the next 
canyon when George and I saw it simul
taneously: a line of fitted wall a hundred 
or more feet above the canyon floor, un
mistakably the work of human hands 
though isolated in a wilderness of desert 
rock. We mo\ed forward again at an in
creased pace in the lengthening shades 
of the great cottonwoods. The trail led 
steeply down into the creek and up the 
far bank to the base of a tall red cliff, 
where it clung precariously for another 
hundred yards before deadheading at a 
holed chickenwire fence with a sign 
hung on it that said "Keep Out." We 
squeezed through the largest hole, 
climbed up 50 or 40 feet hand over 
hand, and stood panting on the floor of 
one of those spectral villages with which 
the Spanish explorers had almost no 
contact and that were hardly known by 

yvhitc men until the Macom Expedition 
of 1859 and those of John Wesley Powell 
in 1869 and 1871 reported seeing strange 
rock structures built b\' human beings in 
humanly inaccessible places. Probably 
the majority of these with their troves 
of relics arc undiscovered to this day. 
The painted pictographs and the petro-
glyphs tapped or scraped into the desert 
varnish on remote canyon walls are un-
domesticated ghosts: to you and only 
you, perhaps, they make their first—and 
possibly last—apparition. 

Carbon from ancient smokes black
ened the ceiling of the cave in patches 
where the rock surface had not flaked 
with time, and on the walls above the 
loyy simple buildings white prints left by 
shy hands gave mute greeting across the 
centuries. To the left of the sequence of 
footholds cut into the rock and just with
in the overhang, Shane discovered two 
potholes that George guessed might 
have served as the water source for the 
pueblo. We crossed the circle of flat 
rock, in which pestholes had been care-
fulh cut, that was the floor of the kiva 
and walked the narrow space between 
the housefronts and the rocky lip above a 
potsherd accumulation of anciently-
flung houseware. The houses them
selves were built of adobe brick rein
forced by sticks of brush and roofed with 
thicker sticks supported by poles. I 
picked up one of the loose bricks to ex
amine it. Although that brick had been 
baked around the time that Dante was 
writing The Divine Comedy, the grass 
used in its construction looked no older 
than last year's straw. Around the hous
es and inside them tiny corncobs lay 
scattered, harvested seven or eight cen
turies before by the Basketmakcrs, as the 
Anasazi are also called: sophisticated 
agriculturalists for their day, as well as 
accomplished masons and designers. 
"Let's go now," Shane suggested. "I 
don't want to be haunted." 

We reached the truck at dark and sat 
on the tailgate to drink the last of the wa
ter and watch Venus arise in the pale 
ecliptic of the vanished sun. "Are you 
going out with the sheep in the morn
ing?" George asked. "Not if I can help 
it," Shane said. "I suppose you're going 
to need a ceremony to purify you of 
where }Ou've been toda}'." "I don't need 
no ceremony." Shane's voice in the 
darkness was scornful. "Why don't 
you?" "Because I'm modern," Shane 
answered serenely. 
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America's leading Christian columnist, 
and pioneering black conservative 

Take their books 
FREE-

a $47 value! 

RACE AND CULTURE 
by Thomas Sowell 

Dr. Sowell spent a decade researching this bombshell. He's 

written a dozen books, but none as gutsy as this. He explains: 

VVhy some cultures are better — yes, better — than others. 
Ever since Sowell appeared on Meet the Press in the early 

1980s and left a panel of liberals stammering, he's gotten the 

silent treatment. But he won't keep quiet: 

• How the world's must successful cultures encourage people 

to be thrifty, reliable and peaceful. What "backward" 

cultures lack. 

• Do societies force segregation — or is it natural, voluntary? 

• Why do some ethnic groups quickly move up from poverty 

while others stay? How government subsidies for the poor 

and newly arrived make progress MORE difficult. 

• Why some discrimination is rational and necessary. And 

there's plenty more where that came from. 

THE THINGS 
THAT MATTER MOST 

by Col Thomas 

Cal Thomas' syndicated column is now carried by nearly 400 
newspapers across the country — more than any other 
Christian conservative's. His latest book is a manifesto — 
with the endorsement of Ronald Reagan, WiUiam J. Bennett 
and George Will. Principal themes: 

• Why America will reject not only Bill & Hillary Clinton, but 

any surrogates served up by their confreres. 

• But it won't end with the liberals evicted. The coming 
rebellion against godless bureaucracies nationwide. 

Cal calls America "the prodigal nation". And it may well be 
heading home again. He and Thomas Sowell are two big 
reasons why. 

How to get BOTH 
books FREE 

% 

How the Club Works 

Every 4 weeks (13 times a year) you get a free copy of the Club Bulletin which offers 
you the Featured Selection plus a good choice of Alternates — ail of interest to 
conservatives, -k If you want the Featured Selection, do nothing; it will come 
automatically, -k If you don't want the Featured Selection, or you do want an Alternate, 
indicate your wishes on the handy card enclosed with your Bulletin and return it by the 
deadline date. * The majority of Club books are offered at 20-50% discounts, plus a 
charge for shipping and handling. • As soon as you buy and pay for 3 books at regular 
Club prices, your membership may be ended at any time, either by you or by the Club. 
• If you ever receive a Featured Selection without having had 10 days to decide if you 
want it, you may return it at Club expense for full credit. * The Club will offer regular 
Superbargains, mostly at 70-90% discounts plus shipping and handling. 
* Superbargains do NOT count toward fulfilling your Club obligation, but do enable 
you to buy fine books at giveaway prices. * Only one membership per household. 

# • • 
CONSERVATIVEIIIBOOK CLUB 

33 Oakland Avenue • Harrison, N.Y. 10528 

Please accept my membership in the Club and send, free and postpaid, 
Cal Thomas's $22 Things That Matter Most and Thomas Sowell's $25 
Race & Culture. I agree to buy 3 additional books at regular Club 
bargain prices over the next 18 months. I also agree to the Club rales 
spelled out in this coupon. C C U L • 11 3 

Name 

Address 

City 

State Zip 

LICENSED TO UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



special Twentieth Anniversary Offer to the 

Chesterton 
Review 
"Anyone concerned with 
traditional values will fad Htudl 
of interest in this cxceU^t 
journal. » 

Ted Byfield, Founding Editor, 
The Alberta Report 

"There is something 
in every issue of 
the Review to 
surprise and 
delight me." 
Garry Wills, author and critic 

Subscribe now and save up to 30% off the ordinary subscription rate. 
Plus This Special Offer For New Subscribers: 
For each $35.00 subscription to our quarterly, the new subscriber will also receive ^LJree copy of one or 
more of the following special issues: 

*Q Twentieth Anniversary Special Issue • Maurice Bating G Charles Dickens 

* • Ethics and Economics in 

Post-Communist Europe 

* • George Bernanos 

*• C. S. Lewis 

• Fathei Brown and Detective Fiction • Japanese Christian Writers 

• Christopher Dawson • Karl Kraus and Aurei Kolnai 

• George Grant • Catdinal Manning 

• Hilaite Belloc 

New subscribers teceive a bee copy of any one of our jumbo special issues (indicated by an asterisk) normally sold for $15.00 each OR two free 

copies of any of the tegular special issues normally sold for $9.00. Please check which of the special issues you have chosen as your bonus. 

Please entet my membetship to the Chesterton Review fot one/two years at $35.00 per year. (Outside Canada payable in U. S. dollars.) 

• One year ($35.00) • Two Years ($70.00) 

N a m e 

Address 

City Province/State Postal/Zip Code 

Charge to V I S A * Expiry Date 

Make cheque payable to: ^ 

C H E S T E R T O N REVIEW, 1437 College Drive, Sasatoon, Saskatchewan. S7N O W 6 Canada or for fiister service for your 

VISA order call: (U.S.A.) PHONE or FAX 1-800-260-9363 Elsewhere, PHONE: 1-306-966-8917 or FAX: 1-306-966-8904 
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ROBERT P. GEORGE, 
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PRINCETON UNIVERSm'. 
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