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DESEkT
CALENDAR
Nov. 28-30—Desert Peaks section of Sierra club to climb Picacho peak in
Southern California and Castle
Dome in Arizona. Niles Werner,
leader.
Dec. 1-6—National Indian Celebration,
show and all-Indian rodeo, Mesa,
Arizona.
Dec. 4-6—National Congress of American Indians, fourth annual convention, Santa Fe, New Mexico.
Dec. 6—Imperial Highway association
monthly meeting in El Centro, California. Dinner at Barbara Worth
hotel at 7 p. m.
Dec. 6-7—Sierra club hike, Hidden
Springs from Box canyon, beyond
Mecca, California. Desert Steve
Ragsdale, leader.
Dec. 7—Lecture and color pictures:
"Cliff-dwellers of the Mesa Verde,
Colorado," by Paul Coze, Southwest
Museum, Los Angeles, California,
3 p. m.
Dec. 15—Approximate date annual
Snow Cup race (Giant Slalom)
sponsored by Salt Lake Jr. Chamber
of Commerce, Utah.
Dec. 21—Golf tournament open to all
Boy Scouts, Imperial-Yuma council.
Country club, Brawley, California.
Dec. 24—La Posada, Christmas Eve
Mexican ceremonies, Tucson, Arizona.
Dec.
24—Midnight
Mass, mission
churches at San Felipe, Laguna, Isleta and other pueblos, New Mexico.
Dec. 25—Christmas day dances and celebrations, Jemez, Santo Domingo,
Tesuque, Santa Clara and other
pueblos, New Mexico.
Dec. 28—Annual rendition of "The Messiah," with full symphony orchestra,
oratorio chorus of 400 voices and
guest soloists. Tabernacle, Salt Lake
City, Utah.
Dec.—Exhibition, Paintings of the
Southwest by the late Edgar Alwin
Payne. Southwest Museum, Los Angeles, California.
Dec.—Shalako, house dedication and
visit of the Gods. Date indefinite,
usually early December. Ceremonies
at night, photography prohibited.
Zuni pueblo, New Mexico.
Dec.—Papago Christmas ceremonial (exact date not available), Tucson, Ari-

HOPE
By TANYA SOUTH

Again, oh Soul of mine, look up!
Again behold the stars!
Once more cling fast to love and
hope!
For nothing mars
The inner Light that shines so clear,
When we dispense with hate and
fear.
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He was cruel and relentless in his war on the
whites—but he was following the traditional code
of his tribesmen—an eye for an eye and a tooth for
a tooth. Geronimo's hatred of the intruders in
Apache country began the day his mother and wife

and children were murdered in cold blood by Mexican troopers. But when he extended his marauding
to the settlements of U. S. citizens he was doomed
to final defeat—and eventually he realized that
and laid down his arms in surrender.

Geronimo, A p a c h e Raider
By ROSELLA MATTMUELLER
/ J GROUP of small boys, copperf / skinned and naked, crept among
the trees and rocks. Suddenly one
threw himself on the ground. With loud
whoops the others ran to him and the first
one to reach and touch him yelled
"coupe." Again and again they repeated
this and each time the same boy would
reach the "victim" first.
Finally the rest of the boys gave up in
disgust, saying to the victor, "We stop.
You get all the scalps."
"Sure, me great warrior," the lad boasted with a grin.
Great warrior! Did he even then have
visions of the future? Did he know that
some day his name would chill the heart of
many a brave man?
Geronimo—Apache war chief! Most
historians have drawn a word picture of
this great Indian fighter showing him only
as a ruthless and cruel savage, waging relentless war upon any and all whites.
But delving back into his life, we find
him following the normal pursuits of
the Apachje life—until that fateful day in
1858.
Born in No-doyohn canyon, Arizona, in
June, 1829, he was a member of the Bedon-ko-be band, which made its home
around the waters of the Gila river. His
name was Goya-thele. The name Geronimo was given to him by the Mexicans.
As a baby he hung in his cradle at his
mother's back. As he grew older, his
mother taught him the legends of his people. She taught him to pray to the Great
Spirit for wisdom and strength. And when
he was big enough he was sent into the
fields to help break the ground for the
planting of winter food. In the fall the
beans, corn, melons, and pumpkins were
harvested and stored away in caves to be
used when needed.
But the task he really liked was to cut
and cure the wild tobacco. He watched
with envy the older boys strutting around
smoking their first cigarette, for that meant
they had gone out alone and killed b'g
game. Not until he had accomplished that
feat would he be allowed to smoke. But
that day would soon come. And when it
did there would be no laughs and jeers at
him for his awkwardness, he thought with
satisfaction. Hadn't he been secretly prac-

ticing the fine art of rolling the tobacco in
oak leaf wrappers for days?
The least of little Goya-thele's and his
playmate's worries was clothing. It was
something to do without whenever possible, which usually meant all summer.
Even in winter very little was worn. Being
more modest, the women wore a skirt, consisting of a piece of cotton cloth fastened
about the waist and extending to the knees.
The men wore breech cloth and moccasins.
In the winter they added a shirt.
When Geronimo was small his father
died. His body was arrayed in his finest
clothes, his richest blanket wrapped
around him and his favorite pony saddled
and led behind the procession as they carried him to the cave in which he was buried.
Although Geronimo's grandfather had
been a great chief of the Mimbreno tribe,
his father did not succeed him through
heredity, because he had fallen in love and
married a girl of the Be-don-ko-be tribe,
which made him a member of her people.
So it was that a sub-chief, Mangus Colorado, became chief.
When Geronimo was 17 he was admitted to the council of warriors. Now he
could go on the warpath with the others.
And now he could marry Alope. Alope of
the flashing eyes, the tempting lips, the
slender body — a maiden to grace the
wickiup of a brave warrior. When he approached her father, he demanded many
ponies for her, many more than the young
brave possessed. With a whispered word
to Alope he left the village and was gone
several days. When he returned he had
more than enough ponies to pay for the
hand of the Indian girl.
It was in the summer of 1858 that Chief
Mangus Colorado took the whole tribe
into Mexico, traveling toward Casas Grandes. Shortly before reaching there, they
stopped on the outskirts of a small town
to camp for a few days. Each day the men
would go into town to trade, leaving the
camp under the protection of a small

guvd.
Late on the fourth day, after a successful
dav in town, they were returning to their
camp in high spirits, laughing and s;nginrr. Tust be'o'-e reaching camp, they saw
some of their women and children rushing

toward them. Sensing trouble, Geronimo
spurred his pony to meet them. At first he
could make nothing of their hysterical
words. When he did understand what they
were trying to tell him, their words struck
bitterness to his heart.
These women and children were the survivors of their camp. A troop of Mexican
cavalry had attacked suddenly and swiftly,
killing all the men and many of the women and children, including Geronimo's
aged mother, wife and three children.
Then they had stolen their horses, arms
and supplies.
Geronimo gazed on the carnage before
him. He was as one turned to stone, his
mind numb, incapable of thought or action. He had lost all! For the moment he
was conscious of nothing but overwhelming grief. Then slowly, as he looked upon
the bodies of his loved ones, a terrible hate
grew within him and he vowed vengeance
upon those who had done this thing to
him and to his people.
That night a council was called and it
was decided that as there were but a few
warriors left, their arms and supplies gone,
they could not fight a winning battle
against the Mexicans. So the chief ordered
them to prepare at once for the return journey home.
When they arrived at their own village,
Geronimo burned the wickiup and all the
possessions of his beloved Alope and the
little ones. Then he burned the things belonging to his mother. Such was the custom. Never again was he content with the
quiet life, and never did he forget his vow
of vengeance.
It was almost one year later that Chief
Mangus Colorado called a council of the
warriors, saying:
"Again we have weapons. Again we
have supplies. Are you ready to take the
warpath against the Mexicans?"
All were ready and eager. Geronimo
was elected to seek aid from the other
tribes. In making his appeal to them he
said:
"I will fight in the front of battle. My
loved ones were all killed there, and I too,
will die if need be."
Three tribes responded, and it was not
long before they were assembled on the
Mexican border. Their families were hidTHE
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